
The Revealing of Andre, Chapters 26 - 50 of 50 (Part 2)

Summary:

Andre  Paul,  Child  of  Sophie-Anne  LeClerq,  had  a  "distinct"
reputation: fierce, vicious, cruel and conniving. But...was that ALL
there was to him? Emma may find out for herself (lucky lady...).
*Rated M, NON-canon, AU, OC... LISTED UNDER TB BECAUSE
(upcoming sequel) REASONS...!

•~•0•~•

Disclaimer:  This is a work of fanfiction created solely because the
writer has an imagination and she likes to use it.  Sadly Meridian
has not and will not derive any income from this or any of her other
fanfaction  works  and  is  unfortunately  in  no  way  affiliated  with
Charlaine Harris,  HBO, True Blood,  or any of  their subsidiaries,
accountants, or cleaning crews.  If she had been, Eric Northman's
SVM Maker would never have been an abusive masochistic twat, his
TRUE MAKER Godric would never have been so very wastefully
killed off for absolutely no good reason whatsoever, and Eric and
Sookie would have had a decent HEA in both "the books" and in
"the show".  Of course had that been the case, said writer of this
fanfiction would never have had to  right  (write)  those  wrongs in
various and assorted bouts of fanfiction fury.  So there; read and
enjoy.

•~•0•~•



Chapter 26 

 

Eric  had  never  actually  seen  Andre  "in  action,"  and  so  was  oddly
anticipating the upcoming torturing session.  In fact, as much as he had
enjoyed the evening - a surprise in its own right - he was getting a tad
impatient.  But it wouldn't  be much longer, he thought happily as the
vehicles pulled out outside his residence.

He escorted his Sookie into their home and expertly kissed her senseless
for a full five minutes, since kissing her was much more fun than even
torturing  rat  bastards  would  be,  before  returning  to  the  specially
modified SUV waiting at the curb. 

Sitting across the interior of the limo from Andre and Emma as they rode
down darkened streets, he gazed unseeing at the passing scenery as he
thought  ahead to  the upcoming inquisition in  the palace dungeon.  It
rankled a bit that they hadn't settled on any sort of plan for extracting
information from the prisoners, but Eric had sensed early on that Andre
hadn't wanted to discuss such unsavory subjects in front of Emma, and
he fully approved of that stance. 

Understandably, Andre was trying to shelter his human mate from the
darker, harsher side of the vampire universe...just as he had tried, and
ultimately failed, to protect his Sookie.  Granted Andre himself was to
blame for part of that failure, but, to his immense frustration, Eric could
no longer even hold that against him, especially as things had turned out
so well. 

Fucking Andre just had to let him settle the damn score, Eric silently
groused  to  himself.  Since  their  Andre-induced  altercation,  things



between the two tall, blond males had changed, subtly at any rate.  He
had  tried  considering  the  asshole  a  frenemy,  as  Sookie  had  once
suggested  with  a  snicker,  but  even  that  felt  off.   Eric  hrumphed  to
himself.   So did "acquaintance," for that matter.    Things between him
and the Queen's highly-touted Second were both more and less than any
of those terms. 

Apparently  sensing  the  frustration  and  aggravation  in  Eric's  rapidly
shifting moods, he felt Sookie send him some calm and affection, and,
oddly,  a  burst  of  humor  through  their  bond.  He  reciprocated  with
approval and, just to be himself, a nice shot of lust, too.  He could almost
hear her laughing in response.

Although Andre and his human mate didn't say much during the ride
back to the palace, there was no questioning the male's obvious care and
concern for his female, and his protective stance never once faltered. 
The other guards in the vehicle never wavered in their vigilance either. 

At first Eric would admit that he just might have sneered a bit at the
unnecessary "need" for what could only be described as a motorcade to
transport one human female out to eat, and the extreme measures taken
to secure the restaurant.  But, when he considered the lengths he would
go to in protecting his own Sookie, he understood and even...approved. 
Throughout the long dinner, he had discretely watched not only Andre's
interactions with this human, but the human herself.  Sookie seemed to
be growing quickly fond of her, and he could see why. 

Initially the brunette had seemed shy, which he thought was hilarious
considering the mattress incident, but that didn't last long.  With a snort,
he  realized  the  small  lady  was  quite  vocal  with  her  rather  strong
opinions, but expressed them in such a way that even if you didn't agree
with her, you at least had to give her ideas merit.  She was also quite



amusing and had managed to even make the usually impassive Andre
laugh out loud several times.

Of course, he would return to his normally implacable facade as quickly
as possible, he thought with a mental eye-roll, but there was no doubt as
to the male's affection for the girl.

As they entered the palace grounds, Eric turned his thoughts back to the
evening's upcoming events.  His own Maker had made sure that he knew
exactly how best to torture the deserving to extract information, but he
knew  watching  Andre  would  be  quite  an  education.  This  could  get
good...

•~•0•~•

 Andre waited until the primary guards were in place before exiting the
vehicle, and even then he surveyed the area intently before helping his
Emma descend from the SUV.  Not wishing to expose her to any more
risks that evening, he scooped her up into his arms and, along with their
guards and the Northman, vamp-sped them to their quarters.

Smothering  the  slight  smile  incurred  by  her  giggling  at  their  speedy
arrival, he simply shook his head as he lowered her to her feet so he
could open their door.  Leaving everyone else in the hall, he escorted her
inside to take his own leaving of her in private.

After relieving her of her wrap, he pulled her close to loosely wrap his
arms around her smaller frame.

"Will you need the were this evening," he asked as he softly stroked his
cheek along her forehead.



Answering with a quiet laugh, Emma replied, "Nope, and anyway she's
not  home,  so  to  speak.  I  think she's  visiting  with  a  certain  vampire
recovering from BeauChamps' tender mercies."

Eyebrows raised in surprise, the tall blond vampire leaned back enough
to meet her eyes.  "Really?"  He had not suspected anything along those
lines.  While 'interactions' between weres and vampires were becoming
slightly more common than in the past, such relationships still something
of a novelty, and even when they did occur it was mostly among the
younger set.  Of course,  such social strictures wouldn't  even begin to
phase the shameless Rasul.

Emma nodded with a pleased grin.  "I can't  say for sure, but,  yeah, I
think so.  He's a flirt, and she's not, so I don't know how this is going to
go, but..."  She trailed off as she shrugged her shoulders.

"He hasn't tried anything with you, has he, ma chérie," Andre demanded
as his fangs partially snicked down.  He knew that the darker male had a
certain reputation, but had thought he'd warned him off his mate.  Did he
need to have an extremely painful conversation with Rasul?

Raising her arms to circle his neck, she soothed her vampire, "Oh, no, of
course not.  He's nothing more than a bright, shining bit of friendship,
honey.  You  know that,  and  he  knows  that.  He  does  have  beautiful
eyes," she said with a flash of her dimples, "but he flashes them at Tracy,
not me."

Still not completely soothed, Andre growled, "He'd better not."

Emma shook her head at her jealous mate then drew him in for what
she'd  thought  would  be  a  brief  kiss.  Long  minutes  and  a  stuttering
heartbeat  later,  he  released  her,  thoroughly  pleased  with  her  slightly
swollen lips and blushing arousal. 



It always amazed him how very quickly she could draw his possessive
inner  demon  out  to  play,  but  since  one  glimpse  of  a  dimple  could
interrupt his thought processes, he shouldn't be at all surprised by how
fast his demon would rear his possessive head to even the thought of
another male...  He hurriedly quelled that  thought.  He had to keep a
level head for the rest of the evening no matter how badly he wanted to
re-stake his claim on his woman.

Even though the two vampires had carefully abstained from any mention
of prisoners or plans for the evening during dinner, Emma knew exactly
what they were going to be doing. And, although she appreciated that
Andre seemed to want to protect her from the less pleasant aspects of
vampire life, she wanted no secrets or uncomfortable subjects between
them.

"So, you're off to play with prisoners now, huh?"  She quirked her own
brow at the tall blond.

Momentarily surprised at her willingness to discuss such unpleasantness
yet knowing he shouldn't be surprised at all, he simply nodded.

"Well, don't take all night with the torturing and the bleeding and the
maiming, ok?  We do have a new mattress to break in, ya know," she
teased.

A brief laugh escaped from his firm lips at the absurdity of the situation.

"Yes, ma'am," he dutifully replied before claiming her still-swollen lips
once more before reminding her that the door would be guarded as usual
and to call him if anything at all seemed off.

•~•0•~•



 About  time,  Eric  thought  to  himself  when  Andre  finally  exited  his
quarters.  The Viking smirked a bit  -  apparently Andre had taken the
same sort  of leave of Emma as he'd taken of  his own mate.  But he
dropped  all  levity  at  the  immediate  change  in  the  other  vampire's
persona.

Once outside the door, his entire demeanor changed as the male's cold,
ruthless  inner  beast  came to the forefront.  Evidence gathered during
Rasul's rescue had indicated that at least one were and one vampire - the
ones with the taint of the drug on their skin -  were a direct threat to his
Emma, and it appeared to Eric that they were in for a very bad evening.

He fell into stride alongside Andre as they quickly made their way to the
dungeon beneath the palace.  He noticed that with each step toward the
prisoners Andre's expression hardened just that much more.  By the time
they reached the interior cells, he in no way resembled the coolly genial
male courting his mate from earlier that evening. 

Stormy blue eyes now hard as  diamonds,  lips  drawn tight  over  fully
extended fangs, he was now a male protecting and exacting revenge on
behalf of said mate, and there was no more fearsome beast in the world
than a vampire protecting his female.

At first the Viking was slightly taken aback by how Andre seemed a bit
detached  during  the  dinner,  but  had  initially  blamed  it  on  his  and
Sookie's presence.  But when Emma seemed to take it all in stride, he
surreptitiously  looked  deeper,  and  realized  that  the  slightly  younger
vampire  remained  somewhat  detached  because  he  was  entirely  on
guard.  He did, in fact, care as deeply for his mate as Eric did for his
own, but "displayed" his love and affection by guarding her, keeping her
safe and secure and as far from harm as possible instead of indulging in
obvious  displays  of  affection  or  flirtation.  Of  course,  Eric  also



remembered  the  removal  of  a  certain  destroyed  mattress,  so  Andre
certainly wasn't aloof all the time...

One brief glance around the palace's dungeon instantly brought him back
into focus.  The vampire on duty, Hollander, he guessed, was on point
and immediate tossed them both pairs of leather gloves.  Upon closer
inspection, Eric realized they were crafted more like gauntlets than plain
leather gloves, with thick palms and a pronounced cuff that was most
likely intended to prevent accidental contact with silver.

Eric regarded the other vampire with rising fascination.  Of course he
was very aware of his reputation, but it was fascinating seeing him in
action without having to keep his guard up just in case.

Curious as to how the torturer would go about the evening's tasks, he
watched as, with barely a nod toward the curious Hollander and without
speaking  a  word,  Andre  strode  purposefully  over  to  what  Eric
recognized with a barely suppressed gasp as a set of Maidens.  He hadn't
seen the like in many centuries, but realized that their presence in this
particular vampire's dungeon should come as no surprise.

With what the Viking realized as barely-suppressed fury fairly vibrating
throughout his body, Andre approached the enclosures. He grinned an
intensely satisfied, frightening grin when he looked down at the floor
around the Maidens.  Blood, both fresh and dried, on the floor proved
the now-silent  prisoners  hadn't  remained quite  as still  as  they should
have. Andre perfunctorily unlocked and opened both enclosures.

Eric raised a brow when he noticed that the were had been ball gagged,
but then nodded.  Noises from prisoners could be so annoying.  He'd
have to remember to tell Pam about that trick.  It would combine two of
her favorite pastimes:  kink and torture.



He watched as Andre checked the restraints and found that they would
continue to hold the now weakened prisoners, and walked away having
left the doors to both devices open.  The vampire and the were, now
silent and bloody, watched him with glazed, apprehensive eyes.

Eric watched with understanding as Andre fought to keep his stony face
from betraying his innermost rage.  These fuckers had thought to harm
the blond's mate, had planned to put their filthy claws and paws upon her
person, and the Viking, considering his own mate, felt his blood heat and
his own fangs erupt in shared wrath. 

He understood  at  a  soul-deep  level  that  it  took  every  bit  of  Andre's
considerable control to keep from rending their muscles from their bones
and painting the walls of the dungeon with blood from their still-beating
hearts. 

The sound of his fangs erupting in rapport drew Andre's cold gaze, and
Eric shuddered internally at the controlled savagery in the male's face. 
When he met his eyes, however, a connection was unknowingly forged
between the two as each instinctively understood the other.   

Mates come first at any cost.  Period. 

What followed would provide Eric with more ideas for torturing and
extracting information than he ever though he would need.

Still eerily not uttering a word, with a series of gestures Andre instructed
his assistant to rig up some chains in the center of the large room directly
above a small grated drain.  With a nod toward the Viking, Eric followed
him over to the were and, in unison, they freed him from the restraints
and drug him to the center of the room, then hung him by his neck from
the  silver-coated  chain.  His  hands  swung  free,  and  his  feet  barely
touched the concrete floor. 



Eric remembered dealing with that were during the night of the raid, and
how it  appeared the  reeking,  formerly  surly  beast  was  glamoured  to
prevent him from spilling any information, so he was very curious to see
what Andre would do with him.

The were's hands still smelled of the drugs intended to taint food meant
for Emma and her maid.  He shook his head...this would not bode well
for his treatment at the torturer's hands.

Once the were was situated properly, and in the direct line of sight of the
vampire still restrained in the silver-lined device, Andre walked over to
one of the tables and picked up a respectably-sized silver-coated sword. 
Eric  promptly took a couple of steps away from the were at  Andre's
signal.

"These feet brought you to the palace with the intent of causing damage
to my mate," were the first words spoken, and Andre snarled them just
before he severed both the were's feet off in one swift strike.

He stood back, sword at the ready, and regarded the were's howls and
cries of pain with feral delight.

When the were finally stopped trying to scream through the ball gag,
Andre removed it and demanded coldly, "Is there anything you would
like to tell me?"

Foolishly the were cursed, spat and struggled uselessly to shift.

Shrugging, Andre stepped to the side and succinctly relieved the man of
his  right hand,  his  strike sure  even through the man's flailing.  "That
hand came to the palace with the intent of causing damage to my mate." 

After  again  waiting  for  the  were  to  run low on curses  and screams,
Andre again calmly asked, "Is there anything you would like to tell me?"



When the filthy beast only moaned and writhed in pain, Andre simply
placed his sword back on the table and motioned for Hollander, who
Eric noticed had been standing nearby wide-eyed with rapt attention, to
ready another set of chains, this set stronger and thicker than the other,
and placed over another conveniently-placed drainage hole in the floor. 
After they were readied, Eric once again helped Andre release and drag
the  other  prisoner  over,  this  time  they  securing  him by  chaining  his
hands spread above his head.  

When the vampire instinctively hissed and bared his fangs, Eric couldn't
help but smirk when Andre produced from his pocket a set of pliers and
casually removed first one fang then the other with a well-practiced flick
of  his  leather-covered  hand.  When  he  turned  and  tossed  them with
precision into  a  handy three-gallon glass  jar  already two-thirds filled
with other fangs, he couldn't help but snicker.

"Now that that's covered," Andre sneered, "why don't you save yourself
some pain and just answer the damn question.  Is there anything that you
would like to tell me?"

He could tell Andre's patience wasn't going to last too much longer.  He
knew  they  needed  to  extract  what  information  they  could  from  the
prisoners, but so far the chances were looking slim.  Oh, well, at least
there  was another  were and another  vampire  left,  which was  a  good
thing because this idiot didn't act like he wanted to remain undead much
longer.

"I was just doing what I was told," he spat, instinctively trying to drop
fangs that were no longer available.

"Then perhaps you need to learn to listen to someone else."  With that,
the vampire's ears fell, one after the other, from Andre's gloved hand and
landed on the concrete floor.



"You  would  harm  one  of  your  own  over  a  blood  bag,"  hissed  the
vampire, blood dripping off his chin and down the sides of his neck. 
The vampire's foolishness surprised even Eric.

Faster than lightening, Andre ripped out the tongue and throat of the
still-nameless vampire.

"I'm  not  done  with  him  yet,  so  bind  the  wounds  with  silver-shot
bandages but leave him hanging," he instructed Hollander.

Andre walked over to one of the tables and motioned Eric forward.  As
he shucked off his blood-soaked gloves, Eric did the same.

"Time to visit the one vampire I suspect may not be as guilty as those
fools," he said coldly.

Eric nodded, then watched with surprise as the other vampire grabbed a
six-pack of synthetic blood from a small refrigerator nearby.

The other vampire was sitting in his chair in the center of the bare room,
and came out of downtime as the two approached.  With angry, jerky
movements,  Andre  grabbed  a  set  of  keys,  unlocked  the  door,  and
motioned for Eric to enter the cell with him.

The vampire inside started to rise, but a stern command kept him in his
seat.

"Is there anything that you would like to tell me?"

"I had no desire to become involved in BeauChamps' foul schemes, but
he holds my mate hostage.  He thought  I  would be useful because a
brother by turning of mine works at the palace."

Satisfied  that  his  hunch  was  right,  Andre  further  surprised  Eric  by
handing  the  much  younger  vampire  the  entire  six-pack  of  blood
substitute.



"And?  What do you know of BeauChamps'  plans?" Eric thought ice
would be warm compared to the blond vampire's voice.

The prisoner paused from opening a bottle.  "All I know is that there was
another vampire involved, that he and a were had some sort of drug they
were going to  mix in  with the food that  would  be taken up to  your
quarters.  It was supposed to knock both her and the were-girl out.  Then
that other were," he said distastefully as he nodded his head toward the
Silver  Cell,  "was  supposed  to  break into  the  door.  He's  a  locksmith
who's  supposedly  really  good at  breaking and entering.  He and that
other one were supposed to kill the were-girl and grab the human and..."
his voice trailed off in the face of Andre's suddenly visible anger, but he
cleared his throat, calmed himself,  and, with a trembling voice, resumed
his tale, "and take her somewhere so BeauChamps could pick her up.  I
don't know where they were supposed to take her."

Eric admired the immense restraint it obviously took for Andre to keep
from destroying everything on the lowest known floor of the palace.  He
exited the cell in a flash and paced the hall at vamp speed for a few
minutes, then paused and looked to the side for a moment.  At that point,
Eric concluded that he must be in silent communication with his Maker,
who must have become concerned about the emotions she felt in their
Maker/progeny bond.  A few minutes later, Andre returned.

"Name," Andre immediately growled.

"Silas," the male replied after quickly draining the first cold bottle.

"Exactly what have you told or done for BeauChamps," he demanded
angrily.  Although he now knew that Silas was an unwilling participant
in fucking BeauChamps schemes, the vampire was in no way forgiven
for being involved at all.  The fucking bastard should have come to him



for help, and had not.   His punishment would depend on his continued
cooperation.

"He wanted me to tell him about palace schedules.  I don't know much
about the goings-on here at the palace, so I couldn't tell him much, just
what Benjamin's schedule was.  He wanted to know when he feeds, but
hell, I have no idea when he feeds!"

Eric raised a brow as Andre's expression suddenly became even more
livid.

A growl escaped when Andre told him, "Fuck, Eric.  This man's 'brother'
is the night overseer of the kitchen!  He was somehow involved in food
before he was turned."

Silas  helpfully  supplied,  "He used to  be  a  chef."  He sat  the  second
empty bottle down near the first and grabbed a third.

Andre stalked over to a house phone.  Eric listened as he ordered Wybert
to  secure  the  night  kitchen  manager  and  bring  him  down  for
interrogation.  This Benjamin may or may not know anything useful, but
now was not the time to take chances.

"Do you know where your mate is being held," the tall Viking suddenly
demanded. 

Andre pivoted on his heels to view the prisoner.

Silas  nodded  and  hurriedly  answered,  "BeauChamps'  Maker  has  a
property  somewhere  just  before  you  reach  the  Texas  line.  I'm  not
exactly sure where it is, but that's where he told me that he's holding
her."

"Do  you  have  a  strong  bond  with  her,"  Andre  asked  with  curious
intensity.



Both blond vampires' faces lit up with unholy glee when Silas nodded. 
If the prisoner could lead them to BeauChamps' Makers place...

Andre addressed Silas, "You will remain our guest until we need you."

They  left,  and  Eric  was  vaguely  surprised  when  Andre  ordered
Hollander to move Silas to a better "guest room" and to procure the male
a change of clothing.  Then they donned another pair of gloves and Eric
got his first look at the damage a Heretic's Fork could do to a burly,
smelly were who didn't follow instructions. 

Staring disdainfully at the bloody mess on the floor, Andre prodded the
urine-scented  man  sitting  uncomfortably  on  the  floor,  who  promptly
growled  and,  just  like  his  counterpart  in  the  main  dungeon  area,
pathetically attempted to shift.

"Do these fools not know that they can't shift when bound in silver?" 
Eric's incredulous disgust was obvious.

Andre snorted.  "Apparently not."  He nodded to the junior guard who
had followed them to the cell.

"Note the benefits  of the fruits of your labor," he nodded toward the
bloody floor and pathetic were, "and remove the device."  Hollander's
face lit up and he hurriedly complied after bowing to his Master.

Face  impassive,  Eric  nevertheless  approved  of  not  only  the  younger
vampire's  desire  to  please,  but also of  Andre's  evident  willingness to
share  his  knowledge.  He  would  not  have  expected  "the  torturer"  to
concern himself with such things.

All three vampires ignored the sound of Wybert bringing his confused
charge down to the basement and escorting him into one of the nicer
"accomodations".



Once  the  device  was  removed,  the  were,  growling,  blubbering,  and
trying  to  snarl,  collapsed  sideways  into  his  own  blood.  All  three
vampires could tell the were would be of no further use.

Andre toed the were with distaste.  "Fucking useless piece of shit."  He
glanced over to Eric and shrugged.  "Thirsty?"

Eric  smirked,  then  shrugged  back.  "I  could  drink,"  he  replied
nonchalantly.

After the were's final use was served, both vampires returned to the main
dungeon  chamber  to  deal  with  the  remaining  vampire  and  were. 
Reluctantly concluding that the glamoured were was also unfortunately
beyond use, Andre started to put him through his paces until he sensed
something from his mate through their bond.

Apparently she was bored and while he sensed no distress, it seemed she
was...worried? He concentrated harder on the bond.   About him?   Huh.

So, while maintaining eye contact with the very slowly healing vampire
still  dangling in  their  midst,  Andre  drained  the  were,  then instructed
Hollander to "feed the fucker one bottle of expired Red Stuff", then to
"store the traitorous bastard in the Silver Cell" for the time being.

Eric waited while Andre changed from his bloodied clothes, then they
headed back up together.

"So, working on the vampires tomorrow evening," Eric stated more than
asked as they reached the main floor of the palace.

"Yep," replied Andre, who paused before heading on up to his quarters. 
"Mission the next night if you're in."

Eric nodded, hiding well his surprise at being included.  "I'll make my
plans."



With a nod, the two parted ways, each going to the home that was their
mate.



Chapter 27 

Andre strode into their quarters intent upon finding his mate, who just
happened to be standing by her beloved coffee machine.  In an instant he
had her swept her up into his arms where he strongly inhaled her sweet,
feminine scent in the crook of her neck before smothering her surprised
laughter with hot, sweet kisses.

“Well  I  just  had an interesting visit  with your Maker,” Emma finally
announced to Andre’s throat with a smile when he finally allowed her up
for air.

He loosened his hold slightly to allow her to draw back far enough to
look up into  his  face.   ”You did?”  The knowledge both pleased and
concerned him.  He knew his Maker well.

“Yup,” she confirmed, popping the “p” with a grin.  “She left a couple of
minutes ago.  I’m surprised you didn’t pass her in the hall.”

Still holding her in his arms, he sat them both down on a nearby couch
and arranged her comfortably in his lap.  “And what did my Maker have
to say?”  His gut was leaning more toward “concerned” than “pleased”
at this point as he gazed down into her kiss-flushed face.

She grinned, then turned toward him a little more and propped her elbow
on the sofa’s armrest.   ”In a way, a lot, and in a way, not very much. 
You know how Sophie-Anne is.”

Wryly he nodded.  While it still startled him to hear someone refer to her
by her current given name, he had to agree with his beautiful Emma. 
His Maker could utter a thousand words and still not have said anything,



or she could mutter five words and change the world…or sit and have an
evening-long discussion combining the two.

Taking pity on the confusion clouding his face, Emma continued, “She
said she dropped by just to visit, but really I think she was here to make
sure I was ok.”

Concern immediately flared through their Bond.  “Why?  Had something
happened?”  He probed his memory of the evening to see if maybe he’d
missed any sort  of  alert  flaring through their  link,  but  hadn’t  sensed
anyth…the  Bond.  Fuck.  He  lowered  his  forehead  to  hers  as  the
realization hit him hard.

“Fuck.  I  am so sorry, Emma.  I  didn’t even realize.  That must have
been horrible for you.”  His head and voice both lowered in shame and
remorse.  “I didn’t even think to try to close off my end.”

“Shhh,” she soothed him.  “I know, honey, and it’s ok.  I’d much rather
feel  what  you’re  feeling  and  know  that  you’re  ok,  though,  than  be
blocked and left wondering.”  She stroked his cheek, then smoothed her
thumb over his brow a few times.

She then hooked her finger under his chin to raise his head so she could
meet his sorrow-filled eyes.  “I won’t lie – it was pretty harsh there for a
while, but Sophie-Anne, and even Wybert, gave me some pointers on
how to deal with it.”

Andre  instinctively  tensed  and  growled  at  the  mention  of  Wybert’s
name, and felt his fangs throb to drop.  Even though he fully trusted his
brother-by-Maker,  the  male  was  still  unmated,  and  therefore  an
instinctive threat.

He  lowered  his  growl  a  bit  at  Emma’s  pointed  look,  but  remained
unrepentant.  ”I will gladly work on restricting the amount of anger and



rage I allow through the Bond, but you cannot expect me to ever be
comfortable  knowing  you  were  alone  with  an  unmated  male.”  The
strident tone of his voice and the intense look in his sparkling sea-blue
stare reinforced the intent behind his words.

Emma stopped herself from rolling her eyes, but did shake her head in
exasperation.  “Honey, not only were we never once alone since your
Maker-Mom was here with us the whole time, but you know as well as I
do that you’re the one I’m Bonded with…not him.  Besides,” she lightly
kissed  his  nose  despite,  or  perhaps  because  of,  his  scowl,  “I  have  a
feeling he’s a bit more interested in one of the donors than he lets on.”

Although  Andre  had  never  been  one  to  encourage  Palace  rumor,  he
never  minded hearing the  occasional  tidbit  of  familial  gossip.   They
were his family, after all.  And he did have a responsibility to see to their
safety, of course.

“Yes?”  He tried to keep his face carefully disinterested, but Emma knew
him a bit too well for it to truly work.

She stored his interest in family gossip away for later contemplation…
and laughter…but mostly contemplation.  And some laughter.

With a chuckle, Emma began.  “Ok, I have this ‘greeting’, for lack of a
better word, that I use with Sophie-Anne,” she paused to peep up at him,
then continued with nary a giggle in sight, “Bit any good ones lately?”

She then laughed so hard that she shook at the shocked expression on his
face, and ignored the reaction in his pants to her movements on his lap.

“You greet our Queen with…that?”  Andre couldn’t decide if he wanted
to be horrified…or laugh along with her.  He quickly adjusted her seat
on his thighs.



She snorted.  “Yeah, and now you know why she likes me, Snookums.”

“Snookums?  What in the hell is a ‘snookum’?”  He tried to glare down
into her smiling face.

“You  when  you  get  all  horrified  and  snobby  over  something  funny,
Sweet pea,” she retorted unabashedly.

“Sweet… pea?  I have never been sweet,” he paused to nip at her chin,
“and I am most certainly not a pea,” he growled sensually.

“I’ll have you know that you can be quite sweet when you want to be, so
there!”  She once again unleashed the power of the dimple upon his poor
soul, so he did the only thing he could do under the circumstances.

In the blink of an eye, she was stretched out on the couch beneath his
long, hard body.  He propped himself up on his elbow with that hand
supporting her neck to slightly tip her head back.  He quickly captured
her automatic gasp and slowly, steadily, thrust his tongue between her
parted lips and purred lightly when she started stroking her hands along
the length of his back.

After a long moment, he raised his head to allow her to breathe freely,
and asked silkily, “Sweet?”  The hazy, gentle look in her eyes and her
soft, sultry laugh made his non-beating heart lurch.

“Very.”  She  bit  her  lip  as  she  patted  his  back  consolingly.  “Sorry,
honey, I might concede the ‘pea’, but you’re definitely sweet.”

A charming grin danced across his firm lips before he could stop it, so he
ducked his  head to  nuzzle  her  exposed throat.   After  a  low groan in
appreciation of the flavor of her skin, he asked huskily, “Tell me more
about this donor and Wybert.”



“Just  that  when  I  asked  Sophie-Anne  if  she’d  bitten  any  good  ones
lately, Wybert all-but blushed, well, as much as a,” she gasped as his free
hand found its way inside the back waistband of the loose track pants
she’d changed into earlier, “vampire can,” she finished breathily.

Andre made an encouraging noise in his throat then gently turned her
head to nip the side of her neck with fangs fully extended.

As his hand slid beneath her panties to thoroughly explore the curve of
her ass, she concentrated even harder on her story.  “When I noticed the
look on his face, I asked him about it.  He just shrugged the way he does,
and looked kind of…” she trailed off with a gasp then whimpered in
surprised pleasure as his long fingers gently stroked and lightly explored
the  untouched area  between her  ass  cheeks.  “Bashful,”  she  moaned,
determined to complete her sentence.

He slowly recaptured her lips with his and kissed her very gently while
continuing his stroking exploration, his long, cool fingers slowly delving
lower  and  lower,  along  the  curve  of  her  ass,  until  they  teased  the
entrance to her now very moist center.

Emma squirmed as his fingers lightly glided over places where no man
had been before, never going where she didn’t want them to but leaving
a trail of tingling heat all along what she would never call a ‘plain crack’
again.  When his long, glorious fingers began teasing the place where
they  were  very  much  welcome,  she  automatically  lifted  her  hips  in
invitation, even if he was approaching from a completely different angle.

After  a  few  movements  at  vamp  speed,  her  pants  and  panties  were
suddenly on the floor and her thighs were spread wide.  Once again his
mouth  captured  hers  as  his  fingers  plunged  inside  her  from  the
exquisitely  right  angle,  pumping,  thrusting,  finding that  exact  spot  to



bring her the most pleasure while he continued claiming her lips with
faster, deeper kisses.

The moment he sensed she was about to reach her bliss, he tilted her
head and bit the exact spot he knew would bring her the most pleasure.

Several minutes and a wet spot in his pants later, Andre rose up on his
arms and surveyed his blissful mate with a thoroughly male gratification.

“If Wybert appeared embarrassed,” he continued the conversation as if
nothing  had  happened,  his  blond  hair  falling  forward  from  being
loosened by her fingers, his eyes twinkling with smug satisfaction, “then
there is a chance he has met someone.”

“I  hope  so.  He’s  a  really  good  guy,”  she  retorted  in  light  of  the
smugness in his eyes, her voice still somewhat breathless, and wrinkled
her nose at his slight growl.  “He should be with someone, as long as
they’re kind and decent to him.”

Her stomach took the pause in their conversation as an opportunity to
make itself heard, and he scowled.  “Where is your maid?”

“I think she might still be with Rasul.  I gave her the rest of the evening
off since I wasn’t sure how long we’d be gone, but it’s ok, honey.  I’m
sure there’re some leftovers here somewhere.”

“The future queen of Arkansas does not eat leftovers,” he pronounced
strongly.

“She does if she’s hungry and her mate doesn’t trust the kitchen staff,”
she replied as she pushed him off to grab her intact pants and oddly
mangled panties.  She held the panties up by one finger and gave him a
very confused look.  “How?”



He shrugged elegantly, smirked, then made his way to their bedroom to
clean himself up and change.

Twelve  minutes,  two  donuts  and  a  cup  of  coffee  later,  Emma  was
dressed…and still hungry.  “Come on,” she politely commanded as she
held her hand out to the tall blond vampire watching her foraging with
interest.  “Let’s go to the kitchen and feed the human.”

“Go to the kitchen?  Are you fucking serious?”  His profound shock at
her suggestion was more than evident.

She leveled her dead-eye glare at him and his tone.  His level of shock
was also a smidge insulting.

Andre cleared his throat unnecessarily, and tried again.  “What I mean is,
are you serious?  You want to go to the kitchen yourself?” His mate was
hungry, and while he would do anything to see to her needs, he really
didn’t think that letting her go to the kitchen was the best idea, but damn
if he was ready to trust any of the kitchen staff yet, either.  He could send
someone trusted to one of those putrid over-night food places…

Deciding  she  liked  that  phrasing  and  attitude  somewhat  better,  she
deigned to reply, “Of course, and you’re going with me.”

At his continued disbelief, she elaborated, “Honey, I can cook just as
well as anyone in that kitchen, and even I know that no one would likely
tamper with foods in cans and sealed jars where you can tell if they’ve
been messed with.  Now, I’m hungry, so let’s get a move on, big guy.”

He shook his head while he called Sigebert to have him and three guards
meet them in the kitchen.  He shook his head as he donned his socks and
boots and watched her slip on her shoes.

He was still shaking his head when they entered the kitchen.





Chapter 28 

Honey.

Snookums.

Sweet.  Pea. 

Each pet name ran through Andre’s head with every step taken at vamp-
speed toward the Palace kitchen.  Where the hell did humans get this shit
from, and why was  his Emma so damned and determined to call him
such things?  He tried to be as furious about it as he thought he should
be, but, strangely, his fury wasn’t quite as ‘furious’ as he’d have liked for
it to have be.

Still.

Snookums?  Sweet pea?

At least the one she used most often, ‘honey’, wasn’t all that bad.  And
at least she wouldn’t use the other two in public.

Would she??

He approached the kitchen with Emma in his arms, and paused briefly at
the  entrance.  He noticed with  approval  that  Sigebert  and the  guards
were not only stationed in appropriate locations, but that the kitchen staff
had been cleared out, too. He placed Emma onto her feet and held her a
moment so she could regain her balance lost during his rushed transit…
to the kitchen…that she was so determined to visit.  Sigh.

She grabbed hold of his arm encircling her waist for a moment, then
began a visual inventory of her surroundings, looking for all the world
like a queen surveying her territory.  All of what she assumed were the



usual  kitchen  staff  were  missing,  and  their  hasty  exit  was  obvious
considering the piles of half-chopped herbs and vegetables on one of the
tables.  When  she  saw  the  partially  cooked  items  still  warm on  the
turned-off stove, she decided to make her visit as quick as possible.  She
knew just how much she hated being interrupted while cooking.

It  took a  moment,  but  she finally  found the  well-stocked pantry  and
located the canned soups.  While she would have loved to have been
able to prepare a huge pot of good vegetable beef soup and let it simmer
for a couple of hours, she instead put a can of soup on to heat and began
searching out the rest of her midnight dinner and future snacks.

She wanted fresh fruit, but chose some canned mixed fruit (since fresh
fruit could have been dipped or injected with drugs or toxins), a new
pack  of  crackers  from an  unopened  box  (for  the  same  reason),  and
sighed  longingly  at  all  the  already-opened  blocks  of  cheese  in  the
refrigerator.  She hated having to be so distrustful, but at this point she
wouldn’t  put  anything  past  anyone.  She  also  decided  that  Andre’s
paranoia was just plain rubbing off on her.

With that thought in mind, she found a basket in the pantry and began
filling it with easy-to-eat canned goods and assorted unopened crackers,
and  whatever  else  she  could  quickly  gather  from the  pantry  and the
refrigeration units to take back to their quarters.  It wasn’t in her nature
to want to disturb the orderly routine of the Palace staff, so she didn’t
want to have to come back down again if she could help it.  On that note,
she appropriated a few more dishes, pieces of silverware, and another
glass, and an unopened box of cookies for good measure.

By then her soup was hot, so she sat and ate it as quickly as she could
while pretending the scene wasn’t as surrealistic as it felt…and that she



wasn’t being watched like a hawk by five on-guard but slightly-baffled
vampires.

One vampire in particular was glaring at everyone else, daring anyone to
say a word to his hungry mate. He didn’t understand why she didn’t just
call upon her maid to do this thing for her, but as much as the necessity
of this action pissed him off, if she wanted to come to the kitchen to see
to her own food, he would not only allow it, but would clear the way for
her to do so.   He would never allow his mate to go hungry!  It hurt him
deeply that he could not yet provide better for her, but these trials would
soon be over.

After she finished eating and put her dishes in the sink, she grabbed the
basket and nodded to Andre.  With still no word having yet been spoken
by anyone, Sigebert took the basket from her hand just before she was
scooped up by her silent mate.

The return trip to their quarters was just as quick, and once he settled her
on a chair, Andre took the basket from Sigebert  and bid him a good
night…and tried not to glare at the blond giant for nodding a good-bye
to Emma.

“I’m curious,” he stated as he sat down beside her.  “I know you were
working as quickly as you could, but why didn’t you say anything in the
kitchen?”

She scooted over a bit closer and tried to pretend they weren’t sitting on
“the  couch”  from earlier.  “There  really  wasn’t  anything  to  say, and
besides, the kitchen might have been bugged.”

He placed an impulsive kiss to her head before replying, “A very astute
thought, Em, but it’s highly unlikely.  I have the security systems set up
to  run  several  different  types  of  scans  at  regular  intervals,  and  that



includes  all  known types of  bugs,  as  you call  them.  Of course,”  he
added, “anything is possible.”

“Exactly,”  she concurred.  “Ok,  I’ve  had my dinner,  my second one,
actually, so now it’s your turn.”

She laughed happily  as his  fangs automatically  dropped,  then looked
confused when his expression hardened and became more resigned.

“As much as I crave your blood, ma chérie, I have feed quite enough off
you these last few nights.”

“But…”

He abruptly rose and paced as he continued, “No, I will not risk your
health.”  He didn’t want to mention that he’d drained the useless were,
preferring to spare Emma from such realities as long as he could.  “In
any event, at my age, even if I did not feed for another two weeks I
would still be fine, so I can certainly abstain from your blood for a night
or two with absolutely no ill effects.”

“Hrumph.”

Andre laughed at her dissatisfaction, then knelt close to whisper into her
ear, “I may abstain from tasting your blood, but I have no intentions of
abstaining from tasting your other fluids.”

He  chuckled  evilly  at  her  shiver  of  arousal,  kissed  her  deeply, then
nipped at her bottom lip.

“I had thought that you would have prepared yourself more of a meal?” 
He definitely needed to change the subject.  While he didn’t  need to
feed, he always seemed to  need her blood.  And besides, he had been
taking notice of her foods of late and noticed the difference.



Emma sighed, then stretched out on the couch to rest her head on his
hard thigh after he finally sat beside her.  “Honestly, I miss cooking.  I
miss having my own fully-stocked kitchen and I miss fixing what I want,
when I want it.  I would have loved to have been able to make a  huge
pot of the kind of soup I like, maybe put it on to simmer early in the
afternoon and let it go for a couple of hours.  But, when we got to the
kitchen, it was obvious that the staff had been cleared out just so that I
could be there, and that’s not right.  I hate that I had to disturb them in
the middle of their preparations.  So, I just grabbed the first thing I found
that would do.”

Andre, who had been gently stroking her hair, stopped and tilted her chin
up to draw her eyes to his.

“Stop that.  You will  not  feel  guilty  for  having to  prepare  your own
fucking food, Em.  I won’t have it.  This entire situation is in no way
your fault.  Am I clear?”

She blinked in surprise at the force behind his words, then nodded.

His face hardened and his jaw clenched as he stared down at her before
looking away.  Emma jolted as a snarled string of what she thought were
French profanities flew from his lips.  If this had been a different kind of
situation, she might have asked for spellings and translations since some
of those growled words sounded rather intriguing, but wisely held her
tongue for the moment.

Instead she sat up and faced the angry blond vampire.  “Honey, what’s
wrong?”  She  automatically  placed  her  hand  on  his  thigh,  and  was
pleased when he covered her hand gently with his own.

“Everything,” he eventually answered as he finally turned to face her
again, his face still hard.  “Everything,” he repeated.  “You are my mate,



yet I cannot even provide you with food worthy of your consideration.  I
am the second most powerful vampire in this fucking Queendom, yet
because of that position, I cannot take you away to safety, so you are
held almost as a prisoner in a damn gilded fucking cage.”

He lightly squeezed her hand then rose to pace once more, his speed
seeming  to  increase  with  every  step.  “We have  only  just  met,  Em. 
These  are  the  nights  we  should  spend  learning  to  know each  other,
working toward building the foundation we will need eons from now. 
Instead I must keep leaving you to your own devices while tending to
drudgery and putting my best skills to use.”

Abruptly he stopped, turned, and looked at his Emma still sitting on the
couch, concern for him almost glowing from her worried brown eyes.  “I
would eviscerate nations for you, ma chérie, but I don’t know how to tell
you that.  I want to give you lovely things, things worthy of your beauty
and the grace of your smile, but I don’t even know what the fuck you
like,” he ended his tirade stridently, his words loud and strong.

Andre could only stare as  the smile he most adored, the one with the
dimples  and  the  glowing  cheeks,  spread  rapidly  across  her  face. 
Immobilized by his surprise, he held still as she rose and approached
him, and allowed her to take his face in her hands.

“My sentiments  exactly, big  guy.  I  was just  thinking earlier  that  we
really  don’t  know jack crap about  each other,”  she agreed.  She was
surprised at how very glad, and gratified, she was to know that he felt
the same way that she did.  “Well, we know the most important things
about each other, but really, we don’t know many of the little things at
all.”  The smile fled her face leaving behind the same melancholy now
displayed on his own.



“This has all happened so fast, and I don’t think either one of us has had
a chance to just stop and think much about it, either.”  She slid her hands
down to his waist and leaned her forehead against his chest, and smiled
faintly when he automatically wrapped his arms about her and drew her
closer.

“If things were perfect,” she continued, “we’d have all the time in the
world to get to know each other.  We’d be able to spend entire evenings
just holding each other close, telling secrets and bad jokes, relaxing in
front of a nice warm fire on a cold night.  I would get to know the little
boy you’d been, and you’d get to know the little girl I used to be, and we
would be able to waste time watching campy tv shows and you’d pop in
a weird movie and I would throw popcorn at you for it, and we would
play-fight and wrestle around and end up spending the rest of the night
tasting and touching each other’s bodies until  the sun took you away
from me for the day.  But,” she inhaled sharply then cleared her throat,
“things aren’t like that for us, at least, not yet.  I’m certain by what I felt
through our bond earlier that we are closer than ever to getting rid of that
nasty  rat  bastard.  After  that,  though,  I  guess  you take  the  throne  to
Arkansas, and then we deal with all of those hassles.”  She leaned back
to  meet  his  intense  blue-green  gaze.  “And  apparently  there  are
Coronations and Pledgings that we need to discuss, too, ceremonies that
I don’t know anything about and that perhaps maybe I should.”  She
playfully quirked her brow in accusation.

“You truly have no fear of vampires,” he blurted out of the blue, his
normally  stoic  face  showcasing  an  unexpected  blend  of  adoration,
melancholy, and  confusion,  while  the  bond  showed her  exactly  how
deeply her words had moved him…and a strange surge of satisfaction.

Emma  shrugged  as  she  laughed  in  surprise.  “Why  would  I?  Just
because you could kill or hurt me doesn’t mean you will.  Hell, most



humans could kill or hurt me, too…but that doesn’t mean they would,
either.”

After  winking  saucily  at  him  then  giggling  at  his  expression,  she
threaded her fingers through his hair and gently tugged his face down
closer to her own.  “I get that y’all are made into a difference species
from  humans,  that  you  often  have  stronger,  fiercer  instincts  and
reactions,  but  there  are  good  vampires,  bad  vampires,  and  mediocre
vampires just like with humans.”

He smiled that sweet smile she so rarely saw, and kissed her forehead.

“You’re right, Em, we do have a lot to talk about, and we will.  But for
now, we need to discuss the upcoming Coronation and Pledging,” he
paused for a moment, his face thoughtful, then continued. “Although I
think we will  Pledge  first then ascend to the throne.  Should be less
paperwork that way,” he grumped.

“So, what do you know about Pledgings and Coronations?  Did Sophie-
Anne discuss these things with you at all,” Andre asked after Emma had
made herself a cup of coffee and joined him on the couch.  He’d laughed
internally at how she would blush every time he chose to sit there, and
knew  this  couch  would  always  be  his  favorite.  The  scent  of  her
satisfaction – the satisfaction  he had given her  –  would perfume the
couch for some time.  That he would “reapply” said scent when needed
was a given.  ”And, while we’re on the subject, what all did my Maker
have to say, anyway?”

Snuggled  in  his  strong  arms,  Emma  spent  the  rest  of  the  night  on
Andre’s  lap  discussing  what  she  knew  about  the  Pledging  and
Coronation ceremonies and being enlightened about both.



“Sophie-Anne told me that both ceremonies are basically full of repeat-
after-me’s,  bleeding, and drinking blood, but that the Coronation also
involves  a  crown  and  a  bunch  of  obeisances  by  underlings.   The
Pledging will be nerve-wracking enough for me; I’m so glad I only have
to watch the Coronation.”  Her relief was palpable, but short-lived.

“You’re exactly right.  Both ceremonies are, indeed, full of repeat-after-
me’s,”  he  chuckled  in  appreciation  of  the  phrase,  “blood-letting  and
drinking, but I’m afraid your relief is unfounded.”

His smirk filled Emma’s heart with dread.

“Erm…um…why?”

She stiffened in his hold,  and as he formulated his answer, he began
rubbing her back in long, slow strokes.

“Because you are my queen, Em.  What I rule, I will rule with you by
my side.  Even though we do not know each other all that well yet,” he
intuitively countered her first argument, “my instincts tell me that you
will prove to be an invaluable source of strength and intelligence when it
comes to dealing with not only vampires, but with all supes and humans
as well.”

Emma  huffed;  damn  smart-assed  vampire  just  countered  her  first
argument.  Ok, now for the second…

“But I’m not a vampire, and from what I can tell, no vampire is going to
want to bow to a human, much less accept anything one would have to
say as a queen.”

Once again, her relief was short-lived.

“I will end any who refuse to bow to your rule, Emma, and I think you
know that.”  When she opened her mouth to protest, he simply placed a



long fingertip over her lips and continued.  “Should any choose to show
you anything less than the respect you deserve, I will end them.  Period. 
You are already my queen,” his voice dropped sweetly, seductively, “I
see no reason to exclude you from that part of my life.  We will rule
together.  Consider the crown you will receive as nothing more than a
pretty piece of jewelry if you must, but I look forward to sharing my
station, and my life, with you.”

Blinking away the tears triggered by both his words and the feelings he
was  sending  through  the  bond,  Emma  relaxed  into  his  comforting
ministrations and slowly began itemizing her fears and questions, all of
which he more than capably soothed and answered, one at a time, until
the sun demanded they adjourn to their bed for the day.



Chapter 29 

 

 ”But I also think she was just plain bored and, well, nosy, too,” Emma
laughed  as  she  stretched  out  beside  Andre.  The  Louisiana  sun  was
hidden by a heavy mid-afternoon storm, which allowed her handsome
vampire to rise, in more ways than one, even earlier than usual.

Her  nether  region  might  still  have  been  throbbing  slightly,  but  her
heartbeat  and breathing rate were finally  calming down to something
approaching normal as she basked in the unusual gift of being able to
just  chat  with  her  vampire  after  a  very  mutually  satisfying tryst…or
two.  The rising sun usually begrudged them the chance to simply talk.

He had been unusually  slow and gentle  in  his  loving that  afternoon,
taking delight in slow, easy strokes and light nips and lingering sucks. 
She hadn’t minded in the least when he’d allowed his long fingers and
sensitive fangs to slowly explore and caress, and when he’d lingered a
bit  too  long at  a  certain ticklish spot,  he  hadn’t  seemed to  mind the
ensuing, and rather energetic, pillow fight, which had inevitably lead to
more strokes and nips and gentle passions fully sated.

After spending his latest bit of sensual need and more relaxed than he
cared to admit, Andre enjoyed the feeling of her fingers softly tracing
invisible  patters  over  his  broad  chest.  Silently  he  cursed  as  he
concentrated on ignoring the urges once again gathering in his loins –
he’d already had her twice that afternoon!  He hated having to fight his
cock just  for  the  rare  chance  to  converse  with  his  mate.  He’d  been
somewhat surprised by how much he’d enjoyed only talking with her



earlier that morning, well, before the sun just had to rise and eventually
cut their time short.

Inevitably his mind drifted back to the slow, heady mingling that had
overtaken  their  bodies  upon  his  unexpected  waking  earlier  that
afternoon.   The way her mouth had drifted down, teasing and tasting
along his chest and stomach, the way she’d taken his cock in her hand
and…

Focus!!

Mentally he cursed the weird changes he’d secretly enjoyed lately, but
the curses were laced more with resignation than ire.  Who would ever
have thought that he, Andre, universally feared Torturer Extraordinaire,
would have chosen conversation over more sex with a beautiful woman?

In past,  after  he’d partaken of  a female’s blood and body, he’d have
quickly  relieved himself  of  her presence to  attend to more important
matters.  There was always something needing to be done, some aspect
of  security  or a prisoner in the dungeons that  needed his attention…
something much more worthy and deserving of his time and attention
than dallying with a blood bag or inconsequential vampire.

But  this  woman…with  the  dimples  and  the  laughter  and  the  lighter,
breezier attitude to which he’d yet become accustomed…

Well, the woman in question was his mate, he consoled himself.  Hell,
they hadn’t even fucked before dawn, either!  They’d just… talked, and
he’d… liked it!  With a silent sigh, he refocused on the conversation.

“My Maker, nosy?  Never,” he joked with a straight face.  As expected,
Emma’s tinkling laughter rang out and brightened the room.  “What all
did she have to say?  I know we touched on this topic last night, but then
we talked about everything else, as well.”



“Well, there was this one thing that seemed odd,” she started.  His sea
blue eyes gazed over her countenance and found her wrinkled nose’d
expression adorable.  He brushed a few strands of her long dark hair
away from her face and motioned for her to continue.

“She  mentioned  that  I  smelled  like  you,  which  she  said  was
understandable,” Emma said with a blush as she remembered Sophie-
Anne’s lascivious wink, “but that I also smelled a little different now,
too.  She said she didn’t know why or what it was, either.”

“My Maker said you stink,” he interjected suddenly.  He leaned over and
took an exaggerated sniff, then wrinkled his own nose in faux disgust
and gave Emma an appalled look.

She slapped his arm in mock outrage, and tried not to laugh when he
looked down at his arm and pouted as he pretended it hurt.

“No! She didn’t say that!” Emma ruined her own fake indignation by
giggling when he rubbed his hand over his “hurt” arm then held it out
with a demand that she kiss it better.  She rolled her eyes and laughed
with him as she happily kissed his arm all better.

As soon as they both settled back down, side by side, Andre stilled for a
moment then leaned over to slowly, carefully, sniff her neck.

“Emma,  I  think my Maker  is  right.  I’m around you so much that  I
hadn’t noticed it, but there really is something a bit different about your
scent now. “

Baffled by the consternation on his face, Emma lifted her wrist to her
nose and sniffed, but didn’t detect any different, not that she’d thought
she would.



“What do you mean?  How can I smell different now than I used to?” 
She blushed crimson at the amorous look he gave her.  “Besides that,”
she hastily clarified.

With a thoroughly male, intimately satisfied chuckle, Andre reasoned,
“Yes,  my blood and my,” he cut  his  eyes to  her suggestively, “other
bodily fluids will influence your natural scent, but,” his features became
more serious, “before, there was an other scent about you, something
vague that didn’t stand out enough to really notice.  Now, though, that
otherness  is  becoming  very  slightly  more  pronounced,  just  strong
enough to become more noticeable only if my attention is focused solely
on it.  I don’t know what it is, either.”

Emma watched as his handsome brow furrowed a bit in concern.

“Do I taste any different now than I did before?”

“Excellent  question…” his  voice trailed off in  thought  for  a moment
until a devilish look entered his eyes.   ”Perhaps further investigation is
in order?”

A mere second later Emma found herself flat on her back with his hands
firmly cupping her ass and her legs falling to each side of his blond
head.

Her  startled  squeak  of  “Andre!!”  quickly  became  a  moan  of  pure
pleasure  as  his  lips  encircled  her  clit  and  began slowly  sucking  and
kissing,  moving  gently  from side  to  side,  up  and  down,  his  tongue
lapping and laving,  never  ceasing  the  paced rhythm until  she  finally
screamed his  name.  With a final kiss to her sensitive flesh, he raised his
head and grinned.

“Oui, ma chérie, you still taste the same.”



Having given up on the idea of modesty around her vampire, since the
whole  turning  process  apparently  burned  said  concept  from  most
vampires’ memories, she didn’t even try to cover herself up and instead
just lay back laughing.

Andre leisurely crawled up her prone body, still spread eagle from his
previous ministrations, until he reached her face, then braced his hands
on either side of her shoulders.

Finally giving into his body’s never-ending need for her, he pointedly
ground his hips into her soft warmth, and breathed an internal sigh of
relief when he felt her draw her legs slowly up his own, her warm, soft
skin brushing along his thighs until she wrapped her calves around his
trim waist.

Throbbing with need yet determined to continue their  new, unhurried
style of loving, he slowly slid his hard length into her moist warmth, and
both exhaled a sigh of pleasure when he sank home.

Deliberately  keeping his  thrusts  slow and steady, he  studied  her  still
smiling face as he once again memorized every curve of her cheeks and
nose, every parting of her pink lips, every tiny flicker of her brows and
lashes.

Needing to talk lest he succumb to the beast inside demanding he fuck
hard and fast and feed deep and long, he spoke between low, rumbling
grunts, “Em, when night falls, the Northman and I are going to finish
with our guests, then,” he paused to shudder and regain more control of
his  movements,  “we  may  collect  the  guards  and  put  a  final  end  to
BeauChamps’ existence.”



Through  the  bond,  along  with  a  dark,  sexual  need,  Emma  felt  his
determination, his barely-contained need for violent vindication, and his
anticipation for the upcoming fight…and approved wholeheartedly.

His tempo unintentionally increasing once again, she gasped, “Good.” 
On a moan, she finished, “Give him hell, honey.”

The approval and desire for revenge he felt from her spurred his hips to
move faster.  He quickly took her hands in his and held them above her
head, his thrusts still coming faster and harder despite his every intention
of going slow.

She tightened her legs about his waist and moved with him, matching
him thrust for thrust.  “Before you remove his head from his body,” she
mewed, her breaths coming faster and shallower, “I want you to do the
things to him,” she strongly thrust upward, “that he wanted to do to me.”

Andre’s  strong  grow  of  approval,  pulsing  deep  and  low  and  loud,
triggered  her  sudden  release,  almost  painful  in  its  intensity,  and  his
thrusts never faltered as he helped her ride it out.

Any concept of slow now forgotten, he gave into his primal need and
thrust hard and fast and sure until he felt Emma once again start to peak,
and this time allowed himself to fall over with her.

Barely stopping himself from crushing her under his weight, he managed
to veer off to her side as he collapsed.  The stray thought flitted through
his mind that the thundering beat of her heart and the rush of her breath
along his shoulder were more comforting than he’d like to admit.

A few minutes later, after her breathing and heart rate had once again
settled, she continued their conversation, “So there really is a chance that
you might can end him tonight?”



He sighed in peace as he felt her gently stroking her hand up and down
the length of his back, effectively soothing his own non-beating heart
and unnecessary breathing.

With a nod he agreed, then shifted enough to rest most of his weight on
his side as he gazed down at her sweetly-flushed cheeks.  After a long,
leisurely kiss, he lifted his head to reply, “Yes.  If not this night, then at
least by tomorrow’s night I will seek his death.  Surprisingly few plans
need  to  be  made  for  this  mission  as  we  will  simply…attack.”  His
elegant shrug was belied by the small, feral smile that sent a delicious
chill through her body.

“I will attempt to keep my end of the bond closed,” he continued as he
lightly ran his hand down her side to soothe her, “so that you won’t have
to deal with what I’m sure will be uncomfortable feelings.”

“No,  don’t,”  she  interjected,  “not  if  doing  that  will  distract  your
attention.  You need to be able to focus on what you’re doing.  I don’t
trust that asshole to not have something up his sleeve.  He may or may
not know what you’ve discovered, and he may or may not know what
you plan.  So, really, don’t worry about me.  Focus on him.”

She let her eyes drift over his beloved face as she took in his refined
features, lingering on his deep, thoughtful eyes, his firm, skillful lips. 
His innate expression may have appeared harsh, perhaps even deadly, to
others, but his tenderness and caring concern for her were easy for her to
see.

“But, if you might be able to end this whole thing tonight, then don’t
you need to feed first, just in case there is a fight?”

He started to shake his head, his worry about feeding from her too often
and draining her strength still prevalent, when she interrupted, “Andre



Paul, I will not have you going off on a mission without having fed first,
do you hear me?  You  need to feed first,  big guy, or no fighting for
you.”

Her tone and glare broke no argument.

He arched his brows and attempted the stern, haughty look which often
drove enemies to their knees in fear.

Her expression didn’t change.

With nary a sigh, he handed in his man card.



Chapter 30 

After acquiescing to his mate's request, he reminded her that, depending
on how things went,  he might  well  be gone until  sometime the next
night. He then vigorously kissed her resulting pout away and rued the
lack of time available to truly make it up to her. He then doubled her
security before going down to the dungeon.

He strode quickly to the dungeon, his steps pounding with indomitable
anticipation of getting this long-awaited mission underway, and stopped
outside Silas' guest room. Once satisfied that he had indeed gotten all the
information he could from him, he gave the vampire two bags of good
donor blood to enable him to regain his strength for the coming events.

Afterward,  even  though  he  would  normally  have  spent  a  couple  of
pleasant hours ensuring that his intended victims truly wished for their
coming death, he quickly dispatched Benjamin and the other male whose
name he hadn't bothered remembering. Neither was of any further value,
especially since he currently had no apprentices needing to be trained in
the art of torture, and he had better things to do while he waited for Eric
and Wybert to join him.

Possibly tonight, but surely by tomorrow's night, he might finally be rid
of fucking BeauChamps in the eternal sort of way. The thought dropped
his  fangs  and  brought  an  involuntary  smile  to  his  face  as  he
contemplated what all he could do to torture the disgusting bastard. Cold
shivers  ran  down Hollander's  back  from where  the  younger  vampire



waited  for  instruction  near  the  open door. Seeing  that expression on
Andre's face was never a good thing.

With a smirk – truly, inspiring fear in those who needed it or appreciated
it was one of his favorite pastimes – Andre directed Hollander to clean
up the slight mess he'd made there in the central dungeon, then entered
his office to finalize what plans he could. Going with Silas'  "internal
mate finder", he snickered at the term courtesy of his Emma, the mate,
and therefore BeauChamps, was apparently somewhere due west, and
her location was not close. The poor vampire thought that she was still in
the state, but wasn't entirely sure no matter what he had been told during
the threat to gain his assistance.

Andre huffed – he truly hated variables – then ordered the Gulfstream
readied. Mates could follow pulls from the faster comfort of sky travel
just as easily as from a slow-moving car.

When Hollander completed his clean-up duties and reported back, he
sent the younger vampire on to gather the few recon supplies they might
want from one of the ready rooms. They were vampire, after all, and so
didn't actually  need burdensome accoutrement,  but Sigebert did enjoy
his "little spy toys", as he called them. He snorted. Sigebert certainly
purchased enough of them.

Due  to  his  own  nefarious  predilections,  they  had  an  ever-increasing
supply  of  gear  appropriate  for  night  fighting,  namely  tough  black
clothing and leather 'non-squeaky' combat boots, from which to choose.

Since he and his underling in this department were of the same mind as
Sigebert,  they  had  an  abundance  of  other  paraphernalia  as  well.  He
particularly  liked  the  middle-ear  communication  devices  and infrared
visors, even though they were not all that useful in registering vampires.



The TASERs were just  for  fun.  Bodies  were simply more interesting
when they jumped around.

While he was thinking about it and before he went to change, he placed
an order doubling the quantities of his favored gear to have them on
hand for when he moved to the new place. He paused for a moment,
then tripled his order for gloves. Dried blood was damn hard to scrub out
from under his nails, and he refused to touch his Emma with befouled
hands. He would just have to make sure to remember to actually  use
them. He much preferred feeling the life draining from his 'guests' and,
even though the gloves were thin, they still dulled the sensations.

As he changed and equipped himself, he briefly considered allowing the
younger vampire to come with them on their mission, but then decided
against it.  While he did deserve recognition for performing his duties
well and quickly, Andre had no wish to leave the secrets of his dungeon
unattended. Granted there was currently a sad lack of prisoners, indeed
the emptiness of the cells rang with an irritating silence, but he would
not allow his dungeon to go unguarded. He shook his head. Why was
everyone  so  annoyingly  well  behaved  at  the  moment,  anyway,  he
wondered as he returned to his office. What the hell was up with that?
No matter, for the duration of his absence he would order Hollander to
stand his usual guard duty.

Steps ringing from the stairs alerted him to incoming visitors.

"About time you two showed up," he teased Eric and Wybert with rare
good nature when they finally entered the dungeon office.

Andre  sniffed  appreciatively;  although  the  Northman  had  obviously
showered,  he could still  detect  the scent  of  a  recent joining with the
Viking's part-fairy mate. He couldn't figure out what Wybert had been up
to and decided he didn't want to know what he'd been rolling around in.



"Wybert,  gather  your  three  best  fighters.  According  to  Silas,
BeauChamps is  hiding out  at  his  Maker's  house somewhere near  the
Texas border with an unknown number of vampires and Weres. Silas
will follow the pull to his mate – he says she's due west from here."

His brother-by-Maker gave a short nod then pulled out his phone. Andre
and Eric exchanged a look at the sight of the enormous blond mountain
handling the phone that resembled a toy in his huge hands.

With a shake of his head, he turned to Eric. "I hope to have this mission
accomplished tonight, but I cannot guarantee that."

The Northman nodded. "I know how these things go. Sookie will remain
upstairs with your Emma for the duration," he stated with assurance.

Eric was still somewhat surprised yet pleased with how well Sookie got
along with the girl. She had many acquaintances, many of whom were
little more than apple-polishers seeking an in with The Telepath or The
Sheriff's  Pledged…as  if  she  wouldn't  see  through  their  guise  in  a
heartbeat. His Sookie was no simpleton to be deceived in such a crass
manner. But, due to the nature of her work and his position, his Sookie
also had very few true friends. He suspected the same applied to the
short brunette who he still couldn't believe actively chose to be with The
Master Torturer on purpose. To each their own, he supposed.

As they waited for the other three to join them, Andre offered Eric his
own  mission  gear  and  a  change  of  clothing,  which  he  graciously
accepted,  and  was  rewarded  with  Eric's  faintly  impressed  expression
when  they  entered  that  particular  room.  Although  he  was  highly
impatient to get in the air, he knew he would have to wait until Wybert's
chosen were properly outfitted anyway, so he took the opportunity to
show the Northman around the store rooms and indulged a bit in his own



penchant for spy equipment until the rest of the team arrived and decked
themselves out.

Within the hour they were in the air and heading in a westerly direction.
Sigebert  had  stayed  back  with  Rasul  and  a  large  team  to  provide
increased protection for not only the Queen, but for Emma and therefore
Sookie as well. The roster for the next two days' Were guards had been
re-drafted and doubled, and those listed were already stationed in their
quarters on the property. Andre was taking no chances.

Although  Emma  didn't  know  it,  before  he  left  he  had  placed  into
Sigebert's safekeeping a large glass-lined metal vial of his own blood to
be used on the slight chance Emma was somehow injured during his
absence. It wasn't enough to Turn her, but the amount was more than
adequate to at least heal most injuries or to sustain her until he could
return to her side.

He had also secured Sigebert's surprised yet solemnly pleased promise to
Turn her should any injuries prove grossly life-threatening. Sigebert was
the  only  vampire  he  trusted  deeply  enough  to  charge  with  such  a
precious  task,  and  he  knew  the  blond  mountain  would  take  such  a
responsibility very seriously. His own beloved Maker was currently too
busy running her queendom and planning useless parties to provide the
necessary time and attention required, and in all honesty he didn't quite
trust her not to issue a certain sexual  Command that he knew Emma
wouldn't appreciate. And, alas, Wybert was…Wybert. Emma's potential
Turning was too delicate and important an event to trust to anyone other
than himself and, should necessity dictate, Sigebert.

That  was  when  he  realized  that  he  had  yet  to  have  this particular
discussion with his  Emma.  Fuck.  He set  aside that  viable concern to



concentrate on the upcoming task but knew it would return to haunt his
thoughts.

Just before they had left for the hanger hidden nearby, Andre had taken a
moment to call his quarters and verify that the Were Tracy was on duty.
She could prove very useful in a fight if the need arose. He wouldn't
admit that he just wanted to hear Emma's voice one more time, and that
her "good luck and give'em hell, babe" had cause a bit of a grin… and a
sweet tingle where his heart used to beat.

Finally en route, while he kept an eye on Silas he quietly pondered the
fact that he didn't know Emma's wishes regarding being Turned. Since
they had yet to have such a conversation, at this point he felt justified in
making this decision for her should it prove necessary. However, if she
should decide that she didn't want to be Turned… The thought caused a
frozen bolt of lightning to tear through him and he shivered in his seat,
earning a glance from the Northman.

"Nothing," he mouthed as he shook his head, deciding to ask him later if
he'd had such a discussion with his mate.  If  he had, then perhaps he
could get some pointers because he had no idea in hell about how to go
about talking her into spending her eternity with him.

Resolutely he turned his thoughts to the mission at hand, and discussed
in greater detail with Eric and Wybert what tactics they could since they
didn't  yet  know  the  lay  of  the  land.  He  knew  the  strengths  and
weaknesses of each male on his team, and counted himself lucky to have
Eric, Wybert and Conall on this excursion. Eric and Wybert were both
strong, devious, cunning fighters, and Conall had a 'knack' for breaking
and entering without detection. He figured it was because that was his
primary,  well,  only talent  before  being  Turned  by  one  of  the  most
hapless wanna-be vampire felons in the history of Turns.



The  annoyingly  good-hearted  but  il-trained  new  vampire  had  only
endured  around  fifteen  years  with  his  sniveling,  criminally-inclined
Master before said Master had been 'accidentally' killed by none other
than Rasul. He had gotten heartily sick of the idiot's annoying and trying
manner  and  blatant  inability  to  follow  even  the  simplest  of  laws.
Afterward he had taken in the now-freed Conall, who was only too glad
to leave behind his finally-dead Maker's ways.

Wybert  had  included  two  massive  dark  haired  fighters,  Tony,  who
shifted into a tiger and was all too aware of the joke on his name, and
Rupert, a taciturn Estonian silverback gorilla. In the past Andre had been
pleased to have the opportunity to fight alongside the two, and knew
them to extraordinarily skilled.

Silas suddenly pointed a trembling finger a bit to the north, and Eric
immediately informed the pilot.

"We're definitely getting closer," the visibly excited vampire said,  his
voice louder in his anticipation. "I can feel her more strongly. She's…
she's scared," he added, his voice angry, "she's ok, but she's scared and
agitated."

Everyone  aboard  immediately  silenced  as  the  male  concentrated  on
following his bond.

"Here! Right here," he exclaimed loudly after a painfully long couple of
minutes.

Eric noted the coordinates on the small device he had withdrawn from
his pocket, and Andre ordered the pilot to land as silently as possible at
the  closest  and  smallest  airfield  available.  The  well-paid  and
appropriately glamoured pilot quickly landed the small craft just outside



of Sulphur, LA, and remained in his seat as everyone else rapidly exited
in full stealth mode.



Chapter 31 

 “Motherfucking perverted…ass end of a pig’s…cock sucking son of
a…”

“Andre? You ok over there?” Eric finally asked the question knowing
full  well  that  he  wasn’t  anywhere  near  ok.  The  blond  vampire  was
pacing at a dizzying speed within the confines of the safe house. Judging
by the increasingly foul curses he’d been muttering under his breath for
the past twenty minutes, Andre had a problem.

“Fuck no. I want to torture and kill that disgustingly repulsive bastard
now so I can savor his blood spilling over my hands then spit on his
remains so I can get the fuck back to my Mate.”

Ah, that’s right, he’s a newly-Mated vampire…Eric thought to himself.
And this must be the first parting he’s had to endure for any length of
time  since  their  joining.  Sucks  ass  doesn’t it,  buddy, he  thought  to
himself with the tiniest bit of schadenfreude, but replied aloud, “First
night apart?”

He bore the Second’s withering glare with barely a smirk of his lips.  
Because  of  his  somewhat  more  advanced age,  Eric  had risen  almost
fifteen minutes earlier than Andre and had taken the opportunity to find
comfort in the Bond with his own Mate.  Due to the distance between
them  it  was  lessened,  of  course,  but  it  was  still  easily  detected.
Apparently Andre had not completed a third and binding Bond with his
Emma  as  of  yet,  and  was  suffering  the  loss  of  that  assurance.
Remembering the other  needs that  one’s own Mate could satisfy, the
Bond was most likely not the only thing he was missing.



Despite Eric’s attempt to retain an impassive façade, Andre did catch
that smirky little slip, but chose to let it pass even as he glared at the
elder vampire. He knew he was in the process of settling a fraction of the
debt he undoubtedly owed Madame Karma, but that didn’t mean he had
to enjoy it. This excruciating separation from his Mate was much more
disconcerting than he had anticipated; it was almost physically painful.
He wasn’t accustomed to feeling that strange emptiness in his chest, and
he wasn’t planning to get used to it, either.

During their flight over and then the drive to the safe house, he had felt
the Bond becoming increasingly fainter, but sunrise was approaching so
quickly that he didn’t have much time to contemplate the growing hole
in  his  chest.  He  and  the  rest  of  the  team  had  secured  one  of  the
monarchy’s lightproof safe houses in that section of the state, set up as
best they could in preparation for the coming night’s activity, and had
gone to rest. The weakness of the Bond hadn’t been quite as obvious
during all the hustle and bustle.

When  he  had  risen  that  evening,  he  felt  as  he  were  missing  an
unfathomably large part of himself.   He knew instinctively that it was
his Emma’s presence – he was too far apart from her and his body and
his psyche were aching to return to her side. How could he protect her,
defend her and comfort her, when he was so far away?

Logically he knew that between Sigebert, his Maker’s own guards, the
Were  guards  assigned  to  her  door,  and her  own Were  maid  that  her
protection was adequate, but her protection was his honor and duty. His.
It was his honor and duty to see to her health and comfort, too. And he
was too far away to be of any use. What if something happened and she
got hurt? While he trusted his brother-by-Maker to hold to his word and
change her if it came to that, the thought of any other being her Maker,
even in potential, galled him deeply. She was  his and he wasn’t even



there. Fucking BeauChamps and his fucking perversions and his fucking
arrogant asse’d attitude!

He sighed. He could sense her enough to know she was alive, and that
she seemed to be comfortable. Well, he comforted himself, there were no
strong spikes of fear or pain, at any rate. 

Granted he had become quite happily accustomed to rising in more ways
than one near her, usually curled around her warm, sleeping body, but
this  loss… It  irritated him that  he missed just  knowing that  she was
there, whether she was in his bed or in the room she called a den or
wherever, still, she was…there.

He wondered if she felt as lost as he did.

He kicked an annoying chair out of his way as he continued pacing. He
had never expected to feel this way toward anyone, ever, much less such
a fragile, breakable human. But he did, more deeply than he could easily
comprehend, and it galled the ever-loving shit out of him that he had to
leave her for anything longer than a couple of hours.

BeauFuckingChamps was going to pay for more than his committed and
intended crimes against  his Mate this night.  The fucking bastard was
going to pay for making him have to leave his Emma.

He heated himself another disgusting True Blood that was too near its
“dispose by” date for his taste, mentally plotted appropriate punishments
for the so-called caretaker of this house for not replenishing the stock
more frequently, and slumped back down onto the hard, cold cot that
was supposed to have been a bed. The fucking mattress was barely ten
inches thick for fuck’s sake! His back at home was…

“How do you handle it,”  he blurted out to Eric before he could stop
himself. He then intently studied the bottle in his hand.



“I cannot say it gets any easier, because it doesn’t, but you do become
less surprised by the discomfort,” was his blunt answer.

“Can you still feel yours?” He brushed invisible dust from his tight black
leather pants then retied the leather cord securing his blond hair away
from his face.

“Yes, not as strongly as I would like, but I can still feel her life force and
the strongest of her emotions.” Eric shook his head when Andre huffed a
short growl then jumped up from the cot. He began pacing once again,
but with a slightly ill look marring his refined features.

Eric found that, oddly, he felt somewhat badly for the vampire currently
raising dust as he pounded his black leather boots along the floor. As a
“Master  Torturer”  he  wasn’t  used  to  having  to  practice  any sort  of
patience; as a Mate, he would need to learn. He could hear the other
team members starting to stir  around in other parts of the house and
wanted to provide at least some measure of assurance before it came
time for the night’s purpose to begin.

“Once you are fully and completely Bonded,” he added, “you will be
able to sense both her life force and her emotions much farther away
than you can now. Can you sense anything?”

Andre  paused  to  concentrate  on  what  he  could feel,  and  Eric’s face
involuntarily softened for an instant as the Viking noted, and understood,
the fleetingly peaceful expression that crossed Andre’s face.

“I sense that she lives, and that she is experiencing no strong emotions.  
I can tell that she is awake, but nothing more.”

Eric raised his brows. “I’m surprised you could sense that much without
having completed the third and final Bond.”



“It  makes  that  much of  a  difference?” Andre  didn’t  know that  much
about bonds; mainly he knew that if you ended one Mate you had best
end  the  other  as  a  Mate  in  the  throes  of  grief  could  be  damnably
annoying.

“Yes, it makes all the difference,” came Eric’s solemn response. Then, to
lighten  the  atmosphere,  he  added  with  a  smirk,  “And  it  makes  the
joinings that much more…satisfying.”

The wolfish look of anticipation that settled on Andre’s face put Eric’s
mind somewhat at ease. At least the “Master Torturer” was no longer
pacing.  Just one last thing…

“Did you check your phone for messages?  Your Emma wanted you to
know that she is fine.”

He  barely  managed  to  control  his  laugh  as  the  younger  vampire
immediately  grabbed  his  muted  phone.  After  he  had  risen  and
immediately  felt for his Bonded that afternoon, Eric had then checked
his phone and had been very pleased to find several messages from his
Sookie. Thankfully they were mostly inanities designed to put to rest any
worries he might have had over her in his absence – separations such as
these weighed heavily on both of them, and each had ways of easing the
other’s discomfort – but one message was specifically to ask him to tell
Andre that Emma was doing fine.

Andre was mentally kicking himself for not thinking to check for any
messages from Emma even as he pushed the appropriate buttons with
barely-controlled impatience. He had stressed to her the importance of
not placing any actual calls because they had no way of knowing what
kind or strength of detection devices fucking BeauChamps might have.
And, while they had brought their own jamming equipment, it could not
be activated until they were  at the house in question. To disrupt their



outside communications beforehand would risk alerting them to their
presence.

Even he was surprised by how very deeply pleased he was to find so
many messages waiting for him. It seemed his Emma had missed him as
well.

 

“I lied – 1 more: I love you. Be careful. Kick his ass hard. Come home.
♥”

“Last msg, I promise (for now): Good luck tonight & I hope you come
on home. Warning: If you don’t, there’ll be more msgs!”

“Early dinner b/c I’m bored. Tracy brought us 10 lbs of bbq ribs. A mess
will be made – a delicious, delicious mess…”

“SA and Sigebert  hung out  with me,  Sookie,  & Tracy last  night.  We
played Yatzy. I hate that stupid game. YOU OWE ME!”

“Lunchtime! B/c you needed to know that…”

“Hey babe, just want to wish you luck for tonight. Couldn’t sleep well
w/o you so I got up. Sookie and Tracy are here.”

“This bed feels wrong w/o you in it. It’s too warm. & big. I miss you,
dammit. Hope this is all over tomorrow night.”

“I can barely feel you.”

“How far away ARE you? You feel so far away.”

“You’re probably asleep for the day by now. I’m getting ready to go to
bed. It feels weird w/o you here. Good-day, honey. I miss you.”



“Oops, realized 2 late that you might not like txt-spk what w/ English
being your 9th? 12th? language, so I’ll resend the msg.”

“Ur prolly asl’p 4 day by now. I’m get’n rdy 2go2 bed. Felz weird w/o u
here. Gd-day, hon. I miss u.”

 

Eric  watched  in  silent  commiseration  as  Andre’s  normally  stoic
expression slowly  fell  from relieved delight  to  wretched misery. The
scent  of  bloody  tears  didn’t  escape  his  notice  as  the  tall  vampire
suddenly stalked off to the bathroom.

Standing at the sink after cleaning his face, Andre re-read each precious
message, savoring them one by one as he committed them to memory.
The silly ones made him smile; the more poignant ones brought forth
another tear. He hadn’t realized what they were at first until he felt one
tickle his cheek; that was when he had headed to the bathroom to endure
his misery in private.

Never before had he come so close to breaking his own radio silence
rule. He ached to call her, to hear her voice, to know she fared well at
that exact moment, but, fists and jaws clenched as he bowed over the
sink, he tempered the urge. Better to suffer now than possibly risk the
mission and therefore her life.

Eventually  he  heard  the  slight  noises  indicating  that  everyone  was
gathering in  the  large  room,  and fought  to  pull  himself  together. He
washed his  face one last  time,  and let  the  anticipation of  ending his
enemies in excruciatingly painful ways straighten his spine and heat his
blood.



Ahh, there it is, he thought with satisfaction as he felt that old familiar
fire tingle through his blood and muscles. He caught his reflection in the
mirror for a brief second, and approved of his stone cold visage.

As the sun sank below the horizon, a different vampire entered the main
room to find the team gathered in preparation. This vampire stood tall,
his broad shoulders were squared, and a cold blaze was burning bright in
his  now dark green eyes.  He was  ready to eviscerate  all  who would
threaten his Mate.

Eric nodded in approval.  This was the Andre he expected, the proud,
intensely focused, vicious Andre of world renown. He knew they were
going home bloody and victorious this night.



Chapter 32 

Andre’s stone cold face let slip the barest of feral grins as BeauChamps
couldn’t  stop  the  reverberating  screams  from  escaping…again.  He
slowly,  meticulously,  sliced  off  yet  another  layer  of  skin  from  the
vampire’s  lower  back  with  the  silver-bladed  knife.  He  had  heard  it
previously described as a fillet knife, but he called it The Screamer since
that’s the delicious result it produced most effectively. 

The prisoner, now strung up by his wrists  from a beam in the hovel
where he had been hiding, had experienced more pain in the past hour
than in the entirety of his undeath, and he wasn’t done yet.   His legs,
cauterized with silver sludge where the missing feet and ankles had once
been  attached,  dangled  freely.  Andre  wasn’t  even  allowing  him  the
luxury of bleeding to death. 

The  worst  part  was  that  Andre  had  made  sure  BeauChamps  knew
beyond a shadow of any doubt that any mercy the bastard might receive
would  be at  the  tall  blond vampire’s hand,  and that  he  was inclined
toward none. He also wasn’t called The Master Torturer for nothing. 

Less than twenty minutes after full dark, Andre, Eric, and the rest of the
crew had burst into the doors of the house on the small hill. Since the
structure was owned by a human, Eric’s dayman had tracked down the
home’s owner during the day only to discover that the woman apparently
still resided in the dwelling. 

Being somewhat familiar with the political structure of the local Weres,
the dayman then called upon the local Packmaster. Very quickly it was
relayed  that  a  few  members  of  the  local  pack  were  working  on  a



construction project  about an hour away from the vampires’ location,
and a deal was swiftly reached. Two members of the pack grudgingly
agreed to take the rest of the day off and perform whatever service was
needed to expunge one of the pack’s several debts to Eric Northman. 

The two Weres chosen for  the task extracted the abused and heavily
glamoured human woman from the home a couple hours before sunset,
and held her for Eric while tending her wounds as best they could in the
field. Luckily for the woman, these Weres were former bikers and were
fairly familiar with field-doctoring techniques. They didn’t know why
they were told to do nothing more than secure the woman and wait, but
they did know to follow orders. They simply watched when, closer to
sundown, two unknown Weres so drunk that they didn’t even notice the
invaders’ scents entered the house. 

When Andre, Eric,  and the rest of the group arrived, it  was a simple
matter to hear the Weres’ report and glamour the woman to invite them
into her home. Much too impatient for and focused on the upcoming
fight, Andre didn’t know, or really care, why Eric had one of ‘his’ Weres
secure the woman in a safe location away from the house. The other
Were was to keep watch over the house and nearby grounds. 

All who entered were immediately taken aback by the scene and stench
that met them. The odor of a recent death permeated what had once been
a comfortable,  mid-class  home which was now a defiled wreck.  The
furniture and carpeting in the living area was rank with both fresh and
decaying blood,  cum, and sweat.  Throughout  the dwelling decorative
objects, cheap and expensive alike, lay broken and shattered, the floors
were caked with dried blood and other filth, and the newly bare walls in
the main living area and at least two of the destroyed bedrooms held
bloody  manacles  and  handcuffs  instead  of  the  broken  pictures  now
littering the floor. 



Hidden  from  immediate  view  in  the  kitchen  were  the  barley  living
bodies  of  five  partially-drained  women.  All  were  naked,  bloody, and
bound together in rusty chains, and were so badly beaten and bruised
that their features were barely discernable. 

Even  the  usually  silent  Wybert  spat  what  were  obviously  foul  curse
words in an ancient language. 

The  two  Weres  supposedly  guarding  the  inside  of  the  house  were
shocked from their lazy drunken dozing by the vampires’ entry, but were
quickly  and silently  dispatched by Tony and Rupert.  Disgust  at  such
useless and malevolent members of their species clearly evident on their
livid faces, they ripped them limb from limb before either had a chance
to  do  more  than  involuntarily  growl.  Neither  Tony  nor  Rupert  had
bothered to shift. 

Swords, knives, and other weapons at the ready, Andre, Eric, Wybert,
and Conall ignored the Weres as they took the opportunity to scent the
air trying to discern the true number of vampires evidently still in their
below-ground quarters.  That must have been why this particular home
was chosen,  thought  Andre.  The  house  rested  atop a  small  hill  thus
allowing the rare opportunity for a basement to be built. 

Silas sniffed to detect his mate’s scent, and found it just as he knew he
would. His bond with her told him that she was being held on the floor
below the one where he stood. His feet were drawing him toward what
he suspected was the door to the basement when said door flew open.
Eight vampires in various states of dress but armed to the fangs came
snarling through…but not BeauChamps. 

Instantly the battle raged. With gleeful battle cries from both Eric and
Wybert  and snarls  and hisses  from the attacking band,  vampire body



parts quickly started hitting the walls, splattering and sliding slowly to
the floor amid the sounds of clashing swords. 

Andre,  and  Conall  who  seemed  to  read  his  thoughts,  positioned
themselves  to  fight  their  way  toward  the  basement  door.  Parrying,
dodging,  lunging  and  advancing,  Andre’s  movements  were  both
instinctive and automatic. For a brief moment during the fighting dance,
he sensed Eric at  his back,  the tall  Viking hacking and blocking and
attacking as needed. 

The two blond fighting machines were soon increased by a third after
Wybert deflected a rusty mace thrown at the two then joined to make a
circle of three slowly fighting outward. 

Conall took a jab to his thigh but before he could hit the ground a tiger
larger  than  would  ever  be  found  in  nature  removed  the  attacking
vampire’s head. He was then joined by a large brindle Were in wolf form
who protected Conall until he could bind his freely bleeding wound and
rejoin the mêlée. 

Suddenly,  after  much  clanging  and  scraping,  hissing,  snarling,  and
growling, silence reigned. Andre paused but for a mere moment before
speeding down the narrow flight  of  stairs  toward the  dimly  lit  room
below with Silas, Eric, and a limping Conall following closely behind
him. Wybert, Eric, and Conall were heartily disappointed that the now-
ended vampires had been so easily dispatched; they had been looking
forward to more of a real fight. 

As  they  descended  the  steps,  the  stench  of  recent  death  increased.
Wybert, Rupert, with Tony and the Wolf shifting back to their human
forms, remained to secure the top floor and tend to the prisoners now
being freed. 



Once at the bottom of the stairs, urgency overcame Silas’ innate caution
and he rushed forward to  free his mate  whose ankles were bound in
silver shackles attached to the wall. 

Andre,  his leathers barely splattered with the remains of the vampire
he’d so quickly ended upstairs, held his fist up to silence the group, and
intently focused his hearing.  A moment later he sneered,  then looked
over at Eric and knew by the identical sneer on the other vampire’s face
that he’d heard the same thing. At vamp speed they quickly left the room
and within seconds  entered a  third room. While  the stench of  recent
decay sickened the air, BeauChamps own odor was still delectable. All
knew the coward was hiding somewhere in the room. 

Catching Conall’s eye, Andre directed his attention to a large, flat piece
of  wood  on  the  dank  basement’s  broken  concrete  floor  next  to  a
woman’s body tossed carelessly toward a back wall.  He then silently
indicated for the younger vampire to lift it up as he and Eric readied
their  swords.  Conall  quickly  approached  the  plank,  and  no  one  was
surprised  that,  when  lifted,  a  layer  of  concrete  was  attached  to  the
wood…a layer  that  exactly  matched a  man-sized hole  found directly
beneath the false top. 

Motioning for Conall to toss the wood and concrete affair to the side and
arm himself,  Andre  approached  the  hole,  reached  down,  and  with  a
disgusted glare he pulled a cursing, screeching BeauChamps up by his
hair. 

“Sheriff Northman,” he calmly spoke over the male’s ranting, “what do
you suppose we have here?” Although his words were playful, Andre’s
tone was cold as ice as his hand fisted even tighter into the captured
vampire’s hair. The foolish man squirmed and kicked thereby abusing



his own scalp even further, and was shoved knees first onto the concrete
before Eric. 

“Second of Louisiana and future King of Arkansas, it appears this house
is infested with a cowardly sort of vermin,” replied the tall blond Viking
as he donned a pair of gloves. He then removed a pouch containing a
pair of silver handcuffs from his pocket and secured the male’s wrists
behind his back. 

His  quarry  in  hand,  Andre  drug  the  struggling,  dirty,  half-dressed
prisoner up the stairs. Now his fun could begin. 

Once  they  reached  the  main  floor  of  the  house,  Andre  surveyed  the
ceiling of the main living area,  then ordered the Weres to  uncover a
proper load-bearing beam in the ceiling. 

The  Weres  finished  releasing  the  barely-coherent  women  from  their
chains  and in  short  order  had uncovered a  beam perfect  for  Andre’s
intentions. Passing Silas as he carried his mate from the house, Andre
sped outside, grabbed a large black bag, and returned. 

In seconds he and Eric had BeauChamps strung up to the beam with
silver chains attached to the silver cuffs arund his wrists. Rather than
taking the cuffs off to position him properly, Andre had simply jerked
his  cuffed  hands  straight  up  over  his  head.  His  cold  face  remained
emotionless  as  the  bones  in  BeauChamps’  shoulders  popped  and
crunched, the only sign revealing he had heard it at all was a very slight
tilt of his firm lips. 

“Grab  a  glass,”  he  ordered  Wybert  as  he  ignored  the  hissing  and
sputtering from Beauchamps,  then finished securing the prisoner now
swinging freely, his entire weight balanced on his broken and displaced
shoulders. 



Wybert stood waiting, requested glass in hand, as Andre retrieved his
sword and swiftly, wordlessly, cut off the captive’s feet. 

Finally he instructed Wybert, “Fill the glass with this worthless bastard’s
blood, then feed it these females t heal their wounds,” he pointed to the
abused women still on the floor, “and the one outside. Let him finally be
of some use. After they’re healed, glamour all of this from them. These
are not memories they should suffer keeping.” He ignored Eric’s raised
brow knowing full well that the slightly older vampire had previously
had  the  same  intentions  in  mind  for  the  poor  soul  still  outside  the
destroyed house. 

Wybert nodded, then began tending the women with Conall’s help. 

When BeauChamp’s cries reached an even higher pitch, Andre sighed in
frustration, then looked back at his Sheriff. “Why do I always forget the
ball gags?” 

Eric snickered as he shrugged, even though he knew the Master Torturer
wasn’t  joking,  then  turned  to  face  the  prisoner.  He  couldn’t  stop  a
grimace from crossing his face when he saw Andre don a pair of gloves
and begin slathering some sort of silver-based poultice onto the bleeding
stumps of BeauChamps’ legs. 

When he was finished, he wiped the excess goop from his hands onto
the swinging vampire’s stomach. He removed the gloves, then, quick as
lightening, reached up and removed of the vampire’s fangs, and tucked
them into his pocket. 

The Viking was…impressed. He knew exactly how difficult it was to
remove someone’s fangs even with pliers, but to somehow be able to
remove them barehanded? This was the stuff of legends. 



He was confused when Andre went to the kitchen, placed a pan onto the
stove, searched the cabinets for a minute, then turned the apparatus on,
but held back his questions for the moment. 

“You just couldn’t leave my Emma be, could you,” Andre stated coldly
as he picked up then planted his sword into the filthy carpet at his feet. 

The screaming, flailing vampire tried to hiss but only managed to drool
blood down his chin. 

Face and demeanor still cold and with a cruel light in his eyes, Andre
stated flatly, “My Emma asked me to do unto you as you would have
done unto her, but I just don’t want to give you all that much of time.
Therefore, I will give you the same mercy as you would have shown her,
just…quicker.” 

The fool spat out a mouthful of blood, then accused condescendingly,
“She’s got your balls in the palm of her hand.” 

“Damn right  she  does,”  Andre  announced  as  he  stared  BeauChamps
straight in the eyes, “and she’s got damn fine hands.” 

For the next hour, the prisoner was truly shown no mercy. 

With a couple of strokes of his sword,  the dangling prisoner lost  his
pants. Andre donned another pair of gloves from his large black bag, this
time, however, the palms of these gloves were shot with silver. 

“You would have raped my woman if you had caught her.” 

He reached out, grabbed BeauChamps’ penis, and slowly but firmly tore
it from the male’s body.  Blood sprayed everywhere but it didn’t deter
Andre who simply reached out, grabbed the struggling, crying vampire’s
testicles, and slowly, steadily detached them from his body as well. The
other males present cringed as BeauChamps’ renewed screams of pain



flooded the room. The rapidly healing women applauded then went back
to dressing in the odd assortment of clothing the Were had found for
them in one of the bedrooms.  

The Master Torturer then returned to the kitchen, turned the stove off,
grabbed the pan and strode back to the prisoner with an evil gleam in his
eye.  With one upward flick of his wrist,  the bleeding wounds in the
male’s groin were cooked closed with the boiling hot oil that had been
heating on high.

Andre tossed the pan to the floor then surveyed the room, then briefly
returned to the kitchen.  A second later he appeared behind the prisoner
and growled quite clearly, “I know exactly what sort of kindness you
would have shown my mate. You would have violated her in ways she
could not imagine.”

With that, he shoved a large wooden rolling pin up BeauChamps’ ass…
three times…then left it there. 

“You would have shoved that pathetic excuse for a cock down her throat
if you could have,” he said with a snarl, then shoved a large metal tube
down BeauChamps’ throat. 

“And if given the chance, you would have raped the skin off her back
and her knees.” 

Andre  placed his  sword by  his  bag and withdrew his  favorite  knife,
another pair of gloves, and the jar of silver-based poultice. 

Every few minutes he would take a break from skinning the vampire
who  dared  come  after  his  mate.  He  would  stab  his  knife  into
BeauChamps’ thigh “to keep it off that filthy floor”, don his gloves, and
slather  the burning but  cauterizing silver-based poultice  over the raw
muscle  and  sinew  his  favorite  knife  revealed.  He  couldn’t  have  his



victim bleeding out too freely… Then he would carefully remove the
gloves,  jerk the knife  out  of  its  temporary  resting place,  and resume
slowly  slicing BeauChamps’ skin in  pieces sometimes long and thin,
other times he would use a wider section of the blade for a different,
broader, effect. 

When Eric suggested using a paintbrush to apply the poultice, Andre had
stopped for a moment to think, then agreed that it was an excellent idea.
After a nod of thanks, he had given BeauChamps’ raw, bleeding back a
couple of hearty thumps to express his enthusiasm. Then he removed the
gloves once again, and picked his knife back up. 

By the time he was finished, all the skin was gone from BeauChamps’
back, chest, neck, inner thighs, and knees. Finally, after a quick glance at
his watch, he surveyed his handiwork with a cool eye, then strode over
to his black bag. He cleaned The Screamer and placed it back into its
sheath, and withdrew a wooden stake. 

Without  further  ado,  he plunged the stake into BeauChamps’ almost-
visible heart, grabbed his bag, and called the Weres to attention. After
instructing the Weres to burn the place down, he turned to Wybert and
received  confirmation  that  all  the  women  had  been  appropriately
glamoured, even though what Eric heard sounded much more like “dem
been fixed”. He hoped the still-limping Conall had been the one actually
speaking to the women. 

Andre exited the house, then turned back to gaze through the door at the
pile of goo that used to be BeauChamps. 

With a smile, he ordered, “Let’s go home.” 



Chapter 33 

Emma roamed the confines of the apartment and tried to  control  her
restless  impatience.  Andre  would  be  back  by  tomorrow evening  and
really, she should be tending to her guests before going to bed at some
point and at least trying to get some rest.

Alone.

Without Andre.

Adding to stress of worrying about him and the mission was the fact that
she was irritated with herself.  She’d known the vampire  an unGodly
short time yet here she was wrapping her whole entire life around him.

That shit just wasn’t healthy, she mentally groused. Here I am living so
far up his ass that I can’t stand spending even one night alone?? Yeah,
it’s true that he actually is one of the good guys once you know him, and
he is fun and distracting and sexy as all fuck but damn…   A girl needed
a life of her own, her own interests and hobbies and friends who have
nothing to do with “the guy”. Well, maybe once this BeauChamps crap
is over with I can start finding my own life again.  Now to figure out how
to extract myself from his ass…

She sighed as she came to the sad conclusion that she had apparently lost
her brain at some point in the recent past.

While she could still feel a little something from him in their Bond, that
feeling was growing faint and allowing only what she considered the
strongest emotions to pass, with impatience and frustration leading the
way.



Before  meeting  the  slightly  aggravating,  super-sexy,  too  often
inscrutable yet deeply emotional Andre, she’d never once had a problem
sleeping alone.  In  fact,  the  idea  of  sharing  a  bed with  someone  just
sounded…annoying. She liked having the whole bed to herself, all the
covers, all the pillows – but now… She sighed in exasperation with both
herself and the situation.  That bed was going to be just too damn big.

At least he’d called her before they actually left.  Granted it was on the
pretext of making sure that Tracy was there, but still; it was sweet.

She stomped over to the impromptu coffee station and, while brewing
herself another cup, she studied the odd cast iron coffee tree that Sookie
had gotten her. While it was a very practical and thoughtful gift, it still
seemed like a weird thing to receive from someone who didn’t know her
from Adam’s house-cat.

And that nasty Meyer lemon crap that wasn’t growing mold fast enough
in the fridge? What an odd combination of gifts! The orange was pretty
good, though. She shrugged as she added milk to her cup then went to sit
on the sofa…then promptly remembered what Andre had done with her
on  that  sofa  and  threw  her  head  back  against  the  backrest  with  a
frustrated moan.

Tomorrow.  He’d be home tomorrow.

Sookie and Tracy both watched Emma with understanding expressions –
Tracy because she knew just how “well” Emma and Andre got along,
Sookie because she damn well missed Eric, too.

“So, ladies, what do we want to do this evening,” Tracy asked, taking
pity on the women missing their men.

“Go  kill  BeauChamps  and  bring  our  guys  home?”  Emma  wasn’t
completely joking.



“I agree. Motion carried.” Sookie wasn’t completely joking either.

Tracy rolled her eyes and flipped on the already-uncovered tv and really
hoped  they  could  find  an  engrossing  movie.  The  Telepath  and  the
Whatever – any of the Weres who had paid extremely close attention
knew  Emma  was  something  ever  so  slightly  more  than  human,
something slightly…”other”, but couldn’t quite figure out what – were
going  to  drive  her  nuts.  She  was  vastly  relieved  when  they  found
Emma’s favorite “end of times” movie in progress, and plied them all
with copious popcorn.

Just before the dramatic conclusion, the house phone rang, and they all
jumped in surprise. After recovering, Tracy rose to answer it.  The ID
showed the call was coming from ‘in house’ but not from which area.

“It’s for you, Emma,” she said as she handed the receiver to her friend-
slash-boss.

“Hello,” she said, her voice showing her confusion – she hadn’t been
expecting any calls.

“Just calling my favorite breather to see how you’re doing before I go
down  for  the  day,”  came  the  deceptively  light-hearted  reply  a  half-
second later  since the  Queen of  the Louisiana  Vampires  wouldn’t  be
dialing her own telephones, for goodness sake. Emma had no illusions as
to the nature of the double entendre, either.

With a laugh, she replied, “Aww, thank you Sophie-Anne, I’m doing…
well,  I’m just  doing,  let’s put it  that  way, but I’m in good company.
How’s everything on your end?” She knew the Maker/child bond would
be much stronger between Sophie-Anne and Andre and was hoping for
some info.



“All  is  as  it  should  be,  Emma.  Andre  will  undoubtedly  perform his
duties  with  his  usual  bloody  flair  and  should  come  swooping  home
sometime tomorrow night,” she stated with carefree assurance, then her
voice turned a bit more serious. “How much of your Bond do you still
feel?”

Emma sniffed, then replied, “Not enough, honestly, but I can tell that
he’s alive and well, so that helps.”

“Emma,” the red-head drawled, “darling, you do remember that we are
not alive, right?”

The reference to one of their previous long-winded, never-ending play-
arguments had the intended result, and she smiled.

“Yes, dear, you can be just as dead as you want to be, but I still think
you’re alive,  simply…altered,  so  there,”  she replied in her  best  “I’m
right and you’re wrong” tone.

Sookie and Tracy both stared at the brunette as if she had lost her mind –
who argued with THE queen?

Emma, apparently.

“Well, then, if you insist in persisting, I believe I shall allow my sweet
Clarice to dive lively between my thighs.” Although her first language
was  a  now-forgotten  ancient  dialect  of  what  would  no  longer  be
considered French,  the queen had never  had a  problem learning new
languages and often enjoyed word games…when she wasn’t driving her
retinue insane with noisy board games.

With a gusty laugh in appreciation of both the outrageous joke and the
well-intentioned  reasoning  behind  it,  Emma rejoined,  “It  sounds  like
you’ve got your plans settled for the evening then.”



“Indeed,” the queen purred, then more seriously added, “I will check in
on you tomorrow evening. Go well into your rest, and do not worry –
our Andre will return safe, sound, and hearty. He always does.” With
that final soft reassurance the queen disconnected the call.

With a small smile gracing her lips, Emma rose to place the phone on
the  charger.  Sophie-Anne  had  a  well-earned  reputation  for  being  an
intelligent, fearless hard-ass with a side of toddler-tantrums that could
rival an actual pissed-off toddler – if that toddler were an old, powerful,
somewhat self-centered vampire – but she was also capable of showing a
surprising amount of compassion and sympathy…when she wanted.

“Your relationship with Sophie-Anne always amazes me,” Sookie spoke
into the sudden silence.

Although the blonde’s few recent interactions with the queen had been
civil and very much above-board, the Telepath could never see herself
feeling anything remotely resembling friendship with the vampire.  Of
course, Emma was also  voluntarily intimately involved with  Andre, so
maybe  Emma  needed  to  see  somebody…maybe  a  mental  health
professional…an exorcist…someone… She shook her head. People in
general never made sense to her so why should specific ones?

Tracy just nodded from the other sofa – when she had first entered the
apartment, her  suped-up nose had detected exactly what had happened
on the one couch and she’d made her seating selection appropriately.
Naturally  she’d  been  able  to  overhear  the  phone  conversation  and,
knowing that the queen was likely going to her chambers for the night,
she hoped that Rasul would put in an appearance here since the queen
would no longer need his guarding services.

Well,  unless  he  chose  to  remain  outside  the  apartment  to  avoid  her.
Things had become rather heated in the best of ways the other night…



but she really didn’t think he was the “almost-love’em and leave’em”
type. But then, how well  did she know the darkly handsome vampire
with the bright, flashing eyes and that grin? Sure she’d seen him around
the palace halls every now and then, and they’d spoken several times
before, but…

“Sophie-Anne is  a  case,  that’s for sure,” Emma replied to Sookie.  “I
won’t lie and stay she’s all kittens and rainbows since she can easily be a
ruthless hard-ass, but she can also be sweet and playful, just as she can
be devious and power hungry. She’s like every vampire, I guess.”

“What  do  you  mean?”  Tracy’s  ears  had  perked  up…  figuratively
speaking.  She’d  been  around  vampires  for  ages,  but  wanted  to  hear
Emma’s thoughts, too, even if the brunette hadn’t known vamps for long
at  all.  The girl  had an unusual  but  absolutely  spot-on way of  seeing
things.

“Well,”  she  drew  out  her  answer,  “vamps  are  basically  magically-
enhanced, suped-up humans or Weres, or whatever. If they were assholes
before  they were Turned,  then they’re going to  be suped-up assholes
afterward.  Same  as  with  intelligence  or  kindness  or  any  other  basic
human characteristics. I think the Turning process probably makes them
much more in tune with their basic instincts, but still, you know how you
have many different parts to your personality? Well, vamps would, too.”
She shrugged as she took a good look at Tracy’s face. Something was
whirling around in her friend’s mind, and she bet his name was Rasul.

She quirked her brow then said, “Spillit, Were. What’s going on?”

Tracy squirmed a bit as all eyes honed in on her. Then she sighed. While
she didn’t know the Telepath all that well, she got good vibes off her, as
her mother would say, so, what the hell… “I think maybe I might be
falling for Rasul but I don’t know how he feels about me.”



Both non-Weres were thankful for their recent ingestion of vamp-blood
or they would never have understood Tracy’s rushed words.

“Oh.” Emma’s voice gave nothing away, but when Tracy looked up at
her, she blushed when she saw her friend’s huge smile.

Sookie smiled as well, glad to know that her friend Rasul had such a
nice admirer. She’d have to get to know the Were better, though; Rasul
really did deserve to have someone in his life who would treat him well.

“Yeah? So, tell us more! You can’t stop there!” Emma felt almost giddy
inside – the beginning of a relationship was always the best part simply
because of all the wonderful possibilities.

At that moment there was a knock on the outer door and Tracy’s relief
was obvious. Yes, she wanted to discuss this, but, well, maybe not right
then…maybe later…

With a look from both Sookie and Emma indicating that the subject was
by no means dropped, Tracy smirked, shrugged, and gladly rose to go to
the door. As she reached for the doorknob she stopped for safety’s sake
to listen closely to the voices on the other side, then couldn’t help the
blush that stained her cheeks as she opened the door.

Rasul and Sigebert entered one after the other and everyone stopped to
stare when the darker vampire strode straight for Tracy. He lifted her up
in his arms, swung her around, then claimed her lips for so long that
Emma rolled her eyes as she loudly cleared her throat.

“I guess that answers that,” quipped Emma and Sookie in almost perfect
harmony.

When both immediately and simultaneously declared, “Jinx!”, everyone
burst  out  laughing.  Everyone  then  politely  ignored  it  when  Rasul



whispered into Tracy’s ear, “I missed you.” When she replied that she
had missed him, too, Emma and Sookie turned to Sigebert and attempted
to engage him in conversation so that the lovebirds could have a bit of
vague privacy.

Out of the corner of her eye, Emma saw how Tracy snuggled her face
into the crook of the vampire’s neck as they whispered to each other, and
tried to keep the smile from splitting her face. They truly did seem to get
along quite well.

Eventually  the  widely  grinning  Rasul  led  the  fuchsia-blushing  Tracy
over to the sofa and proceeded to park her squarely in his lap. Sigebert,
ever the diplomat, muttered, “About time.”

Sookie  just  chuckled.  The  night  had been out  of  the  normal  enough
already, but at least this weirdness was sweet rather than hurried. Before
leaving  their  own place  earlier  that  evening  she  had  enjoyed  a  very
quick, by their standards, bit of afternoon delight with her Viking. While
they  both  preferred  to  take  their  mutual  pleasures  slow  and  easy,
spending time knowing yet relearning each other’s bodies,  sometimes
things  just  had to  be  rushed.  Ah well,  she  thought  to  herself,  better
rushed than nothing. 

While  Emma  continued  with  her  attempts  to  draw  Sigebert  into
conversation and Tracy was still front and center of Rasul’s attention,
she took a moment to concentrate on her Bond with Eric. Because their
Bond was so strong and well-developed she was able  to sense much
more than Emma could, for which she profoundly pitied her new friend.
The feelings coming through were vastly reassuring. Eric was impatient
and  excited  –  undoubtedly  fervently  anticipating  the  upcoming
bloodshed – but overall everything was perfectly fine.



After  a  while  another  movie  came on and everyone settled  down to
watch it.  The big blond mountain of a vampire drug the largest chair
over while the lovebirds stayed in their own little world on the other side
of  the  couch.  They  kept  to  themselves  for  the  most  part  with  slight
whisperings,  and  everyone  ignored  when  softly  feminine  or  deeply
masculine laughter would break the silence every so often.

Sigebert was never one to talk much anyway but especially not during a
movie, but he would, however, growl or snort at the screen depending on
the action, which left Sookie and Emma to trade amused glances with
each other.

After the movie was finally over – no one except Sigebert could recall
what they’d supposedly just watched – Rasul reluctantly rose from the
couch and deposited a sleepy Tracy onto her feet.

“Madam,” he addressed Sookie with an ostentatious bow. “Your room
awaits. The day guards have already arrived and are in place if you wish
to read them before retiring.” At her nod, he turned to face Emma. “Your
guards are already in position as well,” he nodded toward the door, “so I
will bid you a good day.”

He then gently cupped Tracy’s face in his palms, leaned down to gaze
into her eyes for a minute, then kissed her with deliberate thoroughness
until Sigebert rolled his eyes and ‘harrumphed’ very, very loudly before
suggesting, “Get a room.”

Chapter 34 



At  exactly  5:28am,  the  door  to  the  apartment  slammed  open  and  in
strode two tall, blond leather-clad vampires turned in their prime. The
Viking aimed directly for his Sookie while the Master Torturer made a
bee-line  for  his  Emma.  The  dainty  redheaded  Queen,  the  tall  blond
brother-by-Turning, and the lean darker-skinned vampire with the Were
sitting on his lap were promptly ignored as each male took his female
into his arms and proceeded to kiss her senseless.

Everyone pretended to politely ignore the rising scents and evidence of
the couples’ obvious arousal.

Andre found that he could not get close enough to his Emma, and he
didn’t think she’d appreciate it if he were to strip her bare and fuck her
against the wall right then and there, well, not while the others were in
the room with them at any rate.

Her  scent,  the  warmth of  her  embrace…the  passion in  her  kiss…his
leathers were tightening and his fangs barely missed nicking her tongue
when they descended so rapidly. If everyone didn’t leave soon he would
order them out – his beast was demanding to make sure that his Mate
was truly well…and truly fucked. This being apart bullshit wasn’t going
to happen again for a very, very long time.

Eric gathered his Sookie into his arms just as quickly and kissed her just
as thoroughly. No matter that being apart sadly wasn’t a new event to
them; any separation was uncomfortable at best, and were only tolerated
because of their Bond and their joy in the reunion.

Eventually  needing  to  breathe  and  at  oddly  the  same  moment,  both
ladies parted from their  males and laughed huskily, then remembered
their audience. Said males could not have cared less, but the ladies were



a tad embarrassed. The fervent kisses had been accompanied by strong
hands running over arms, backs, and butts as they instinctively – and
thoroughly – checked to ensure that their mates were indeed unharmed.

The other  vampires  and the Were in  the room thought  nothing of  it.
Checking one’s mate, one’s partner, was as instinctive and necessary as
breathing was to a human.

Through the unique bond Sophie-Anne shared with her progeny, Andre
had of course already informed his Queen of the success of the mission
en route back to New Orleans, so she needed no further updates. But,
she sighed to herself, she was glad to see him hale and hearty before her.
No matter how old they were, they were still her progeny, and she would
always worry. She guessed that any mother, of sorts, would be the same.
Wybert, of course, had already mentally checked in with her and gone to
feed – he always  would be her  hungry boy, she supposed,  especially
when he seemed particularly taken with that one particular donor.

As the couples seemingly automatically  fell  back into their  annoying
kissing/eye-staring routines, she just shook her head and rose. Andre’s
lustful  impatience  was  flooding  through  their  Maker/child  bond  so
forcefully that even she was becoming agitated.

“Well, I can tell when I’m not wanted,” she quipped with a fake pout and
an eye-roll.

Reluctantly rising from his Mate’s sweet lips yet still keeping his arms
around her, Andre looked over her head to his Maker.

Tomorrow I’ll ask why Sigebert smelled so very strongly of you, she sent
silently with a highly-raised brow, but said aloud, “Have a good day,
children. I’m very glad to have you safely home. Now don’t do anything



that I wouldn’t…oh, never mind,” she finished with a suggestive laugh
and a wave of her hand as she exited the apartment.

Sigebert  nodded once to  Andre and then to  the room at  large before
gathering up the despised board game. After mumbling something that
sounded vaguely  like  “finding brodder”,  he left  just  behind Eric  and
Sookie.

No one questioned their hasty departure.

Emma thought she heard Sookie say about calling her tomorrow, but the
words were muffled. She just laughed.

Rasul gently removed the Were from his lap, stood, and turned to Andre.

“Ended,” he asked, unable to keep the sneer from his face.

With unholy glee, Andre answered with a guttural, “Painfully.”

Both vampires exchanged a very satisfied nod.

It had galled Rasul rather badly that he couldn’t participate in exacting
his own revenge, but he understood that not only was he not quite back
up to full power, but that his particular skills were needed in protecting
their Queen and their home. Plus, he had been able to spend his time
with his delightful new…whatever she was to him. “Girlfriend” didn’t
sound right, but he couldn’t think of a better-fitting term. He resolved to
consider the situation further. He enjoyed having her in his unlife, of that
much he was certain.

Knowing that the day’s security was already in place, a devious smile
graced the handsome vampire’s face then, faster than human sight could
follow, Tracy found herself thrown over his shoulder. A moment later
they were out the door, too.



Emma laughed at the Were’s yelp of surprise… then found her own self
gently thrown over Andre’s shoulder.

“Hey,” she squeaked, missing the other couple’s exit. “Lemme down!”
She didn’t actually mind as the view of his tight leather-clad ass was
well worth the head-rush.

“Not on your life,” he replied as he smoothly walked over to lock and
arm the door. He was glad everyone had finally left. Already there had
been too much talking and not enough fucking. Only his age and rigid
self-control  had  kept  him  from  succumbing  to  the  remnants  of  his
previous bloodlust that he had barely contained thus far.

When he turned around toward the  bedroom,  she  spotted  one of  the
bonus  chips  from  that  infernal  game  before  her  gaze  automatically
returned  to  his  perfectly  toned  ass.  She  just  knew that  Sigebert  was
cheating somehow, but never could figure it out…or the game, either, for
that matter.

In seconds she found herself on her back with her hard-muscled vampire
braced on his elbows atop her. She raised her hand to cup the back of his
head to bring him down for another long, searing kiss before she broke
away slightly.

“I’m glad you’re back, Andre. Really, really glad.”

“It is good to be home, ma chérie,” he agreed as he lowered his head to
nuzzle her throat. A moment later he raised his head to smirk down at
her. “It is even better to come home victorious.”

She’d  felt  flashes  of  his  impatience  and  temper  much  earlier  in  the
evening, and for a few minutes there’d been an odd sort of longing, but
then…nothing. Sookie had noticed her surprised confusion, and when
Emma asked her about what she’d felt, the blonde had told her that she’d



felt  the  same  odd  absence  and  what  it  had  meant.  Their  men  were
effectively going into battle and had closed off their bonds to protect
their women from feeling the negative effects of the upcoming fight.

A couple of hours ago, when she now assumed they must have been
finished and on the way home, she’d felt that little bit of bond they had
reopen, and instantly recognized what she could only call “smug joy”
coming from him.

That same smug joy now gleamed down at her from a smirk and two
gorgeous  blue-green eyes as  the  intensity  of  his  satisfaction and lust
barreled into her at full volume.

With a sultry smile and a tantalizing spreading of her thighs to allow him
closer to her core, she asked, “Just tell me one thing.” She paused to
squarely meet his gaze. “Did he suffer?”

Andre’s entire demeanor shifted as his fangs erupted and his expression
turned slightly feral. He could have sworn he felt his already-extended
fangs give a hard throb. He purred his approval of his Mate’s movements
and her apparently bloodthirsty nature.

“Yes,” he said with a low, thundering growl that vibrated from his rock-
hard body into hers. He thrust his hips into her warmth as he elaborated,
“I  made sure  that  he suffered the same  mercy he would have shown
you.”

He would tell her what he had discovered, but only if she asked. He
rather  hoped  she  didn’t.  His  Emma  may  have  a  not-so-well  hidden
ferocious side, but she also had an innocence that he never wanted taken
from her.

“Good,” she said strongly, determined to close that chapter of their lives.
 She was fairly certain that she wasn’t supposed to be quite so gleeful



over the death of another, but… Oh, well. She met his hot, adoring gaze,
and brushed his loose blond hair back behind his ear.

“Why did Sophie-Anne give you that look?” She decided to ask before
she completely forgot. There weren’t that many sunless hours left, but
she had a strong suspicion they’d be spent with Andre trying his best to
sweetly fuck her unconscious…which she surely wouldn’t mind. She’d
missed him, too.

“Later,” he said on what amounted to a snarl just above her lips. Trust
his Emma to notice something that would lead to a conversation he did
not know how to have. “Fuck now, talk later.” He then crushed her lips
with his as his hips rocked back and forth with a mind of their own.

Emma agreed wholeheartedly with his intentions, and when she surfaced
for air long moments later, she had to ask breathlessly, “Then why are
we still dressed?”

With a low, seductive, rumbling growl, he leaned up to remove his shirt.
Then he hooked one finger into the neck of her blouse and swiftly ripped
down the middle and smiled a fangy smile as her torn blouse and bra fell
to  each  side.  After  another  firm kiss  to  her  already-swollen  lips,  he
trailed kisses and nips from her chin to her throat where he paused to nip
and suck just a little harder, then continued his tasting journey past her
collarbones and across the expanse of her upper chest.

He rested his head between her breasts as he inhaled deeply. The scent of
his aroused Mate caused every nerve ending in his body to spring to life
with the need to claim and satisfy her.

Moving his head over, he laved and suckled her nipple as he fought a
losing battle against his rising need. He braced himself on one elbow and
fumbled in his haste to loosen the front of his pants, and breathed a sigh



of relief as a large section of the leather ripped and his erection sprang
free. The tight confines of the soft but thick material had become rather
uncomfortable, but the new freedom did little to stem the roiling tides of
his built-up lust.

Andre knew he wasn’t going to last much longer before he  had to be
inside his Mate’s body, and was determined to make her cum at least
once before he took her hard and fast.

Her  other  nipple,  pink and hardened with  her  arousal,  demanded his
attention, so he licked and nipped over to it. He closed his mouth around
the  rosy  peak  and  rolled  it  firmly  between  his  lips  before  sucking
strongly on the puckered flesh.

Her moans egging him on, he rose up to his knees between her spread
thighs and released her nipple with a pop before grasping her jeans on
each side of the button. With one hard motion he split her jeans far down
the seam, then did the same with her panties.

At her gasp of surprise, he met her eyes, and mumbled that he’d buy her
a hundred new pairs as his fingers immediately found her engorged clit.
Keeping his burning gaze focused on hers, he stroked slowly and gently
at first,  then faster and harder until she threw her head back with his
name on her lips.

His gaze traveled down her body from her misty eyes to the flush that
flowed from her cheeks to her chest to her nipples still hard from his lips
and her own arousal. Seemingly of their own volition his hands rose to
cup her breasts, palming their weight and rolling each nipple between
his thumb and forefinger for a long moment before stroking firmly down
her sides.



A smirk teasing his lips as he surveyed his destructive handiwork, he
spread her denim-clad thighs wider apart to expose more of her bared
pink flesh to his eager eyes. A low groan vibrated from his throat as he
dipped his head to quickly taste the sweetly heady product of his labor.
With a hand grasping the split  denim and cotton on each side of her
lower lips, he leaned up and winked at Emma just before tearing the
material farther up her backside.

He slid one strong hand under her ass to raise her so that he could tease
her  folds  with  long  strokes  and  flicks  of  his  tongue  before  finally
fastening his lips around her swollen clit.

Working hard and fast,  he sucked and licked her sensitive bundle  of
nerves as he eased one then two fingers inside to stretch and prepare her
for what was coming next.

The  moment  she  screamed his  name,  and with  movements  far  more
controlled than he’d thought himself capable, he covered her body with
his own. His hands braced on each side of her shoulders, he stared down
into her slightly unfocused eyes as he thrust balls-deep into her warm,
slick center. Jaw clenched, he held still as long as he could to allow her
to stretch comfortably  around his  thick length,  then he couldn’t hold
back any longer.

With a full-body shudder his control broke and he began thrusting hard
and fast, in and almost out then back in again, his last coherent thought
being that he would make it up to her later.

The muscles in his back rippled under her fingernails as he slammed
repeatedly into her slick welcoming warmth, his head thrown back with
his brilliant white fangs gleaming in his mouth partially opened to scent
and taste the air thick with his Mate’s scent.



When she  raised her  denim-clad legs to  pull  him even closer  as  she
neared her third peak of the night, the erotic sensation of fucking her
while they were both still mostly clothed caused a deep, low growl to
escape.

His cock grew impossibly thicker and harder as the vibrations from his
growl caused Emma to whimper in pleasure. That sweet, mewling sound
sparked his inner beast who relished answering her continued cries with
throaty grunts in time with his thrusts.

Finally she arched beneath him and clenched around his cock, and he
came forcefully in hard spurts spurred on by her cries of release.

Spent  and barely  able  to  do more  than collapse  to  the  side  to  avoid
crushing her with his weight,  Andre hugged her to him as he let  her
catch her breath. He wouldn’t admit to needing to catch his own. He was
a vampire and vampires didn’t need to breathe.

Much.

Eventually Emma stretched, then giggled quietly.

“What,” came his reply muffled by her hair.

“We’re  neither  dressed  nor  undressed,”  she  replied  as  she  tried  to
wriggle  away  from  his  side.  Nature  always  called  at  the  most
inconvenient times.

He raised up on his elbow to look down into her face.

“Complaints?” Knowing exactly how hard he’d made his Mate cum, he
knew there wouldn’t be any.

“Of course not, but lemme up. Gotta go be a human,” she quipped.



He rolled over onto his back and proudly displayed his cock which was
already hard again.

Emma stood  on  wobbly  legs,  and  turned  to  look  down at  him.  She
slowly sucked air in between her teeth at the sight of his hard cock rising
majestically  above  a  sea  of  black  leather  tightly  covering  his  thick,
muscular thighs

She swallowed hard then stated quite firmly, “Don’t move a muscle. I’ll
be right back.”

Andre smiled to himself and tried not to listen as she used the toilet then
washed herself.

Once she reentered the bedroom, he turned his head and let his eyes
slowly roam over his now nude Mate. He adored how her breasts swung
with the motion of her steps as she approached the bed.

“Hey, Em? Where’s that blue scarf?”

Chapter 35 

Andre  gazed down at  his  sweet  Emma,  the  harsh  planes  of  his  face
softened as he feathered his fingers through her dark hair. Her precious
face was relaxed from the exhausted sleep that came as a result of the
deep satisfaction he had been able to give her…many times.



Both had been more than willing to celebrate the death of their enemy.

Neither had enjoyed their time spent apart and were determined to make
up for every miserable second.

As he gazed at her still-flushed cheeks and still-swollen lips, he thought
back to how very difficult it had been being away from her for even just
a single fucking night.

He’d missed her body, and the warmth and comfort she gave him so
freely with it.  He’d missed the truly innocent little touches and gestures
she made without truly realizing what she was doing.  He’d missed her
cocky and odd sense of humor, and the way her eyes twinkled when she
teased him.

He’d  even  missed  her  smile.  Hers  was  the  first  smile  he  could
remember receiving that was completely honest and open, given because
she wanted to, not because she wanted a favor or was trying to be coy. 
The way her smile brightened her face and made her eyes dance was like
sunlight chasing the shadows from an inner sanctum.

Naturally he had made provisions for her security, and for his Queen’s,
too, of course, during his absence, but how could he be certain of her
safety and comfort when she wasn’t in his direct line of sight?

Even with the preparations he had made with Sigebert in case something
went terribly wrong, for perhaps if BeauChamps had more spies in place
who could  have  taken  action  against  her  while  he  was  away, it  was
nowhere near enough.  She was too frail, too weak.

She was his, and he could not allow any damage to befall her.

Fuck.  I can’t keep her locked in here now that BeauChamps is gone,
damn it. Maybe I should provide her with a silver-tipped Taser, a set of



stakes, and some silver spray to carry on her person at all times,  he
pondered.  She could carry them about her waist in one of those bags
that ladies of old used to use with their estate keys.

He sighed again.

On the one hand, the entire experience had been rather…lowering. Here
was this small slip of a girl, no more than a mere babe to his longevity,
one he had known less than a minute in his timeline, yet she held in her
small, weak hands the entirety of his heart.

It made no sense to him that he had so quickly, if less than willingly,
entrusted something so precious to her, yet…

How could he not?

It had simply felt…so right.

Even as he had actively fought it, she and her dimples and her little toes
and that light in her eyes that shined only for him had somehow not only
slipped  past  all  his  well-fortified  defenses,  but  had made  themselves
entirely at home deep in his chest – so deep he knew he’d never be able
to evict them.

Devastating.

Something, everything, about her was absolutely devastating to any sort
of defenses he might have even considered.

Regardless, it was too late for him now, and he well knew it. The rest of
his  nights  would  now be  spent  keeping  her  close,  keeping  her  safe,
keeping her happy and comfortable and anything else she would ever
need or desire. Whatever it was, it was hers.

She could have him any way she wanted him, and he would happily
comply.



Lowering.

He really hoped she never had any idea of just what he would do for her,
the lengths to which he would willingly go simply to please her. He
rolled his eyes. The extent to which she had captivated him was, indeed,
both disgusting and very, very lowering.

But yet she had given him a purpose he had never had before…and a
love he had never had before, either. At any time in his history he would
have scoffed at the mere idea of anyone truly loving him.

As a boy he had thrived under his Mother’s care and attention, and of
course his Maker loved him in her own way…but he sure as hell never
thought  of  himself  as  being so  weak as  to  even consider,  much less
desire, that other type of affection.

The light she held in her eyes for him alone was strangely addictive.
Now that he had tasted the pleasures of her heart, damn’d if he’d ever let
her go.

She had never once tried to change who he was, and he was sure she had
to have at least some idea of who and what he was and what his life had
been  like  before  her  appearance.  While  he  would  never,  ever,  even
consider  discussing  most aspects  of  his  work  with  her  –  his  horrific
talents and tendencies alone would scar her psyche for life – if she were
to ask him a direct question, he would answer her truly…if extremely
vaguely.  He would never want that odd innocence in her eyes and heart
to be tainted by such knowledge.

Andre  was  damn  glad  a  particular  former  “hobby”  of  his  had  been
glamoured from the weak brains of that last pack of pathetic females,
though. He did not relish having to explain to his Emma that because of
an extreme case of soul-numbing boredom, and because he could, he had



acquiesced to several requests for him to ‘train’ women in a certain way
to  become  ‘companions’  to  arrogant,  narcissistic  vampires  with  too
much money, too high an opinion of themselves, and what he assumed
were  tiny  penises.  Who  else  would  want  women  in  subservient
positions?

But because  of  her,  because  of  her  courageous  sweetness  and innate
grace and that attitude, he had realized that just because he was good at
subjugating others didn’t mean he had to do it. So, he had very quickly
glamoured what would be the last group into not only forgetting their
time in his presence, but he had also glamoured them to realize that they
deserved respect, freedom, and control over their own lives and choices.

He’d felt peculiarly light-hearted that night.

But there was so much she still  needed to know and learn about the
vampire world in general, and he would have to ensure that she knew all
which could be taught to her about those other aspects. She would be his
queen in fact and in deed, and to that end she needed to know what her
rights and privileges would be, and how to be on her guard and…

He would give no one any reason to look down upon his Mate. It was his
duty and joy to protect her, and in this case knowledge would truly be
power – an armament she would need when dealing with his kind. He
didn’t  want  to  sully  her  mind  with  more  information  about  the
tendencies and practices of the worst members of his species, but how
could she protect herself from them if she didn’t know they existed? 
BeauChamps was a good introduction to the more depraved amongst
them, but he was by far not the worst.

Emma stirred a bit in her sleep and snuggled closer into his body, and he
pulled her onto his broad chest as he lay back against the pillows. Dawn
had  crested  half  an  hour  ago,  but  his  mind  worked  feverishly  as  he



considered everything from their potential housing in Arkansas to the
gowns she would need for his Coronation…and their Pledging.

Oh, he thought, maybe I should talk to her about that, too.

He also thought about their  next and final Bonding,  knowing that  he
could not endure another separation without the comfort of being able to
truly feel her despite distance.

Fuck! For two  écu d’or I should have “slipped” and Bonded with her
an hour ago, he groused to himself.

He had by the sheer force of his considerable willpower managed to
refrain from even biting her this night. Not only did he not want to risk
drinking far too deeply from her in the remains of his bloodlust, but he
also didn’t wish to accidentally form that final Bond – despite how very
much  he  wanted  to  do  that  exact  thing.  Such  a  monumental  event
deserved a bit of ceremony, and certainly she deserved to know what she
was getting into before it happened.

Speaking of which…he needed to have ‘the talk’ with her…something
he was not looking forward to having.

How  could  he  explain  that  he  was  so  weak  that  his  life  would  be
meaningless without her, and that there was absolutely no way he could
simply sit by and watch her decay into death?

His eyes popped open in the softly muted light of his chamber.  That
could not, would not, happen. It would not be allowed. No.

What if she didn’t want him to be her Maker? A blazing knife stabbed at
his heart as he instinctively shied away from that possibility, but it was a
valid  concern.  The basic  inequality  between a  Maker  and their  child
sounded a certain death knell to a romantic relationship, and the thought



of her resenting the control he would have over her as her Maker made
him feel as if his heart were crumbling. But the mere  idea of Sigebert
being her Maker filled him with a violent surge of jealous, protective
anger…

The possibility  that  she  might  not  want  to  be  Turned  at  all tried  to
whisper in the back of his mind, but he would not allow that horror to
exit.

At least the subject would not have to be seriously visited for some time
yet.  He needed to have his  kingdom secured and settled  well  before
turning his attention to the Turning and raising of a baby vampire.   Lord
knew they took so much time and attention.

Somehow he had the idea that she would be a natural, that she would
take  to  her  undeath  with  determination,  class,  and  ease,  rather  like
Aillard had been. Briefly he once again considered calling in his own
child  to  help  with  the  kingdom  and  her  eventual  Turning,  then
reconsidered once again. The farther apart they were, the better they got
along.

He  knew  he  should  probably  tell  Emma  about  the  child  he  had
impulsively, if not inadvertently, Turned, but he dreaded having to reveal
the cause for the need.

Himself.

After  torturing the surprisingly  tough human male for  several  nights,
when he  was  almost  dead  it  had  come to  light  that  he  was  actually
innocent, and in an odd moment of guilt and remorse, Andre had opened
a vein to try and heal the courageous, stubborn young man. Three nights
later, he had a child. Sadly, the farther apart they were, the better they
got along.



Aillard  had  not  wished  to  be  Turned,  and  Andre  had  not  wished  to
become a Maker, but without other options, both had stepped up and
taken charge of their new roles. Aillard had overcome the dangers and
lack of self control common in new vampires with extreme haste in his
desire to remove himself from his Maker’s care as quickly as possible,
which Andre had definitely understood.

Who wanted their torturer for a Maker?

As time passed, the child did develop a grudging respect for the Maker,
and the Maker did fully discharge his obligations as teacher and mentor
for the child, and while there was no lingering hatred or distrust, no true
amity ever formed either.

Andre  raked  a  hand  over  his  face  then  resettled  the  covers  over  his
Emma. He needed to tell her about his child, and he needed to have “the
talk”  with  her…the  talk  about  that  final  Bonding  and about  being
Turned.

The devious little voice in the back of his mind reminded him that if he
never discussed it with her, then she could never say no, especially in an
emergency  situation.  But…he  knew she  had  the  right  to  decide  for
herself.

Damn it. 

Weary  from the  emotional  turmoil  of  the  past  few nights,  he  gladly
allowed the sun to lull him into his day rest with his last thought being
that  for  the  first  time in  either  of  his  lives,  he was  truly  loved as  a
woman loves her man, and that it felt so damn good.



Chapter 36 

Sigebert  rose  early  that  next  afternoon  in  his  light-safe  quarters,  but
remained in his bed. His usual habit had been to rise immediately upon
awakening – a smart habit for a vampire used to fighting and who knew
the value of rising alert to potential dangers – but of late the impulse to
do so was… lacking.



Why bother jumping from the soft comfort of his cold bed when there
was  nothing  more  exciting  waiting  for  him beyond the  doors  of  his
resting room? Why rise and spring to wary attention when his “nest” was
a well-protected chamber in a well-guarded Palace? Why bother being
excited to wake when night after night was filled with the same boring
thing…night after night?

Last evening and the evening before had been different, of course. He
had been left in charge of protecting his Maker and Andre’s Mate while
the French Torturer had gone off on his kill mission. He wished he could
have gone, of course. He loved swinging his broadsword with lumbering
grace and spilling the blood of his enemies, but his  ‘little’ broder had
been the wiser choice.   Wybert was very skilled in battle – of course he
was, his was his  broder after all – but more likely if he’d been left in
charge, he’d have spent his time gazing into the eyes of his sweet little
donor fluff.

The  blond  mountain  snorted.  Sigebert  had  been  born  first  by  mere
minutes to their poor beleaguered mother, and was naturally the better
looking, smarter, more capable broder.

Naturally.

However, sometimes during quiet moments he found that he envied the
ever-so-slightly younger vampire. Wybert was better at that technology
thing that he’d ever be. And while he was an excellent fighter, the lack
of  a  good  battle  didn’t  bother  him  nearly  as  much  as  it  should.
Somewhat  more  laid  back  than  the  older  sibling,  Wybert  seemed  to
expect less out of life and was therefore the happier for it.

He could read and write, now, like his  broder, but that served him no
real purpose. He broke more so-called ‘devices’ than he actually used.
His only skills rested in his ability to fight, and fight well.



Sigebert  believed in  creating his own fortune,  in fighting for  victory,
glory, power, wealth, fun…whatever he wanted. He had been fighting
for  years  before  he  was  Turned,  and  he  had  fought  for  centuries
thereafter.  He had taken  great  joy  in  fighting  for,  and alongside,  his
Maker who then became his Queen.

Sadly, it seemed there were no more battles to fight, now.

While he had taken pleasure in keeping his Maker safe, Andre was so
proficient at his job that his services were very rarely actually needed
anymore. As much as he had enjoyed them, unfortunately the past two
nights had been a fluke, and truly, he could see no good battles in the
coming future, either.

He simply wasn’t needed any longer.

Ah, well, he sighed tiredly upon finally rising.  There was still blood. If
he couldn’t spill it, he could at least drink it.

•~•0•~•

“But  what  if…”  Tracy  started,  but  quieted  when  Rasul  brushed  his
thumb across her kiss-swollen lips. Her eyes still misty from their most
recent romp, the Were turned her head toward the companion she cared
for more than she’d thought possible.

“Shhh,” he murmured into her throat as he brushed his lips across her
sensitive skin then laved at a bite mark from earlier that evening that he
had already healed.

Although he  had taken many, many lovers  both  before  and after  his
Turning, and saw no difference between ladies of Human, Vampire, or
Were origin, Rasul had never taken one into his bed before Tracy…and
had certainly never fallen into his dayrest with one still entwined in his



arms. When he had come to late that afternoon with a freshly-showered
and Were-warm Tracy resting quietly by his side, it had felt as though a
small  piece of  his  heart  had slid  into  its  final  place.   That  soul-deep
feeling had sparked an instinctive response, and the next several hours
had been spent quite…pleasurably.

Although he wasn’t sure if she’d been aware of the fact or not, during
the course of their affections the first Bond had been made quickly and
effortlessly. While Rasul wasn’t sure if he wanted a stronger Bond with
her yet, still, he was very, very happy to have taken that first step. Their
nights were young and, considering the longevity of Weres in general
(and specifically the longevity of Weres who ingested small amounts of
vampire  blood  at  regular  intervals),  he  felt  no  need  to  rush  their
burgeoning relationship.

Besides,  she  already  carried  his  scent  in  all  ways  possible,  so  there
couldn’t be any question that she was his. He was glad his surely smug
expression was hidden from her rather perceptive gaze.

“Let’s not be borrowing trouble, love. I will speak with him soon, and
we’ll  go  from  there.”  He  subtly  sent  her  feelings  of  peace  and
reassurance,  then  gathered  his  courage.  “I  also  need  to  tell  you
something. As you may or may not be aware given your Were senses…”

•~•0•~•

In the suite next Sigebert’s quarters, Wybert rose and once again found
the sides of his mouth curling up in what was becoming a familiar sight
in the mirror: a small grin.

Never  being  one  to  go  about  sporting  such  a  thing  on  his  face,  the
novelty of the expression still caught his attention. Smiling was not a



normal part of his repertoire, and while he had much to think about, he
wasn’t one to talk a lot, either.

He  considered  the  ideas  born  and  held  in  his  head  his –  they  were
private, personal, and very, very plentiful. Of course he would discuss
his  more  important  observations  with  his  broder  and his  Maker,  and
sometimes  with  Andre,  but  no  one  else  usually  warranted  such
confidences.

Until he had met Circey.

As he thought of the pretty blonde donor whose body and blood both
called to him… and whose eyes sparkled with understanding when he
found  himself  spewing  out  a  lifetime  of  hidden  thoughts  and
confidences, he felt that smile on his face broaden.

That same smile fell a bit when he remembered that she had class this
evening and wouldn’t be arriving until later, but he understood. She was
working her way through college as a paid donor, and her classes and
study time took precedence.

When he had first met her, he had known immediately that she wasn’t
one of the Palace’s usual donor-whores. Virgin in bite if not in body, her
inexperience and nervousness were obvious when he had spotted her on
her first night, and somehow they had called to him on a deep level. He
blamed his draw to her on his curiosity about why someone so obviously
ill-suited  for  such  would  want  to  join  the  Palace’s  donor  pool,  and
immediately guessed that she was one of the paid donors.

Naturally the donor housing on the lower level was constantly filled with
women, and a few men, who were so addicted to a vampire’s bite and
fuck that  they chose to  serve for  free,  but  everyone save the  newest
vampires quickly tired of the usual “menu” be it flavor of blood or sex



act.  A few  undead  had  their  personal  favorites,  but  most  vampires
viewed the house donors the same way humans would regard a roast
beef sandwich that they had to bite gently and couldn’t chew.

His Maker liked to provide new blood, literally, for her Children and a
few of her favorites as often as she could, and with the advent of new
technology, she had to do so legally. At first he had been surprised that
she didn’t seem to mind paying these women, and men albeit fewer in
number, for their services, but she apparently paid them quite well. Once
he had gotten somewhat  familiar  with a couple  of  them as time had
passed, he better understood his Queen’s reasoning – you get what you
pay for.

The paid donors were free to decide for themselves if blood would be
the only service they would provide, and while most chose to have sex
with their vampire for the evening and were therefore paid accordingly,
a rare few did not wish to provide anything but blood.

To Wybert’s initial consternation then vast relief, Circey was one such
donor. Thus far he had been the only vampire to feed from her, much
less to fuck her after what had seemed like an eternity of waiting, and he
fully intended on keeping it that way.

She somehow had the curious effect of making him not want to drink
from anyone else, either. He didn’t mind, not really, but choosing not to
feed and fuck whenever he wanted was something of  an odd,  novel,
experience. For some reason that he didn’t understand, he had not yet
told her that he refused to fuck or feed from anyone else. He also didn’t
understand why he always healed his bites, refusing to leave her marked
as a common fangbanger.

He massaged his fangs and hoped her class released soon.



With a huff he went to shower. As when he was human, his appetites –
all his appetites – were large and powerful, and this self-control thing
was highly overrated.

•~•0•~•

By  mutual  if  unarranged  agreement,  at  3:00  am Emma  noticed  that
almost  everyone in  her  new sphere  of  friends  had arrived  to  lounge
about in her and Andre’s den-slash-living room.

Tracy had arrived first, having been called a couple of hours earlier by
Andre to “attend to her Mistress” before he left to report to his Maker.
Within an hour of her arrival, Rasul, and then Sookie, had wandered in,
and shortly thereafter had come Wybert looking well fed and happy.

Happy? 

When  Emma  realized  that  Wybert  looked  happier  than  normal,  she
started wondering what was going on with the hulking vampire she was
quickly coming to consider as an older brother…or a young-ish uncle.
As with his  broder, he never spoke often, but when either brother  did
deign  to  say  something,  it  was  usually  relevant  and  worth  hearing-
unless it involved a game of some sort. That she tuned out. She strongly
suspected that both hulking blond vamps were a lot more astute than
they wanted others to realize, but she held those thoughts to herself. If
they had a reason to let others think they were more mentally aerated
than they actually were, it was their reason to have.

She wanted to question him about what was going on, but decided to
wait especially since she was certain his new, more relaxed, countenance
involved a female. Better answers would most likely be forthcoming if
they were alone.



So, she, Tracy, and Sookie enjoyed a delicious late-night dinner expertly
prepared by the Palace chef now that the danger was gone and foods
from the  kitchen  were  once  again  cleared.  Rasul  and Wybert  played
many hands of an archaic card game that made no sense to anyone else
while  the  dark-haired  player  kept  sneaking  glances  at  Tracy  and  the
blond-haired player would sometimes stare off into space for a bit.

Moving slowly, her ‘loins’ still slightly sore and tingling from the results
of being woke up by a very horny vampire who was obviously happy to
rise in more ways than one with his ‘mate’, Emma amused herself by
rearranging  the  movies  for  the  umpteenth  time  and  straightening  the
throws and pillows… anything to waste time until Andre returned. She
finally shook her head at her lovesick actions and plopped down on the
sofa  to  talk  to  and watch  tv  with  her  company.   She  also  made  yet
another mental note to herself to talk to Andre about all that mate stuff.

Sookie,  much  more  accustomed  to  waiting  while  Eric  did  “vampire
business” and quite thankful to be left out of as much of it as she could
get away with, and Tracy, trying and failing to not blush every time she
glanced over at Rasul, both simply waited with Emma. They all bided
their  time after  dinner  by watching people  hunting houses on tv and
making fun of the constant high-pitched need to “update” kitchens and
bathrooms  that  didn’t  need  updating.  All  three  ladies  shared  several
laughs over that.

Eventually Andre, Eric, Sigebert, and, surprisingly, Sophie-Anne joined
them, fresh from whatever it was they had been planning. Emma was
under no illusions that BeauChamp’s death was some magic fix-all, that
suddenly everything in her little world was magically ok now that the
asshole was finally ended. Nothing was ever that simple.

•~•0•~•



For the next several hours Andre basked in the rare opportunity to sit
peacefully with his Emma firmly ensconced on his lap, his Maker safely
lounging  on  the  sofa  in  direct  sight  across  from  him,  and  both  his
brothers-by-Turning happily wiling away the hours playing some game
or other.

Not only was it rare for him to be surrounded by such an atmosphere of
peace, but the extraordinary thing was that not only were most of his
closest  family  present,  they  were together  in  the same room and  not
because  they  were planning any sort  of  take-over  or  some defensive
mission.

Being  able  to  see  with  his  own eyes  that  those  closest  to  him were
indeed  safe  and  well  eased  something  in  his  chest.  As  he  quietly
observed his Emma laughing and softly joking with his Maker, Sookie,
and Tracy, it occurred to him that he was also surrounded by people who
were quickly becoming true friends.

Eric naturally had Sookie in his lap, and surprisingly, although no one
mentioned it, Rasul had his Emma’s Were-maid in his lap with his arms
firmly  around mirroring  the  actions  of  the  other  mated  males  in  the
room.  Of  course  he  knew that  the  two had become intimate,  but  he
hadn’t  given  it  more  thought  than  to  ensure  that  their  relationship
wouldn’t interfere with their duties. He made a mental note to discuss
with  Rasul  the  likelihood  of  their  liaison  becoming  something  more
permanent.  If  so,  he  had  a  few small  plans  to  rearrange,  but  it  was
nothing he couldn’t handle.

Ah, the course of true love, he snarked to himself.

As time passed during the course of the night, he noticed that his Maker
had thrown several almost indiscernible but concerned glances toward
Sigebert, and that his Emma was making a subtle point to include the



vampire  in  their  conversations.  She  wasn’t  doing  anything  obvious,
mainly ensuring that the demi-giant never felt left out of the discussions
flowing quietly between all the visitors, but he could sense that his giant
of a brother wasn’t quite himself.

Sigebert’s current mood worried him some. The generally taciturn blond
was even less responsive than usual these nights. Granted he did liven up
a bit during the games, and on the night he had asked the vampire to
assume personal responsibility for Emma’s current and potential safety,
he  had  responded  with  serious  vigor.  But…something  was  wrong,
something that seemed darker than just needing a new feed and fuck.

He made a mental note to speak with him, too.

Wybert, however, was nothing short of a happy fucker these nights, he
thought with a snort. He was fine.

Whether they all realized it or not, they were forming a very cohesive
unit, and Andre would allow nothing to tear them apart.

Chapter 37 

Over a month had passed since “that night” and Andre still insisted that
Emma take at least four guards with her any time she left their rooms.
Much to her own surprise, she didn’t grouse too much over what she
considered an annoying precaution, well, not out loud at any rate. This
was, after all, four guards in addition to Tracy.



If Sookie was with her, she could count on having at least eight guards.

Plus Tracy, sometimes.

Andre, and apparently Eric, too, were not playing around with the safety
precautions.  “Overkill”  was simply a  mantra  to  the two of  them, an
ideal  situation  they  wished  to  incorporate  into  their  nightly  lives,
certainly not something to avoid…

Still, the whole thing struck her as being somewhat unnecessary. Finally,
she decided to say something to Sookie to see if she’d noticed the same
kinds of things from Eric.

Catching her friend’s eye, she glanced at the blatantly obvious Weres
sitting  nearby.  Exactly  how  well  could  a  pack  of  eight  tall,  broad,
muscular men blend in with the locals, especially when the guards were
all  wearing the  same black uniform?   All  they  lacked was  the  word
“GUARD” on their t-shirts.

“Sook, the ugly bastard is dead, so really, why are they continuing with
all the guards?” Truly, Emma rarely complained about what was actually
an  increase in  Andre’s overprotective  instincts  since  killing  the  ugly
bastard, but the frustration rang clear in her quietly voiced question.

At  first  Sookie  thought  to  soothe  her  now  best  friend’s  reasonable
irritation, then reconsidered. Her own Eric had been more on edge lately,
too. Normally he was fine with Sookie doing whatever she wanted to do
so  long  as  she  took  a  couple  of  guards  with  her,  but  after  killing
BeauChamps, not only had he also increased the number of her personal
guards to four, but he had been more security conscious in other ways,
as well.

“I don’t know, Em, but I’m starting to wonder too.” Sookie took another
sip of her drink then glanced around the crowded street. The mid-sized



cafe where they sometimes liked to stop for afternoon refreshments was
owned by Queen Sophie-Anne and therefore considered safe enough for
them to visit. Even then, however, the eight guards virtually surrounding
them were  conspicuous  by  both  their  size  and  by  the  attention  they
focused solely on guarding the two women in their midst. “Has Andre
seemed a little, I don’t know, different to you since then?”

“In  what  way,”  the  brunette  asked,  her  eyes  suddenly  zeroing  in  on
Sookie’s face with an intensity the blonde was slowly becoming used to.
Her friend could switch from happy to concerned to aggravated to razor-
sharp intensity in the blink of an eye.

Emma was glad that Sookie was willing to talk about this, and figured
that the blonde telepath felt more at ease discussing the subject when
Tracy  wasn’t  with  them.  While  Tracy  was  a  true  friend  and  great
confident,  they  both  knew  that  the  were-lynx  was  employed  by  the
Palace,  and  as  she  was  technically  Emma’s  “maid”,  her  boss  was
actually…Andre.  No  one  wanted  to  put  the  sweet  lady  into  an
uncomfortable “conflict of interest” situation.

“Well, with Eric it’s just little things here and there – things that if he
only did this or only did that, I wouldn’t even notice, but when I think
about  them  all  together,  they  start  to  add  up.  Like,  before  the
BeauChamps crap, when we had to come down here, usually we would
just hop in the car and go – no big deal. Hell, Emma, sometimes we
would even fly! But now it’s this huge deal with SUVs driving in front
of us and behind us.  And it’s not just when we come here, either; it’s the
same set-up when we go anywhere now.”

Emma nodded. Andre was being the same way. “Does Eric do that thing
where he scopes out every single aspect of a room or situation no matter



where you go, and makes sure he’s standing right in front of you while
he does it?”

At Sookie’s nod, she continued. “And later on do you find him all-of-a-
sudden standing right in front of you if somebody even sneezes wrong?”

Sookie nodded again. She ate a bite of her ice cream, then pointed her
spoon at Emma in emphasis as she said, “It’s like they think something
is going to happen at any second, but every time I ask Eric if there’s a
problem – and I’ve asked him several times – he says no, that there’s
nothing wrong.”

This time Emma nodded, and quite vigorously.  “There’s nothing wrong,
yet he and Andre are on the phone to each other off and on unless y’all
are  here,  and  when  y’all  are here,  they  keep  disappearing  off
somewhere  or talking really low so that we can’t hear them every time
we turn around” Emma corroborated.   She kept quiet when Sookie got
that  look  on  her  face  that  said  she  was  listening  in  on  someone’s
thoughts.

Sookie  peeked  into  the  minds  of  the  guards  –  something  she  didn’t
particularly enjoy doing since she wanted to give them their privacy and
guards tended to have dirty minds. Their thoughts,  however, centered
solely  on  monitoring  the  actions  of  everyone  around  them.  Through
sight,  sound, and scent,  they each kept a close watch for any sort of
danger, and at least four of them were running various escape scenarios
as they kept vigil.  While that was commendable, it wasn’t what she was
trying to hear.

Mental intrusion unsuccessful,  she looked at Emma and shrugged her
shoulders.



The brunette continued. “I mean, I thought Andre would ease up after
the BeauChamp thing, but in some ways he’s gotten worse. While it’s
true that I’m no longer under the equivalent of palace arrest, I’m highly
encouraged to  never leave the place unless  I’m with you…and eight
guards, or with Tracy…and four guards. I’m apparently not supposed to
notice the other three or four who always mysteriously show up. You
don’t think they’re worried about some sort of retribution from having to
take down the ugly bastard, do you?”

Sookie nodded in agreement. “That’s  exactly what I’ve been thinking.
As over-protective as they are now, they must think that there’s a real
threat headed this way.”

The discussion ended as both ladies contemplated the conversation in
silence as they finished their ice creams. Then, as if responding to an
internal alarm, both glanced down at their watches at the same time, then
laughed when both looked at  the other  immediately  thereafter.   Their
“guys” would be up in about an hour.

“So, has Andre has  ‘the talk’ yet?” Sookie couldn’t imagine what was
taking  him  so  long.  According  to  Eric,  Andre  had  been  giving  the
situation some serious thought for weeks already.

Emma sighed.  “Nope,  not  yet.  I  keep waiting,  but…” She shrugged.
While it wasn’t something she was actively looking forward to, she’d
like to get it out of the way. She also had her own suspicions as to why
Andre hadn’t broached the subject.

“Wonder what’s keeping him? You know that Eric told me about talking
to him about it back while they were after BeauChamps. He’s had plenty
of time to get around to it by now.”



After a pause, Emma said, “I think I know what’s running through his
mind.  You know how Andre thinks, right?”

Sookie nodded with a grimace.

“I  do,  too,”  she  continued  meaningfully.  “So  I’m  thinking  that  if
something were to happen to me before we had that talk, he could Turn
me and then claim that I’d never officially told him not to, right?” Her
expression was all too knowing.

Emma knew her Andre. She knew, whether he showed it often or not,
that he loved her almost beyond reason, and she wouldn’t put it past him
to not ask specifically so that he wouldn’t have to abide by an answer.
As fair and equitable as he was with their relationship, he certainly had
no problem with the concept of ‘plausible deniability,’ and when it came
to her health or safety, all bets were off.

Sookie stared aghast at her friend for a moment, then rolled her eyes.
That was pure Andre.

Surprisingly, Emma laughed. “Looks like I’m going to have to take that
bull by the horns, then.”

The telepath joined in with a grin of her own. Emma let Andre get by
with  precious  little.  While  her  friend  would  never  undermine  his
authority  in public,  in private it  was blatantly  obvious that they truly
were  equals  in  their  relationship.  She  had  witnessed  a  few  minor
squabbles between the two, and while Andre wasn’t a push-over by any
means, he truly didn’t seem to mind being wrapped so tightly around
Emma’s little finger.  Sookie knew that Emma was genuinely oblivious
to the amount of sway she held over him, and was glad. Sweet little
Emma had a bit of an evil streak…



Conversation afterward was kept to general topics during the ride back
to  the  Palace.  Sookie  was  still  unhappy  with  this  most  recent
arrangement:  when  she  and  Eric  visited,  they  now  stayed  in  an
admittedly opulent suite near Andre and Emma’s own rooms.

The rooms had been designated as theirs and she had been encouraged
by Eric to stock them with as many of their clothes and personal items as
she wished.  Their place in the city had been virtually emptied as more
and more things appeared in their ‘new’ place…in a highly protected
area…within the Palace.

But there was ‘nothing to worry about’.

Sookie  had  noticed  that  the  new  set-up  had  come  as  a  complete  if
pleasant surprise to Emma, too, but just like Sookie, Emma had been
glad to have her new best friend staying so close when they were in New
Orleans.  Sookie would have minded much less if Eric had been much
more forthcoming with the ‘whys’.

Once on the Palace  grounds,  neither  woman was surprised when the
convoy proceeded around the complex to the newly constructed entrance
at the back. Both exchanged a pointed look. Several of the more sensible
entrances  had  actually  been  bricked  up  –  with  reinforced  bricks  and
silver-coated rebar amongst other things – at the same time as the new
entrance had been built.

With the recent discussion in mind, both appraised the new drop-off area
with fresh eyes. It was deceptively ornate, porte-cochère in style to blend
in with the almost gaudy decor of large historic buildings, but was also
completely  enclosable  for  heightened  security.  Instead  of  genteel
columns, however, the exterior side was, in fact,  made of bulletproof
glass.



As usual, the first SUV in their procession drove through and parked just
to the other side after pausing to allow three of the guards to exit the
vehicle.  Next,  the  SUV  carrying  Emma  and  Sookie  pulled  up  and
parked, but the ladies knew the drill – remain seated until guards from
the final vehicle approached and the fore and aft reinforced doors closed
down and locked. They had started calling it “the parking box” for a
reason. Only once the guards gave the ‘all clear’ were they free to exit
the vehicle and enter the Palace.

But there was ‘nothing to worry about’.

Chapter 38 



Two  afternoons  later,  Emma  had  had  enough.  Andre  had  not  only
continued avoiding the talk, he had started treating her even more like a
delicate flower on the verge of breaking.

The previous night had also made the fifth in a row where he hadn’t
‘touched’ her. Cuddling was nice; cuddling was sweet and wonderful;
cuddling  was  necessary  to  a  deeply  binding  emotional  commitment;
cuddling, however, was not always…enough.

Emma paced and pondered inside their bedroom as she waited for him to
rise. She knew something strange was going on with him, and with Eric,
too.

During the previous evening while ‘the boys’ were off doing whatever it
was they did while Eric and Sookie visited the Palace, which was much
more often these days, she had made a point to speak with Sophie-Anne
privately. Maybe she knew something?

Come to find out, the Queen, her Andre’s own Maker, didn’t know what
was going on, either. At first  she had been her own flippant self and
simply accredited his actions to being busy getting ready to take over his
new Kingdom should he ever give in and let her crown him.

Somehow Emma knew that wasn’t the root of all the problems, and after
she took the time to describe her observations, how he was treating her
as if she were made of spun glass, Sophie-Anne realized that something
really was going on, but still didn’t have any idea as to the cause. She
did relay one telling piece of information, something that truly shocked
Emma: Andre had given Sigebert a large vial of his blood before he had
left to end BeauChamps.

The  Queen  had  scented  the  blood  of  her  Child  on  the  huge  blond
mountain that night, but had held her peace. The next evening, however,



she had cornered him to find out what was going on just as any good
Maker  would  do.  The  reasoning  behind  Andre  and  Sigebert’s safety
measures had brought a proud mother’s tears to her eyes. Of course she
had been a bit miffed at first that Andre hadn’t chosen her to Turn Emma
should anything go wrong, but in the end had to agree with Sigebert’s
stilted  logic.  After  all,  baby  vamps  did require  so  much  time  and
attention…

She  had  laughed  at  the  brunette’s  shock  upon  hearing  of  Andre’s
precautions, and her words still rang in Emma’s mind: “Ah, ma petite,
did you really think he’d let you get away from him so easily? Whether
he has realized it or not, he has searched for one such as you his entire
life – both of them. Now that you are in his arms, why  would he risk
losing you to something as silly as death?” After delivering that bomb,
the sophisticated red-head had fluttered away as though she hadn’t just
disrupted her friend’s entire world view.

At first Emma hadn’t known exactly what to think. Naturally she had
thought about “the whole vampire thing” since she was involved with
one, but those ponderings had been brief and far between. So much had
been going on at that time and he had so quickly become such a part of
her  life  that  the  standard  rules  of  becoming  involved  had  no  longer
applied.

Even after Sookie had secretly told her about the conversation between
Eric and Andre during that mission, she had decided to wait for Andre to
bring it up before giving it too much time in her brain. She had mentally
started a list of questions of course, but really, that was as far as she’d
gotten. Lately she had been more concerned about the vampires’ odd
over-protectiveness,  not  to  mention Sigebert’s sad funk and Wybert’s
sweetly blooming relationship with what’s-her-name, and then there was
Tracy’s relationship with Rasul, and of course the Queen’s over-planned



party, and then there was her own theoretically upcoming Queenship… 
Combine  all  that  with  all  the  other  things  going  on  and  her  mental
“wondering about other things” time had been sorely limited.

But now…now she knew that  she had to give the idea some serious
thought, and then she had to corner the male in question.

On a whim she texted Sookie to let the blonde know that the situation
was being investigated that night, and was certain her friend would get a
laugh out of the three-word message: “Bull, horns, tonight”.

Then she decided that  she should eat  before  taking said bull  by said
horns,  and called Tracy for a meal.  After taking a nice if  noticeably
quiet late lunch with her in the living room, she released her friend for
the night.  Tracy’s face had fallen, showing both her confusion and her
sorrow at being told to leave so early, but Emma politely held firm.

The day before she had courteously if bluntly asked Tracy if she knew
why “the guys” – including her own Rasul – had been increasingly over-
protective  even  after  BeauChamps’ death,  and  Tracy  had  shook  her
head…but Emma hadn’t been entirely convinced by her negation.

Tracy herself had been being more ‘security conscious’.

It saddened her that she suddenly felt as though she couldn’t completely
trust  someone she’d thought of as a good friend,  but then she called
herself a fool for thinking in those terms. No matter how well she and
Tracy  got  along,  Tracy  was  still  an employee  and had to  follow her
employer’s orders first no matter what her own personal wishes might
be. Emma tried a little harder to subdue that lurking feeling of betrayal.

If something was going on, and judging by all the clues something was
definitely up, why was the truth being purposefully kept from her?



It  made no sense.  She wasn’t stupid or foolish;  she wasn’t flighty or
prone to over dramatizing anything; she wasn’t weak or some sort of
wilting flower needing to be shielded. It made no sense to exclude her.

It especially made no sense to exclude a certain blonde telepath.

Well, she was going to get some answers tonight, and she was also going
to burst his little ‘plausible deniability’ bubble, too.

She  returned  to  the  bedroom a  few minutes  before  she  knew Andre
would rise, sat in a chair turned to face the bed, and waited.

A couple  of  minutes  later  her  big  blond  vampire  rose  as  normal  –
suddenly  and  with  no  humanesque  yawning  or  stretching,  or  even
blinking. He changed from being literally dead to the world to awake
and ready for action in the blink of an eye.

Although  she  couldn’t  be  sure,  she  had  always  suspected  that
immediately after “coming to” he would pause for a moment to take in
his surroundings for survival reasons before letting it be known that he
was awake.

This afternoon, however, he sat up immediately and looked around until
he spotted her.

“Em?”

The one “waking up” sign that he had was his ‘morning voice’. It was
always a little husky from disuse, a little rough, infinitely sexy. She was
glad to be sitting down.

“Why are you sitting over there? Why aren’t you in bed?”

Andre was confused, and he never liked being confused. He was now
accustomed to rising with Emma at least by his side if not actually in his



arms,  and  today  she  wasn’t.  He  really  didn’t  like  that  –  she  was
supposed to be with him.

He moved to sit on the side of the bed and immediately scanned her face
and body, and while  he  neither  saw nor scented anything out  of  the
ordinary, her usually mobile features were placid.

Too placid. 

Oh. 

He tensed, sensing that despite his and the Northman’s best efforts, the
‘game’ was up. Only, it wasn’t a game.

“It appears we need to have a little talk, and while our bed is now colder
than it used to be, I still think some physical distance between us is for
the best.”

He shivered minutely. Her voice was sweet, polite, and dripping with ire.

Not a good combination. 

Fuck.

What the hell was he supposed to tell her, the truth?

He resigned himself  to  becoming stoic  in  hopes  that  she would  first
reveal  the  extent  of  her  knowledge,  or  at  least  the  degree  of  her
speculation. Once he knew that, he would then know where to start and
how much, if anything, he had to reveal to satisfy her need to know.

The problem, however, was that he wasn’t sure what exactly she was on
about, and there were several things he truly needed to tell her.

Andre was torn. She had a right to know what was going on, but he just
didn’t want to have these conversations.  He didn’t want her to worry –
he never wanted to see fear in her eyes again.



He also didn’t want her to look at him that way.

Not yet. 

Not now. 

“Now,” she said, appearing perfectly at ease even though her brown eyes
appeared  to  flash  with  fire.  “What  is  going  on  with  all  the  over-
protection,  security  over-kill  crap?  Something  is  definitely  going  on
because you’re not one to mess around.  And,” she said a little louder
when he started to shake his head, “don’t even bother shaking your head
at  me,  big  guy.  I  know  something’s  up.  Why  would  you  leave  me
defenseless by not telling me what I need to know?”

Affronted shock crossed his features.

“I’m not leaving you defenseless, Emma, I’ve doubled your guards.”

Bingo, she thought.

“And why would you double my guards if there’s nothing going on?”

Irritated that he’d been caught by his own words, Andre rose and dressed
in a flash as he tried to think of a way to diffuse the situation.

When he finished, he looked around for her and saw her leaning back
against the door leading to the living room, her arms folded but with a
sweet smile teasing at her lips.

He was silently, sweetly, and devilishly trapped. He could move her out
of the way and leave, of course, but at what cost?

With a bit of an inadvertent snarl he began pacing. He didn’t want to
worry her, but…

Fuck.



If he was going to be having these conversations, he was going to damn
well do it with her in his arms where she fucking belonged.

Emma wasn’t surprised when he headed toward her and scooped her up
in his arms, but when he all-but stomped back over to the bed and settled
down with her in his lap, she was definitely pleased.  She had figured
that tears,  chisels,  hammers, and fireworks would be needed, but this
was infinitely better, and slid an arm around his waist and savored being
held firmly in his strong arms.

She  wiggled  around  a  little  to  better  see  him,  then  asked  softly,
“Andre…sweetheart, what’s going on?”

A long minute passed before he replied, “That’s just the thing. We don’t
know. We’ve heard vague whispers from several trusted sources, but so
far we have nothing concrete.”

“Whispers  about  what?  Does  this  have  to  do  with  someone  wanting
revenge  for  BeauChamps?”  Somehow, according  to  the  way  he  was
acting, it was more than just that, but she couldn’t think of anything else.

“Yes,” he agreed, his voice almost certain.

“There’s more, though, right?” She reached over with her free hand to
tuck some hair behind his ear.

He ducked his head and rested his forehead on her shoulder.

Emma was starting to feel more fear and dread than irritation at being
left in the dark.  She took a deep breath, then exhaled gustily.

“I don’t know about other people, but to me at least not knowing will
always be worse than knowing.  You get that about me, right?  If I’m
kept in the dark then I have no idea how to prepare for whatever the
problem is.  But, if you tell me, well, not only will I be able to help



prepare for whatever it is, but honey, worries shared are worries halved. 
Talk to me, Andre.  Let me in.”

He raised his head and kissed her temple, his lips lingering for a long
moment, before he straightened up. His entire demeanor changed.  He
didn’t want to frighten her, or make her feel forced into making any sort
of  decision based on the  upcoming  information,  but  she  deserved to
know so that she could face the night with strength and knowledge.

“You know I’m to become King of Arkansas,” he stated, and waited for
her nod. “And you know that you are to become my Queen.”

Emma nodded again, still confused as to why these facts were relevant,
but listened closely.

“Vampires  are  the  worst  gossips,  therefore  everyone  already  knows
about both of these upcoming events. Vampires,” his voice lowered in
derision, “can also be the most bigoted, narcissistic, egotistical species
on this planet.”

Andre’s  fangs  descended  with  a  low,  rumbling  growl.  “These  same
sources  have  brought  to  my  attention  the  fact  that  there  are  several
factions who vehemently object to having a human queen.”

Chapter 39 

 

“So change me.”



Emma blinked a couple of times as she leaned back and stared up into
Andre’s handsome face in confusion. Why was he making such a big
deal over this – the answer was so simple!

Andre shook his head,  certain he hadn’t heard Emma far too calmly
suggest that he Turn her.

Didn’t she realize what… 

Turning someone wasn’t just… 

Fuck, being Turned wasn’t something… 

Of course she didn’t understand – he’d never truly discussed it with her. 

Fuck. 

“What?”  Maybe he  hadn’t  heard  her  correctly  after  all  –  that  would
make the most sense. Surely she didn’t just…he felt as through he were
free-falling through space and time or something…

“If you change me, then those pissy little bastards won’t have anything
to bitch about, will they? So, the logical thing to do would be to change
me, right?”  Her face showed her slight anger over the threat but mostly
her pride in her reasoning.

“No,” he growled surprisingly loudly but forced his expression to remain
neutral as he didn’t want her to know his fucking brain had apparently
stopped functioning.

When had the world turned upside-down – was it during the daysleep? 

Mostly, however, he wondered why in the hell he was refusing to grant
his Emma the one thing he most wanted to give her.

His ensuing silence and the impassive look on his face tore at Emma’s
heart and quickly made her question their entire relationship. She had



just offered to let him to Turn her for fuck’s sake!  Didn’t he realize all
that would entail?  She wasn’t talking penny-ante poker here…

“Wait, what? Why not?” Her eyes grew huge and his heart broke when
her lower lip trembled. “You don’t want me to be a vampire?”

Her quiet, small voice broke the impassivity he was trying so hard to
maintain.

With hands sure and strong, he quickly lifted and turned her until she
faced him then sat her down straddling his lap. As he considered his
words, he ran his palms up and down her thighs, and begrudged the thin
cotton of her lounge pants.

Finally, as one fat tear spilled from her eye, he took her face between his
hands and squarely met her heartbroken, and heartbreaking, gaze.

“Emma, with every part of my being I want you to become vampire,” he
confirmed, his voice low but firm. “Not one night has passed when I
haven’t  dreamed of  Turning you,  of  ensuring that  you will  have life
everlasting, of knowing that you would then be safe from the weakness
of your human body. The thought of someone hurting you or taking your
life…the thought of losing you to time…”

His eyes rimmed in red as his voice broke, and he quickly looked away
as his arms about her tightened and drew her to his chest.

Knowing  his  pride,  Emma  refrained  from  saying  anything  while  he
regained his composure. Instead she rested her head on his shoulder and
slipped her arms around his broad back. With a sniff she buried her nose
in the crook of his neck, and waited.



His admission had healed the small break threatening her heart, but she
wanted to hear what else he had to say. Maybe he would tell her why he
was refusing what he now said he wanted?

Andre forced himself to calm the fuck down. He was, as she put it, an
“antique vamp” – not a babe still in the nursery, so the fucking tears had
to fucking go already. Besides, “not yet” sure as hell didn’t mean “not
ever”. Just because now was the worst possible time to even  consider
Turning her (outside of a direct emergency, of course), it sure as fuck
didn’t  mean  it  wouldn’t  happen  someday,  especially  now  that  she’d
sealed her fate by offering.

But how do I… 

Fuck this shit…just fucking roll with it… 

“How do I tell you that you are my life and as such, there is no way in
hell I would ever choose to live without you? How do I tell you that
right now is the worst possible time to even think of Turning you, that
the newly-Turned require constant care and supervision for years after
they rise? How do I tell you that when I Turn you, and yes,” his voice
lowered, his tone sending shivers down her back as though the notes of
his voice were caressing her spine, “ma chérie, I will be Turning you one
night,  make no mistake…but,  it  will  only  happen once you are truly
ready.”

He tilted her face up enough to graze his lips against hers a few times
before  almost  reverently  deepening  his  kiss.  Strongly  resisting  the
temptation to fuck the conversation in lieu of fucking the love of his
unlife, he shuddered then raised his head. He needed to say these words,
and now.



“There is much I need to teach you of our world before I bring you into
it  and  there  will  be  things  you  would  wish  to  do  before  then,  and
preparations you would want to make as well. All these things will take
time, much more time than we have at our current disposal.”

Emma started to speak, but Andre didn’t trust himself to veer back to the
topic at hand if his concentration was sidetracked.

So, with a light touch to her lips, he continued, “Later, cher. Let me say
these  words  first.”  The  understanding  warmth  in  her  brown  eyes
momentarily softened his features.

“Before  I  Turn  you,  I  need  to  get  through  this  fucking  coronation
bullshit, get my kingdom settled, get you installed as my queen, shore up
the state, appoint a security detail worthy of your defense, and…and I
need to call home my Child.”

The widening of her eyes would have been almost comedic if the state of
his weren’t resting so precariously on her reaction.

“Your…your Child? You hadn’t said anthi…when do I meet him? Her?”

He couldn’t believe it. He saw no wariness, only surprise and excitement
in her expression. Granted she didn’t know the circumstances that had
caused said Child…

“Him. His name is Aillard. If he had more names I never knew them.
Ah,” he paused, dread filling his heart at seeing the love for him falling
from her face, but he could not keep this from her. She deserved better
than that.

After a hard swallow he continued, and refused to meet her gaze. “Em,
there is something you should know about me, and about him.”



The  silence  following  that  ominous  statement  intrigued,  then  scared,
Emma.   She knew her  Andre.  She knew he was a  very  complicated
individual, and she knew his reputation in the Palace. She also knew of
his previous “proclivities” and she knew he had given up that “part-time
hobby”, too. When she had first starting spending time in Queen Sophie-
Anne’s court, the Palace gossips had been thrilled to find a new ear to
fill with all the information they’d felt chilling, titillating, or just plain
interesting enough to share, so she knew more about her Andre than he
realized.

However,  she  also  knew  that  he  showed  her  a  gentleness,  even  a
tenderness, foreign to that reputation, and she sincerely appreciated the
consideration and respect with which he treated her. She knew to trust
her heart, and her heart recognized that, to her at least, he was a damn
good guy who would never knowingly harm her.

For whatever reason, Andre was obviously having a hard time telling her
about  this  Aillard  situation,  so  she  placed  her  hand  on  his  chest  in
support. She would listen, but she would also hear what he had to say,
and go from there.

Sometimes, shit just happens. 

“Bluntly, I tortured him for several nights until I discovered that he was
innocent. By that time he was so far gone that I wasn’t sure if even my
blood would save him, but he didn’t deserve to die because of my lack
of information. I was cruel, brutal, to him in my quest for information,
but he was tough, very tough, and courageous.”

Lost in a memory for a moment, he snorted. “And fucking stubborn. He
was innocent of the crime he had been betrayed of committing, but even
considering my tender mercies, he steadfastly refused to name anyone
who would also have been innocent, not even to avoid more torture.”



He gave thanks to the universe that her hand remained on his chest. That
small act helped him to continue his sordid confession.

“When I discovered his innocence, I  did something I had never done
before. I gave him my vein. Three nights later, he rose. Very quickly
thereafter I discovered that he had no wish to become vampire, but by
then, the deed was done. In my guilt and inexperience, I hadn’t realized
how  much  of  my  blood  he  had  taken  until  after  he  had  fallen
unconscious. When I felt a strange bond forming between us, I didn’t
immediately realize that it was the bond that forms between a Maker and
their  Child.  Eventually  I  did  recognize  it  for  what  it  was,  and then
realized what I had done.  So, with a heavy heart I had him taken to a
light-safe room in case he completed the transformation. He did, and so I
have a Child.”

As he stated the obvious in a voice devoid of emotion, he realized with
amazement  that  Emma hadn’t run screaming to the other  side of  the
room. Hell, she hadn’t even tensed up, and he would know as he had
been keeping a part of his mind tuned to her reactions. Her heartbeat and
respiration were a bit more rapid than normal, but the muscles of her
thighs  resting  atop  his  were  as  relaxed  as  they  had  been  before  he
started.

Her hand still rested lightly on his chest.

Although he still couldn’t bear to look into her face, he did allow himself
to relax somewhat.

“He should never have been questioned, much less tortured, Em. Never.
But I failed to verify my information and instead believed the word of
one  who was  sloppy  in  their  own research.  Because  of  our  failures,
because of my failures, he suffered some of my best work,” he said with
a painfully ironic laugh. “Aillard is a good man. He should never have



been brought to my attention, much less should he have suffered at my
hands.  He  should  never  have  died,  and  he  should  never  have  been
Turned.  We do not  get  along…well,  and why would we?  I  had not
wanted a  Child,  and he had not  wanted to  be made vampire,  yet  he
became the Child of his torturer, and I became the Maker to my victim.”

Emma sat straddling his lap in stunned silence. The grief and remorse he
felt were obvious on his face – he wouldn’t even meet her eyes – and she
couldn’t imagine what all  else he was feeling as he told the horrible
story. Somehow she was sure that while she’d been told the truth, it was
a massively abbreviated version…and that was fine.

She didn’t need to know the particulars to see how terrible the situation
had been, and how badly Andre still felt about it.  She wanted to throw
her arms around his neck and hold him tight and tell him that it was
going to be ok, that she loved him any way, that sometimes shit  just
happens, and that she would like to meet his Child if he ever did come
around.

And so she did.

Chapter 40 



 “Why are you ok with this? Why are you handling it so well?” Andre
couldn’t believe that Emma hadn’t run, that she hadn’t been horrified or
even angry with him…instead, she had thrown her arms around his neck
and hugged him to her body as though he were the injured party.

She even expressed an interest in meeting his Child.

After a couple of minutes spent whispering reassurances into his ear, she
leaned back in  his  arms enough to gaze into  his  turbulent  eyes.  She
almost laughed at the confusion she saw on his face, but refrained. She
could  tell  through  their  bond  that  he  was  sincerely  perplexed  and
somewhat dreading a reaction from her that would not come.

“Ok, let me ask you this: would you have done all that if you’d known
from the beginning that he was innocent?”

“No,” he answered immediately. “Of course not.”

“See? I know you wouldn’t have. Hindsight in this case is 20/20, hon. If
you had been given the proper information then no, none of this would
have happened. If you’d known that you needed to double-check your
facts, if you’d known not to trust that other person’s information, things
would have been different, so it’s not like you went out looking for some
innocent man to torture, right? Right,” she answered her own question
strongly.

He’s still… Ugh, stubborn man… 

Emma cupped his jaw and stroked her thumb across his cheek.

“So, while this is a terrible situation, and I can’t even begin to imagine
how horrifying it must have been for Aillard, in the end you did the right
thing by trying to save his life. And you did, you did save his life, just
not the way he wanted it, which, yeah, is another tragedy, but again, it’s



an unintentional one. You guys seriously need a school where you teach
other vampires how much blood it takes to heal and how much it takes
to  Turn,  you  know?  But  anyway,  you  learned  a  lot  from  all  that,
knowledge that you will keep with you for the rest of your life. Now you
have a much better idea about how much blood it would take to heal
rather than Turn, and you also have a much better idea about how to
make sure that you can trust your sources and the information they give
you.”

Eyes surveying her face, he nodded. He had to agree with her thoughts –
she was right, after all, but still…

Still skeptical, huh… He’s not letting this go so easily. 

She met his gaze boldly.

“Andre,  I’m not  downplaying or  ignoring the horror  in torturing any
man, much less an innocent one. I’m not downplaying or ignoring the
way it must have felt to him, and yes, darling, I know more about your
abilities as a Master Torturer than you might think, but I also know that
you have an innate goodness, an innate sense of fairness, in your heart
that you’d rather most people didn’t know you have. So, I know that
once you found out the truth, this must have been almost as painful for
you as it was for the man who is now your Child. But no one should be
held accountable for transgressions committed due to ignorance rather
than intention.”

At his raised brow, she just smiled. The bond revealed to her that while
he was slowly feeling more relieved, there was still an underlying source
of guilt she needed to soothe.

“See, here’s my way of understanding things. If someone breaks a law
that they didn’t know existed, then no, they should not be punished for



it.  Warned, sure, and educated about that law, but not punished. That
belief bleeds over,” and she mentally snickered about using a term which
vampires would love, “to other wrong-doings, too. Yes, you did wrong,
but only because you didn’t know he was innocent. How could you – the
information you were given was bad. The whole situation was terrible,
but the fault rests on the person who initially gave the wrong info - not
you. So, stop punishing yourself, ok? There is no basis for it.”

Emma wasn’t sure if using logic to fix an emotional issue would work
with Andre or not; she only knew that it usually worked for herself. As
he stared over her shoulder, she imagined that he was reviewing images
from long ago, and hoped he was now seeing with a clearer eye. While
the bond thing still confused her, she decided to try sending him feelings
of comfort, acceptance, and relief.

She  placed  her  warm  palms  on  his  chest,  closed  her  eyes,  and
concentrated. Long minutes passed before she felt  him heave a small
sigh.

“Ok.”

She leaned forward and hid her beaming smile against his neck. “Ok.”

Andre still wasn’t sure how she had accomplished what he knew to be
an extraordinary feat, but somehow she truly had managed to loosen that
noose of guilt and regret that had been slowly choking him for centuries.
He didn’t imagine that the regrets would ever completely fade, but the
guilt was no longer so suffocating.

As he rubbed his cheek against the silk of her hair, his lips quirked and
he rolled his eyes at her actions. As if he couldn’t tell she was hiding a
huge grin… Her secret would remain safe, though, as he would never
begrudge her little…and not so little…victories.



He smoothed his hands up and down her back as he contemplated his
surprise  at  the  force  of  the  emotions  she had sent  him through their
bond. From what he knew of such things, what she had sent should have
been a mere trickle at best, not the flood he had received. At some point
he knew he needed to talk with her about sending emotions through the
bond, the hows and whens and whys it might be acceptable, but not now.

Right now he was still too grateful for her love and understanding to
upset that cart of apples.

She now knew of one of  his  greatest  regrets,  and she cherished him
anyway.

Wait… 

“Em, when you said that you know more about my abilities as a Master
Torturer than I might think, what did you mean?”

He felt her stiffen in his arms, and knew to expect the worst. And here he
had tried so hard to protect her from discovering things about him that
she didn’t need to know, things that  would only serve to hurt  her or
make her want to distance herself – somewhat rightfully – from him!

Once he knew what had been said and by whom, the ‘whom’ would
suffer dearly…it had to have been a vampire – all relevant humans had
been heavily glamoured.

To his surprise, she snorted.

Against his neck she replied, “Honey, you live in a gossiper’s paradise.
When  I  started  coming  around  after  I  gave  Sophie-Anne  back  her
necklace,  I  wasn’t  just  the  new  girl  in  town  –  I  was  the  “royally
accepted” new girl in town.”



She leaned back with a small giggle and ran her hands up and down his
arms in a subconsciously soothing gesture.

“Pretty much everyone I met had a story or a helpful tip or suggestion
for me. And honestly, while some were a bit strange or jealous, for the
most part they truly were trying to be helpful.  They’re the ones who
warned me to stay away from BeauChamps and Parrish.  They’re the
ones who told me that Sophie actually treats her people better than what
she maybe wants outsiders to think. They’re the ones who gave me tips
on how to treat vampires so that I could get along better with y’all from
the  start  rather  than  stumbling  along  and  risk  accidentally  insulting
someone. For the most part, they’re good people, Andre. Nosy, gossipy,
opinionated, and slightly judgmental, but good at heart.”

He stared  hard  into  her  eyes  for  a  moment.  It  wasn’t  that  he  didn’t
believe her…it was that he knew she might not present all the facts if it
helped keep someone she liked out of trouble.

Finally, he raised a brow. “And what exactly have these fine denizens
told you about me?”

Emma scrunched up her face. This was exactly the question she did not
want  him  to  ask…therefore,  naturally,  he  did.  Now,  how  was  she
supposed  to  protect  him from knowing exactly  how much she  knew
about him?

He already felt bad enough over the Aillard incident…she really didn’t
want him to feel even worse, and discovering that she knew about his
former “hobby” sure wouldn’t help. And really, he certainly didn’t need
to know that she was rather more fully informed about his “torturous
inclinations” than he might like, either.



A person should always take pride and pleasure in their chosen career,
but perhaps not quite that much…

Men. So…brazening it out it will be, then… 

She glared at him.

“Why?”

He was not expecting what amounted to a direct challenge.

People do not challenge me, so why does she ask ‘why’? Because she’s
Emma, that’s why… Ok, so, what the hell does she know? Why doesn’t
she want to tell me so that I can either agree or defend myself? How can
I mitigate any damages if I don’t know what they are? Why were women
so fucking frustrating? 

“What do you mean by ‘why’?”

Emma ignored the strident tone of his voice. He was not going to go all
Master Interrogator on her…

“I mean,  why do you want  to  know what  I  know about  you? I  like
having  a  home  field  advantage,  and  if  I  tell  you,  I  won’t  have  that
advantage anymore.”

D’uh. Can’t he understand? A lady has to have some secrets…

“Besides,” she added with a soft smile now tilting her lips belying the
gleam in her eye, “obviously I’ve heard nothing too horrible about you
or I wouldn’t be here. And, if  there had been anything that  made no
sense, I’d have already asked you.” She leaned forward and kissed his
nose. “You know I would have.”



With  a  sigh  he  realized  that  he  did  know  that.  Emma  might  be
frustrating, strong-willed, and slightly obstinate, but she was nothing if
not curious.

And she was still in his arms even after he had confessed about Aillard.
He didn’t want his suspicions and worries to push her away, so he chose
a different tactic.

Patience. 

It wasn’t a retreat. 

Really. 

A chance  would  come,  or  if  not,  he  would  simply  initiate  his  own
investigations of the subject at hand.

With a growl far more for show than intent, he tumbled a now laughing
Emma onto her back. Leaning over her, he lightly tickled her with his
free hand until she fell back on her human excuse for him to stop: she
threatened to pee the bed.

Sneaky chit knew that one always worked. 

Soon enough the laughs and giggles  morphed into gasps and moans,
clothing was torn, and pleasures were had.

Later, her body still tingling and her breaths still slightly labored, Emma
decided not to ask him why it  had been so long since their last bed-
fest…floor-fest…wall-fest…sofa-fest…chair-fest… She’d like to know,
of course, but so long as the drought was over, she’d let it go for now.

As  she  watched  her  finger  lightly  tracing  fanciful  patterns  from his
nipples to his abs, she considered her other questions. So far this evening
had gone quite  well  – better  than she’d hoped,  actually, but  she still
needed answers.



What could they do to neutralize the real yet nebulous threats without
causing her to live in a gilded cage?  That gilded door had been blown
wide open and she was not going to go back in.

What did Sookie have to do with it? She couldn’t imagine anyone going
after her friend. Sookie was one of the sweetest, nicest people she’d ever
met,  and  it  wasn’t  as  though  anyone  would  be  able  to  get  by  Eric
anyway.

How was she going to get him to keep her in the loop about things that
definitely concerned her? She somewhat understood his need to keep her
protected from the bad things in life, but how could she help in her own
defense if she didn’t know who the bad guys were?

When was he going to introduce her to Aillard? Now that  she knew
about him, she was dying to meet him.

And…when  was he going to Turn her, anyway? That was the biggie.
Was that written in stone? The thought both terrified and intrigued her.
Was it written in stone? His reasons for waiting made sense but…

“Em?”

He’d  been  watching  as  her  eyes  seemed  to  follow  the  nonsensical
patterns her finger was tracing, but knew her mind was elsewhere. He’d
sensed  a  fascinating  blend  of  curiosity,  slight  alarm,  confusion,
determination, and melancholy coming from her, and wondered at their
cause.

She blinked, then looked up to meet his gaze.

“Just wondering some things.”



He kept stroking his long fingers through her hair, detangling it from
being mussed during their previous activities and spreading it over her
bare shoulders.

“Like what?”

“Like…what can we do to keep Sookie and me safe without making it
feel like we’re living in a cage? I can’t go back to how it was before you
took out the asshole, Andre. As good as it was in some ways, still, it
wasn’t a life.”

“And?” Her tone and facial expression, what he could see of it at any
rate, told him there was more.

“And what does Sookie have to do with it, anyway? She’s been involved
with Eric for a while now – why is she suddenly in danger, or is she,
really? I don’t know what’s going on, and it’s driving me nuts.”

“And?” This time, the bond told him there was more.

Emma exhaled gustily. How did he know?

“When will I get to meet Aillard? We need to talk more about the whole
Turning thing, too. I mean, I understand why we have to wait right now,
but you said there’s a lot more I need to know first. So, when will we get
on with that part? And is there any way I can be sure that you’re telling
me everything? I know you want to protect  me from the less savory
aspects of a lot of things, but I hate being left out of the loop, especially
when the loop is about me!”

Andre was nothing if not quick.

“And now you know how I feel when you know things about me but
refuse to divulge what those things are so that I can agree, clarify, or
counter your information.”



Emma huffed and raised her head to glare at him. Andre decided that her
attempt at a “menacing glare” truly was adorable.

“Meanypants.”

When his beloved hauled out that lower lip for a full-on pout, he decided
that another tickle session was in order.

The fact that he was able to fend off more questions until later wasn’t
lost on either one of them, but for the moment, neither minded.

Chapter 41 



Andre rose and, as usual, remained unmoving for a few moments as he
took stock of his sleeping quarters.

Fuck.

The warm, comforting presence of his Emma was missing from his bed
and this did not lighten his waking mood.

His bonds told him that she was still in the Palace proper and that his
Maker  and  brothers-by-Turning  were  all  in  good  form,  but  a  frown
marred the sculpted lines of his lips.

He had wanted to rise with his nose buried in her hair, his arm around
her waist, his cock snug against the soft curve of her ass. Of course he
didn’t expect her to remain in bed after she woke during the daylight
hours – he understood that she had human needs, that she might want to
visit  with  her  nonvampire  friends  and  what  not,  plus  there  was  that
whole thing about humans liking sunlight, but fuck it all to hell, he had
needs, too.

Damn it. 

He  would  have  to  have  a  word  with  her  about  this…this  missed
opportunity. There had been far too many such opportunities missed of
late because of other incursions on his time, not to mention his concern
for  the  effects  his  lusts  might  have  on  her  frailer  human  body. She
wasn’t a fuck toy – he’d be damned if he would treat her as such, and so
had  taken  a  short  break  from  his  carnal  activities.   That  had  been
decidedly unpleasant but she was definitely worth it. His time had also
been eaten by the increased security details he had to oversee. Those
security  needs,  especially  hers,  had certainly outweighed the frequent
call of his cock and balls…



But damn. 

Sure, the previous evening’s activities had certainly been far, far more
than merely welcome.

Truthfully, he  considered  with  smugly  masculine  satisfaction,  he  had
ridden  her  well  last  night,  both  before  and  after  meeting  with  the
Northman and the Tele…Sookie.  It was especially gratifying to feel that
she had missed their joinings almost as much as he had.

The meeting itself had gone surprisingly well all things considered…the
“things  considered”  being  the  very  strong  wills  of  both  females
involved, that is. Neither male had wanted to express to their mates just
how serious the situation had become, but both were smart enough to
know when to come clean, too.

Bluntly, neither had any desire to be cast out of their own beds.

When it became clear just how much both females actually had noticed,
it became equally clear just how lacking in subtlety the protective efforts
had actually been. He, and to a lesser extend the Viking, had both known
they couldn’t keep their mates in the dark forever, but both had surely
wished for more time.

The ladies, it seemed, had just been playing along, gathering their own
facts  as  they  prepared  to  corner  their  not-as-suave-as-they’d-thought
mates. He wondered if the Sheriff had endured a conversation along the
lines of the one he’d had. It was uncomfortably lowering to realize that
they hadn’t been nearly as smooth as they’d thought.

Mentally, he shrugged it off. Both ladies yet lived; job well done.

It was just as well that a meeting had already been scheduled for the
middle of the night, he thought. While giving into the urge for a long,



slow stretch in  his  lonely  cold bed,  Andre considered the rest  of  the
previous night. The time before leaving their quarters had been spent in
a  most  worthwhile  manner.  After  fucking  themselves  into  a  short
oblivion, they’d showered…then had to shower again, and finally had
managed to both dry off and get dressed.

When they entered the reserved conference room in the Palace’s security
annex, Andre had not been surprised to see the Telepath sitting on her
Viking’s lap…just as the Viking had been suspiciously unsurprised to
see Emma in attendance as well. As the two tall blond males exchanged
a chagrined glance, each understood that the silent protection game was
not only over, but that it had crashed and burned a whimpering death.

Neither Sigebert nor Wybert had to look so damn smug about it, though.
 Rasul managed to keep his usual countenance, but Andre worried about
the  were-lynx’s apologetic  expression  upon  seeing  Emma.  He would
think about it later.

Truthfully the ladies weren’t fools, damn it, but he couldn’t hide even
from  himself  how  proud  he  was  of  his  Emma’s  awareness  and
intelligence, and highly suspected the Sheriff felt the same about his own
set of troubles in that pretty blonde package.

Alone in his quarters (whether he wanted to be or not), he let himself
grin slightly. Between Emma and her cohort,  the questions had come
hard and fast, and in no time at all both ladies knew everything that he
and his team had either gathered or guessed, and had put forth their own
worthy theories and solutions as well.

While the threats against Sookie remained both elusive and frustratingly
untraceable,  those  against  Emma  were  definitely  linked  directly  to
antiquated vampire prejudices against humans along with that age-old



reluctance to change ingrained traditions. Andre couldn’t wait to rip their
fucking heads from their worthless bodies.

Fucking assholes. 

A few potential  names  had  been  supplied  by  their  more  trustworthy
sources, but nothing was concrete enough to justify, or even provide an
excuse  for,  any  offensive  tactics.   Naturally  Sophie-Anne  would
instantly  agree  to  any  measures  needed  in  protecting  those  she
considered “hers”, but such actions at this point would not only be less
than useful, but could have negative repercussions in the future. With her
temper  and  penchant  for  an  aggressive  resolution,  she  was  sure  to
immediately  invade certain kingdoms,  which was  exactly  why Andre
had chosen to keep this situation from her for as long as he logically
could.

He adored his Maker, but he also knew her well – she was a graceful,
well-appointed time bomb. It was hard enough holding the broders back
as it was, and he wouldn’t be the least bit surprised if Rasul went ‘silent
assassin’ on a few select asses…it wouldn’t be the first time. He was
proudly relieved when his Emma voiced her own reasoning for a more
“wait and see while letting them hang themselves with their own rope”
approach.

His  Emma,  it  seemed,  also  had  a  rather  firm  grasp  of  just  how
ridiculously important appearances were in the vampire world,  and it
was  due  to  her  compelling  arguments  about  keeping  up  that  all-
important facade that the Coronation and Pledging would continue as
scheduled. She truly did have a fearsome grasp of logic.

Any  change  in  their  plans  would  not  only  give  the  appearance  of
weakness, but it would also potentially alert their enemies to knowledge



of their  subversive activities.  Neither  action would bode well  for  her
continued safety, and her safety was his highest priority.

It was during their discussion that Andre realized he had yet to actually
ask Emma  to  be  his  Pledged  and  Bonded.  He  had  informed  her  in
passing that it was going to happen, of course, but he had not dared risk
asking her the question. That was a situation he  could quickly resolve.
He had the perfect ring in one of his chests…

Lastly it was decided – with pointed glares from the ladies – that yes,
informing Emma and Sookie of potential situations was actually a good
idea. Sookie announced rather strongly that she was quite willing to use
her telepathy for their protection but that she had to know what to listen
for before her skills could be effectively used. A pointed look from the
blonde  to  the  Viking  still  holding  her  on  his  lap  revealed  that  the
Northman really could resemble a scolded puppy…a look quickly shared
by the Master Torturer himself a moment later when Emma reminded
him that not only did she have a brain but that she knew how to use the
damn thing, too.

At least she sent the “so there” through the bond… 

Profoundly  grateful  to  his  mate  for  keeping that  part  of  the scolding
private, he soon called the meeting to an end, and spent the rest of the
night gladly making up for his mistake in underestimating his mate.

With a sour expression Andre rose from the bed and went to shower. He
would liked to  have  made up for  more but  he was lacking a certain
mate…

As though she had somehow managed to time it precisely, the instant he
was fully dressed, he felt a burst of surprise and impatience flow through



the bond, and within minutes said missing mate came bursting into the
apartment.

“Andre! I’m sorry, honey. I got carried away looking at designs for all
those  dresses  I’ll  need.  Leana  sent  over  about  a  dozen  books  of
sketche…”

Emma’s happy chatter  was abruptly  silenced when the restless  blond
vampire covered her mouth with his.

Before meeting his Emma, Andre had never wasted time even thinking
about kissing – it was certainly not necessary for a decent rutting. Over
the centuries he had naturally experimented a couple of times with the
activity, but  it  wasn’t  as  though he’d  ever  had any  romantic  notions
about  his  fucks.  However,  once  he  had  been  properly  ensnared  in
Emma’s dimpled-bedecked web, the act of kissing had taken on a whole
new glorious meaning, and now…now, to his rapidly lessening irritation,
he found that he couldn’t get enough of the sweet feel of her soft pink
lips beneath his own.

His hand moved from cupping the back of her head to tangle in her hair
held  loosely  in  that  damned fabric-elastic  band  he  so  detested  as  he
deepened his kiss. As he alternated between plundering her mouth with
his thrusting tongue and nipping at her lower lip, he slowly backed her
against the wall and held her there with the full length of his firm body,
and enjoyed the caress of her hands on his chest.

When he finally  paused to  let  her breathe,  she laughed softly  as she
brushed his loose hair behind his ear. “And a good morning, or evening,
to you, my love.” She grinned, and continued. “I never know whether to
say a ‘good morning’ or a ‘good evening’ when you rise. I guess either
would be appropriate, though, right?”



His  eyes  glittering  with  suppressed  lust  and  fading  annoyance  as  he
gazed into her flushed, happy face, he shrugged. “Either would sound
better coming from my mate if she were naked and wrapped in my arms
when I woke.”

Emma gave him a moue of apology before raising a hand to bring his
head back down to her face. Punctuating each word with a sweet kiss,
she  said,  “I’m  very  sorry,  love.”  After  that,  the  kissing  resumed  in
earnest until the next break for air.

Her expression gently contrite, Emma stated, “I had meant to return in
time for your rising, but the afternoon just slipped away.”

Andre grunted a sound that indicated neither approval nor disapproval.
His disgruntled mood had already fled entirely in direct response to the
tenting of his trousers, but she didn’t have to know that.

Emma  spent  another  ten  minutes  kissing  away  his  faux  pout  and
pretending she  couldn’t  feel  his  true  mood through the  bond.  Oddly,
considering her usual straightforward nature, she found that she didn’t
mind indulging her sweet, ferocious, moody vampire. He was the cold,
hard Master Torturer for a well-deserved reason, but in quiet moments
he was also her gentle cuddler. His fiercely protective instincts could
never be denied, but neither could his fiercely loving nature, and she
wouldn’t have him any other way.

Having endured the tender torture of his mate’s beguiling lips for as long
as he could tolerate without bending her over the nearby sofa, Andre
quickly kissed that special spot on her neck that was his favorite, then
headed to the now cluttered ‘kitchen’ area and heated himself two bags
of the donor’s best.



Unsatisfied lust made him notoriously thirsty, but he didn’t have time
just then to make her scream his name.

Emma made herself a cup of coffee to sip while keeping him company
as he finished his ‘breakfast’, and he listened patiently as she discussed
clothing colors and other fripperies he didn’t actually care all that much
about. As long as she was comfortably clothed in raiment fit for a queen,
he was happy.

With a smirk he agreed when she asked whether she should buy more
clothing in shades of red, especially crimson, and gold, those being the
colors he had already chosen for her Coronation gown. He had to give
his Maker’s seamstress credit – she had taken his sketches and created
five mock-up gowns in varying shades of his preferred color scheme and
with slight modifications to each design. Several weeks ago she and her
assistants had descended on the Palace, taken over part of a wing, and
after the fittings had been taken, they had almost immediately revealed
the  most  beautiful  and  appropriate  ceremonial  gowns  he  could  have
imagined.

His  ear  still  tuned to  Emma’s monologue regarding various  items of
clothing,  he  thought  back  to  the  presentation  of  the  gowns.  He  had
appreciated all five, of course, but it was the second one she had tried on
that had made his jaw drop.

When she had stepped from behind the dressing curtains, she had truly
been a Queen –  his Queen. If he could actively dream, the memory of
that moment would have been featured daily.

Once his mind had returned to rational thought, he had promptly ordered
two  of  that  gown…just  in  case.  He  had  also  ordered  the  other  four
gowns…just because.



After he finished his barely tolerable meal, a small smile graced his lips
as he waited for her happy chatter to come to its natural conclusion. He
hoped he  was  blocking the  bond enough to  hide  his  excitement  and
anticipation.

“Em? I have a quick errand to run and would prefer that you wait here. I
won’t be long at all.”

Brown eyes curious as to the abrupt change in the conversation and the
odd request, she nodded. As she started to ask a question, he placed a
long finger over her lips and shook his head.

“I’ll be right back.” After a brief kiss, he was gone.

Emma  paced,  extremely  curious  as  to  the  errand  and  the  sparkling
excitement she had seen in his eyes now far more blue than green. The
bond told her not a damn thing, which was extremely frustrating. Good
surprises were, of course, good, but the best thing about surprises was
solving them beforehand…

Within fifteen minutes he had returned. As he stood before the door to
his quarters, he paused in thought as he gazed at the small leather pouch
in his hand. Thanks to his vampire memory and some sheer luck that the
object was in this quadrant of the continent in the first  place, he had
found what he sought very quickly, but he didn’t want to rush one of the
most momentous occasions in his existence.

He had never before asked a woman to permanently Bond with him, and
he had never before asked a woman to Pledge with him. He was now
about to do both.

A large part  of him, admittedly the most fundamental,  instinct-driven
part, was loudly demanding that he not do this, that he not allow Emma
the opportunity to tell him no, but as much as he abhorred the very slight



risk, he knew he had to give her the choice. He could do no less by the
creature who had stolen his heart.

After  a  short  prayer  to  the  God  he  barely  remembered  and  a  deep,
stabilizing breath, he opened the door.

Emma was standing near one of the sofas,  her hand trailing over the
back of  it,  and looked up at  his  entry. Almost  instantly  he  appeared
before her, and stood deathly still as he gazed down into her eyes.

His  expression  took  her  breath  away.  His  gaze  was  at  once  more
powerful, more vulnerable, and more serious than she had ever seen, the
blue fire in his eyes shining as never before.

Without looking away, he took her smaller hand in his, turned her wrist
up, and lifted it to his nose. He closed his eyes then to savor her scent as
he quietly inhaled, then dropped to one knee.

He met her shocked gaze squarely, and, subconsciously, lightly stroked
her inner wrist with his thumb.

“Em, although you have in effect agreed to Bond and Pledge with me, I
realize that I have never asked if that is what you want. This decision,
these decisions, will affect the rest of your life, ma chérie, and should
not be made lightly. I would now give you the choice.”

As her  eyes filled  with  tears  and her  lower  lip  started  trembling,  he
almost  lost  his  voice,  but  managed to prevail.  The bond, the blessed
bond, told him of her joy.

“Emma, will you form a permanent, Final Bond with me? Once formed,
it is forever.”

Blinking  the  tears  from  her  eyes,  Emma  nodded,  then  said  with  a
surprisingly clear voice and a sniff, “Yes.”



As he had a final question to ask, he suppressed the ecstatic smile that
threatened to break through even as his heart was soaring.

“Will  you Pledge  with  me,  and rule  by  my  side  as  my  Bonded and
Pledged?”

Emma,  heart  pounding  and  vision  blurred  with  tears  of  joy  and  the
effects of Andre’s own near euphoria surging through the bond, nodded.
She hurriedly dashed the tears away and announced with a trembling
voice, “Yes!”

Andre rose and cupped her face with his hands, and slowly, reverently,
kissed his now formally pre-Pledged love. Long moments later he leaned
his forehead against hers, and sighed.

It was done; she had agreed.

He had given her a choice, and she had chosen him.

Suddenly impatient for her to wear the gift from his heart, he raised her
left  hand  and  removed  the  ring  for  protection  from  her  finger  and,
ignoring her gasp, immediately placed it upon the ring finger of her right
hand.

Quickly he opened the old leather pouch and poured the slightly more
ornate ring into the palm of his hand. He realized that he would probably
have to have it fitted to her finger, but he could wait no longer to give it
to her as a symbol of their promise to Bond and Pledge.

This  ring was also crafted of diamonds,  gold,  and a large ruby.  The
diamonds, flanking each side of a ruby larger than the nail of the finger
that  would  soon  wear  it,  sparkled  while  the  old  gold  of  the  band
provided the perfect muted background.  The fine, clean lines of the ring
from his heart gleamed as if in appreciation of its impending service.



Long  ago  and  far  away,  in  a  trade  route  village  in  the  Caucasus
Mountains considered ancient even then, the ring had caught his eye one
night, and on impulse he had purchased it for what he had thought a fair
price.

At the time he hadn’t known why he had felt the need to acquire such a
thing, but now he did.

He  lifted  her  left  hand  again  and  smoothed  his  thumb  across  the
currently bare area on her finger, then after a moment he lifted her hand
to his lips, and kissed where his ring would rest.

With sure movements he gladly slid his gift  home. Somehow, just as
with the other ring, it fit perfectly.  Their bond sang between them with
love, adoration, and a deep satisfaction.

He looked up into her beaming, tear-streaked face, then frowned.

“You’re not going to, um, swoon, are you?”

Chapter 42 



The blackness surrounding Emma slowly gave way to gray, then faded
as the pain in her head hit with the sudden force of a sledgehammer.
Something tickled the side of her face but when she tried to raise her
hand, she couldn’t immediately move it. That was odd…it was as though
her hands were…

Instinctively she stilled her efforts and concentrated on her surroundings.

According to the unforgiving hardness and the smell, she was lying on
the floor, and the floor was dank and moldy. Small furtive movements
proved that both her hands and her ankles were bound. She wasn’t sure,
but a slight wiggle made her think that her attackers might have used
duct tape. She fervently hoped that’s what they had used because several
months ago she had been aimlessly scrolling through a video site and
had stumbled upon an instructional piece detailing how someone could
potentially break the binding of duct tape in just this type of situation.
She doubted it would work, but at least it was a vague hope.

Further investigation proved that her mouth wasn’t taped, which struck
her  as  odd.  While  she  was grateful  for  that  small  mercy, it  stood to
reason that perhaps her captors hadn’t bothered because they knew no
one would be around to hear her calling for help.

Great.

Before she risked opening her eyes much less trying to move, however,
she  needed more  information,  even if  the  pounding in  her  head was
making  rational  thought  frustratingly  difficult.  Rising  fear  and  other
aches  and pains  were  making  themselves  uncomfortably  known,  too,
which wasn’t helping her concentration.

Emma inhaled and exhaled slowly and lightly, and tried to force herself
to  relax  as  best  she  could,  before  concentrating  on  listening  to  her



current environment. When she heard no obvious noises, she strained to
hear what she  could detect, but other than the faint, slow drip of what
she assumed must be water and the low hum of what could be a fan,
there were no other sounds.

That lack of sounds pricked her logic. New Orleans was in no way a
quiet city, so she had to have either been taken a good distance away,
been placed in a sound-proof room, or was in some sort of space below
ground level.

New Orleans was also a very wet city with a high water table and a
proclivity  toward  flooding…basements  were  extremely  rare,  but  the
dank fustiness of the air made her wonder.

Curious.

When further concentration proved that all seemed still and quiet, she
dared to barely open her eyes, and sighed. Naturally the room was pitch
black.

She blinked her eyes a few times as if that would magically enable her to
see better, then stared in a bit of shock when it actually seemed to work.
Several feet away lay a faintly glowing form…a human form tossed on
the floor in the same careless way she was.

The longer Emma stared, the more she could identify, and she gasped
when she realized she had been looking at Sookie. The blonde was on
her  back  and  judging  by  the  dark  lines  interrupting  that  faint  glow
around her hands on her chest and her feet from what she could see, she
was also bound.

Fuck.



While the room was dark, the faint glowing from her friend allowed her
to  see  by  the  lack  of  dark  outlines  between  them  that  the  space
separating their bodies was clear. Emma debated trying to move over to
be closer to Sookie. Her hands and feet were bound, true, but only to
each  other.  Despite  the  worsening  pain,  if  she  straightened  out
completely, with her core body strength and some momentum she should
be able to roll and shuffle over to her.

However, if the kidnappers returned and saw that she had moved, they
would know that she’d woke up, and it might be better to play dead, as it
were, for now.

Despite her need for the comfort of being near her bestie, she would
wait. The barely noticeable rise and fall of her hands on her chest proved
that Sookie was at least alive, and that reassurance would have to do for
the moment.

The aching in her head seemed to be getting worse, but before she gave
into it, she located that ‘different’ place in her mind where the bond was,
and concentrated on calling Andre as hard as she could. When all she
received was a muted sense of nothingness, she had to conclude that it
was still mid-afternoon.

Double fuck.

Well, it wasn’t as though he could rush out into the sunshine and save
her ass, but at least it hadn’t been all that long since she and Sookie had
been kidnapped. While that knowledge didn’t help much, it did help her
to calm the edges of the panic that threatened to rise.

Even better, she tried to convince herself, if it was still the same day, it
shouldn’t be  too long until Andre rose…a definite plus. The last time-
check she could remember was at around 2:30 pm, just after she and



Sookie had entered their favorite cafe and a little while before they had
gone to the restroom to freshen up after placing their orders.

Moreover…if it really was still the same day and if Andre was still in his
dayrest,  then they couldn’t have been taken too far given the lack of
travel time.

As  Emma  eased  around  trying  to  find  a  slightly  less  uncomfortable
position, she wondered what the guards were doing. Andre was going to
be pissed as fuck, but she hoped he didn’t take it out on them. It wasn’t
their fault that the restroom section of the cafe wasn’t safe.

Thinking back, all she could remember was coming out of the Ladies’
Restroom into the short hallway that lead from the main dining area to
the facilities and to a door at the end of the hall that, she guessed, led to
the back of the cafe…and then nothing until  she woke up.  From the
pounding in her head, someone must have hit her hard enough to knock
her out and cart her off through the back of the cafe, and from the aches
and pains in her body, they hadn’t handled her very carefully afterward,
either. She just hoped they’d been easier on Sookie.

Andre and Eric are going to be so pissed. 

The whole thing was quite exasperating, she thought with a grimace. She
and  Sookie  had  been  being  so  damn  careful,  never  going  anywhere
without  their  guards,  always  checking  twice  and  three  times  before
entering or leaving anywhere, always so cautious…

And now this.

Fuckin’ A, she thought as she squirmed around trying to find that elusive
less-uncomfortable position. The pledging and coronation are in a week
– there’s simply no time to deal with being kidnapped! 



Then her stomach grumbled sickeningly. Naturally they would be taken
before having a chance to eat, but at least that meant her bladder wasn’t
screaming yet. Some food on her stomach might have made the roiling
nausea from the headache less severe.

Instead of giving into the need for a good cry, she searched beyond the
increasing headache for her bond with her vampire, and called him again
with as much force as she could muster. Her thoughts  were growing
hazy but for some reason she decided to try calling to Eric on behalf of
Sookie who couldn’t. Emma had no idea if it would work or if Sookie
would mind, but in her desperation she had to try.

Her last  thoughts as  the darkness returned was that  she was sad that
Sookie couldn’t contact Eric herself, and she wondered whether the sun
had set yet. There’s no telling how long we’ve been here. Andre is going
to be so pissed…

•~•0•~•

Andre wasn’t pissed. He wasn’t livid. He was volcanic.

Emma hadn’t realized it but the first time she had nudged him through
the bond she had disturbed his downtime enough to fully waken him
with her second, more assertive, call.

Upon his unexpected return to consciousness, Andre was aware of three
things at once: it was earlier in the day than he normally rose; the bond
with his Emma revealed that she wasn’t in the Palace; and she had been
terrified when she had reached out to him.

He concentrated with all his strength on sensing her, and he could only
tell  that  she lived,  that  she hurt,  and that  she was to the west of the
Palace.



She hurt. 

The  familial  bond  between  himself,  his  Maker,  and  his  Brothers-by-
Turning was flooded with such rage that all three rose in shock from
their dayrest.

Within seconds Andre was dressed and en route to the main security
center, his phone to his ear as he called the guards who were meant to
prevent exactly this sort of thing.

If they weren’t dead already, they soon would be.

When he was joined by a  similarly  furious  Northman,  the  pit  of  his
stomach fell a bit further.

“None of the fucking guards are answering,” he snarled to the tall blond
as  they  strode  in  tandem.  Andre  ignored  the  bond-sent  queries  from
Sophie-Anne as he kept calling numbers for different guards.

As he slammed open the door to Security, he asked the Viking, “”Sookie
called you?” Andre hated to admit it, but he hoped that Sookie was with
Emma so that she wouldn’t be alone wherever the fuck she was. Plus if
she was conscious, she would be able to protect and tend to Emma who
obviously wasn’t.

The fucking sun was still fucking shining so there was no fucking way
he could fucking look for his fucking woman! The frustration was eating
him alive.

He dialed the were-maid’s number. She could…

“No,” Eric replied, his own snarls growing in intensity with worry and
confusion. “Emma did.”

Andre, poised to stand before a large bank of monitors, whipped around
to face the slightly older vampire.



“What?”

“I can’t sense Sookie beyond feeling that she still lives. Your Emma was
the one who woke me.”  Even through the vampire’s fury and fear over
his missing mate, Andre could hear and see Eric’s shock over such an
unprecedented event.

His heart sank even farther with the knowledge that Sookie couldn’t be
tending to Emma even as the truth behind Eric’s words fired through his
brain.

Only one’s bonded could access a bond.

Emma was in no way bonded with Eric, yet she had somehow…

Still holding the Northman’s intense gaze, Andre barked into the phone
as Tracy answered,  “Security. Now.”

Chapter 43 



Andre stared at Eric in shock while the Weres on detail silently shifted to
their secondary positions, thus leaving the primary station free for The
Boss, and quickly focused on the large screens before them.

It  was  impossible  for  anyone,  especially  a  human,  to  non-physically
contact a vampire to whom he or she wasn’t Bonded. It simply was not
possible. Hell, it was rare for a Bonded human to contact ‘their’ vampire
as the ability wasn’t necessarily automatic upon the exchange of blood.
However, the Northman would not lie about such things and he trusted
his Emma implicitly.

The mystery would have to wait, though – his Emma…

After clearing his head, Andre rapidly snarled at the on-duty Security
Chief to triangulate the GPS trackers on Emma and Sookie’s handbags
and phones. He had just ordered the Chief’s Second and Third to do the
same  with  the  missing  Were  guards’  last  known  coordinates  after
alerting all Palace security of the situation when the door to the Security
Center burst loudly from the wall.

Sigebert, with Wybert barely one step behind, heaved the door to the
Security Center open so hard that it flew off its hinges and crushed half
of the long conference table upon impact. Both hulking mountains, their
long  blond  hair  flowing  freely  and  with  their  swords  in  scabbards
secured about their waists, were clad in dark leather pants, boots, and
nothing else.

The massive twins had been abruptly wrested from their daysleep by the
volcanic  flood  of  their  Sibling’s  rage.  An  automatic  bond-check  of
Andre’s physical state had proven that he, himself, was in no danger,
therefore both had concluded that the threat must be to their Emma as
their Maker was also fine – nothing else save a threat to their Maker
could have caused such a response from their  normally dispassionate



brother-by-Turning, and She was nearby and harm-free. Both had sprung
into action, each unknowingly mirroring the other’s preparations albeit
in  different  quarters,  neither  pausing for  second thoughts,  shirts,  hair
ties, or feedings.

“What?” There was no mistaking the meaning behind Sigebert’s snarled
demand for information. The closer he got to his brother-by-Turning, the
stronger the feelings of staggering alarm and outrage had become.

Andre, fangs still descended, had instinctively crouched to spring at an
intruder when the door had been flung open, but relaxed minutely upon
recognizing Sigebert and Wybert.

“Emma and  Sookie…kidnapped,”  the  tall  blond  hissed  more  quickly
than a human could decipher. Icy wrath chilled his features. “Emma’s
hurt and unresponsive…but seems stationary.” He looked to Eric whose
own features were harshly defined in the same vein.

Sigebert’s sudden growl added to the tension.  The lust  for battle,  for
bloody retribution and victory, rose exponentially and not just between
the broders.

“Sookie is unconscious and also stationary.” The older vampire snarled,
just as restless as Andre as he paced the wall of screens.

“Who dares  to  harm our Emma and apparently  our  Sookie  as  well,”
demanded Queen Sophie-Anne as she, too, entered the Security Center
dressed in black military gear. A slight gasp from one of the Weres was
quickly smothered; the Queen had never appeared dressed thusly.

Her Child’s terror-tinged fury had slammed through their bond with such
force that a return to her daysleep would have been impossible even if
she had so desired. Naturally she had immediately checked her beloved
Child’s health, and had taken time to dress for the upcoming occasion,



whatever it might be, after determining that he was physically fine. The
problem,  she  correctly  deduced as  she  forewent  her  normal  wake-up
multi-feedings, must have to do with their darling Emma, but as there
was no tinge of grief or mourning coming from Andre, she knew there
was  still  time  to  don  the  black  combat  boots  she’d  not  yet  worn.
Whatever was going on, she trusted her Child to see to things whilst she
dressed accordingly.

It  had been by  far  too  long since  Her Majesty  had participated  in  a
mission,  she  thought  with  a  grim smile.  And,  if  her  deductions were
correct, a mission it would be. Emma was a member of her household, at
least until Andre finally accepted his new state and status next week, and
by the Armorican saints no one messed with her people be they vampire
or not! Following the tie with her Child, she had dressed and sped to the
Security Center far more quickly than she would admit.

Andre, and to a lesser extent Eric, didn’t bother questioning how Sophie-
Anne, Sigebert, or Wybert knew of the situation or where to meet. Eric
knew The Torturer’s formidable rage would have easily shattered their
dayrest and as members of the same blood line they could easily track
each other.

Everyone faced Andre as he spoke.

“Too damn many suspects to even guess,” he growled rapidly through
clenched jaws. “Far too many fucking whispers of who is against us but
no conclusive facts, not one damn thing of substance. Fuck, we’ve heard
that even the damn Dae are fucking pissy over a human being crowned
as my queen.”

“Fucking  Dae,”  rumbled Wybert  as  he  stood  guard  in  the  now open
doorway with his enormous sword unsheathed and balanced against the
jamb within easy reach.   Somewhat a better actor than his  broder, he



knew the value of at least appearing to be at ease, and resolutely tamped
down his inner seething over something happening to the little Emma…
or The Telepath. She was nice to him, too.

He allowed one hard tremor to rock his core, then forbade even his feet
to pace lest the barely-controlled violence contained in this one room
ignite. Every vampire present was well-old and well-powerful enough to
level the city. While that would be enjoyable, they needed to save Emma
and The Telepath first.

Then level the fucking city. His ensuing grin, gruesomely distorted with
anticipation, was not pleasant.

“Even the fucking Dae?” Sophie-Anne knew there were factions solidly
against allowing a human to be crowned a queen over vampires, but…
“What the fuck? Why wasn’t I told about this?” She didn’t trust the Dae
in any sense unless she’d bought their allegiance – something she had
done often as the Dae were famously loyal to cold hard gold – but what
the fuck did vampire politics have to do with foul, boorish demons?

Andre  rammed a  fist  through  the  reinforced  concrete  wall  then  held
deathly still as he once again attempted to feel Emma through their bond.
All held quiet in vain hope until with a furious snarl he began pacing and
cursing in a form of ancien Français only Sophie-Anne could decipher.

Wisely, Eric replied, albeit succinctly, “Our informers have only heard a
couple of whispers about the Dae, nothing of any value. We have  no
information,  not  one  fucking  thing,  with  enough  weight  to  act on.
Nothing!” He paused to feel for his Sookie, and then with a ground-
shaking roar slammed his own fist through the wall.

Pacing in increasing urgency, Andre was but a blur when Tracy, gasping
for breath from running so quickly, knocked on the wall beside the door-



less opening manned by Wybert,  who turned and glared at  the petite
intruder a moment before allowing her to enter.

Andre turned on his heel and blurred to the were-lynx.   “Which watch
did Emma wear today?”

Confused as to the situation but now even more concerned from the tight
intensity on her employer’s handsome face, she answered, “The one with
the rubies. It matched her bag.”

With her answer Andre darted to the nearest keyboard, fingers blurring
over the keys with his eyes trained on the screen.

Tracy moved over to Sophie-Anne and, with complete disregard for her
position  within  the  Palace  hierarchy,  quietly  asked  the  monarch,
“Where’s Emma…and Sookie?”

The badly-masked fear and rage in her Queen’s expression intensified.
“Missing.”

Tracy’s angry growl was joined by several others.

“Sir, their purses are…,” began the Security Chief on duty only to be cut
off by his boss.

“I’ve got her,” Andre interrupted with a triumphant snarl.

Everyone turned to stare as his screen displayed a quadrant of the city
map then began zooming in closer and closer until finally narrowing in
on an abandoned brewery to the west of the Palace.   Within seconds
Andre brought up a live satellite feed of the area, and in tandem he and
Eric  silently  dissected  and  memorized  everything  visible  about  the
location.

Sophie-Anne checked her watch. She had been out of her comfy bed for
all of nine minutes now…and the sun wasn’t due to set for hours.



Fuck. At least they had their emergency gear that was somewhat vaguely
protective  against  the  sun’s  rays  even  if  the  stiff  fabric  felt
uncomfortably like the armor it was. 

Tracy glared at the map as if it had done something wrong. As careful as
we’ve all been, as many precautions as we’ve all taken, and Emma and
Sookie had still been captured? She was pissed off and terrified for her
friends,  and  the  urge  to  shift  so  that  she  could  go  after  them  was
becoming harder to resist.

She was also familiar with a couple of the Weres assigned to their detail
and knew they wouldn’t leave their post unless something really, really
bad had happened. She huffed in frustration.

This was not looking good.

At Eric’s glare she shook her head, but added, “Believe it or not, there
are a couple of old tunnels under the city but to my knowledge they’re
not only not connected to each other, but you can’t get to them from here
– you’d have to go around – and that wouldn’t help considering the sun’s
position. And I’m not sure if any of those tunnels would even be near
that building, anyway. I know where it is, though. Can I go and…,” she
ended  in  a  rush  but  her  offer  was  abruptly  declined  by  a  surprising
source.

“No,” snapped Andre. “We don’t know what we’re facing yet.” It galled
him to negate the were’s painfully  inviting offer but  it  would be too
dangerous  at  this  point.  Weres  could  be  extremely  powerful  fighters
when  trained  well,  but  even  the  most  vicious  would  have  difficulty
defeating  a  half-dae  and  this  technically  untrained  chit  had  barely
entered adulthood. Besides, there were measures they could take so they
weren’t necessarily held hostage by the sun’s rays any longer.



Best to attack en masse…and we do have that mildly protective gear,
inefficient though it be… 

“True, but that’s part of the problem I can help with since I can track,”
she  bravely  pointed  out,  unintentionally  interrupting  Andre’s train  of
thought.  She  was  now  almost  quivering  with  the  need  to  shift  and
rescue. “I know what Emma and Sookie smell like, and I know what
vampires and even dae smell like; let me investigate. If I have to I’ll
even  promise  not  to  do anything  else.”  Her  reluctance  to  limit  her
involvement was obvious.

Andre’s face briefly contorted as he lost his internal battle, and he agreed
with  barely  a  second thought.  Despite  his  Maker’s surprisingly  good
fighting and political skills, his somewhat chauvinistic upbringing in the
human world had naturally carried over into his new life, and he was
reluctant  to  send  a  female  of  any  species  into  what  was  likely
considerable danger, but fuck, this was Emma…and Tracy deserves to be
allowed to do her part.

He stared at Tracy for a long second before ordering her to wait a minute
before suddenly turning to stare once again at  the clear image of the
front and one side of the building. The roof was much like any other and
would  have  been  an  excellent  entry  point  but  only  after  dark.
However…

Eric noted the path of the blond’s highly focused gaze, and nodded.

“The windows…”

“…are boarded.”

After trading a scarily intense glance with Eric, Andre grabbed a headset
from the com device near his hand. Eric blurred from the room.



The  Viking  couldn’t  stand  still  another  moment  –  the  wait,  the
uncertainty,  was  killing  him.  He  needed  his  Sookie  back  now!  Her
condition had not changed – she still  lived and she still  hadn’t  been
moved, but she hadn’t woke up, either.   The need to kill, to rend and
shred and destroy the bodies of his enemies burned through his veins.

Being locked in because of the fucking sun was lowering to his soul. His
beloved, his MATE, needed him!

When he realized that Andre had noticed the same thing he had, and at
the same time no less, was the first glimpse of hope he’d had this sunny
day from hell. The moment he realized Andre’s logical line of thought,
he knew he would need his sword, and was relieved beyond measure
that it rested well-hidden in his quarters in the Palace. Considering the
current threats and political situation, he and Andre had been sparring
with increasing regularity of late to both hone their skills and to provide
stress relief, and he fought best with his oldest and dearest weapon.

Old friend in hand, he blurred back to Security.

“Tony,  Rupert  –  Security.  Now.”  He  tossed  the  headset  aside  then
ordered his Chief to go to the well-equipped storage rooms and start
gathering sets of the emergency gear for the five vampires, then once
again turned to face Tracy.

Her  visible  worry  and  impatience  were  duly  noted…as  was  her
inexperience in these types of situations.   He hated sending an untried
soldier, especially one so young to his old eyes, into the unknown, but
then, recon was her offer, and recon was what they needed. She deserved
her chance to prove herself, and fuck it all, her help was needed.

With his arms crossed, his stance firm, and his voice hard as he stared
down at her, he ordered, “You will wait for Rupert. Do not shift until the



very last second. Were-lynxes are not a common sight; draw no attention
upon  yourself.  You  will  carry  a  com  badge  and  you  will  keep
communications open at all times, even growls and huffs while shifted
will count.” He turned to the image on the screen and indicated the back
parking area of a convenience store located diagonally across from the
defunct brewery. “Park there. It is where we will meet you should my
plan prove viable. Cross the street over here, and approach the structure
from this  side,”  he instructed as  he pointed out  the route  he thought
safest and the side of the building not visible on the screen.

He  faced  Tracy  once  again  and  glared  down at  her  to  reinforce  his
message. “Rupert knows the drill but you will take no chances. Your jobs
are to note all scents you encounter even if you don’t have a name for
them and to note all possible entrances and exits. Your com badge will
have auto-cam to capture what images your height  when shifted will
allow, so rise up on your back legs as often and as best you can. Circle
around the structure several times. We need to identify the best entrance
point. If you detect anything of importance, hide, shift back, and speak.
Understand? Yes or no.”

At the were-lynx’s surprisingly firm acquiescence, he turned to one of
the Weres and ordered two a/v com units  from the Security  Center’s
supply room and glared when Tracy interrupted.

“It needs to be on an elastic-type necklace or something like that so it’ll
stay on when I shift.” She was practically humming with impatience.
Andre tipped his head at Tracy in agreement and gestured to the Were
who then rushed to gather the necessary items.

That taken care of, he acknowledged Eric who had just returned with
sword in hand. Sigebert and Wybert growled in approval at the sight.
Sophie-Anne simply dialed up the Palace’s kitchen and snapped out an



order  for  25  bags  of  warmed  blood  to  be  delivered  to  the  Security
Center,  STAT. The  Queen was  determined that  she  and her  Children
would be well-fed before proceeding so willingly into danger.

Less than a minute later Tony and Rupert, already armed and en route
after  having been informed of  the  situation,  reported as  commanded.
Andre ordered Rupert to go with the were-lynx and, after receiving their
devices and minimal further instructions, they left.

As they were leaving, Andre informed Tony, “If their recon provides the
information I expect, you will select the largest, most reinforced of the
tinted SUVs and will  be driving us to that fucking brewery. Yes,” he
added at the Were’s expression, “in the fucking daylight. For now, plot
the fastest route.”

Andre  paced  as  he  thought,  his  eyes  continually  drawn  to  the  old
building now showing on the enormous screen. Even if Emma and the
telepath  truly  were  in  that  abandoned  brick  structure,  he  knew
realistically that they wouldn’t be there for long. He suspected that well
before the sun set their captors would return to move them to another
location  as  it  was  common  knowledge  among  the  state’s  vampire
population that the blonde shared a bond with the Northman, and that the
bond would allow him to track her.

Whether  or  not  his  bond  with  Emma  was  common  knowledge  was
irrelevant.

Whether  their  kidnapping  was  a  product  of  a  well-laid  plan  or  was
accidental luck on the part of those soon to be dead motherfuckers was
also irrelevant.

The only relevant fact was that he had to get his Emma back as soon as
fucking possible – far before that damn sun set.



Ignoring the curious stares and bond-pings from his Maker and Siblings,
he increased his pace as he mentally finalized his potential plans.

At his  disposal  was a  small  fleet  of  highly  customized SUVs whose
windows were tinted with the highest  possible grade of sun blocking
allowed by chemistry. Also at his disposal was a storeroom filled with
clothing  designed  to  be  worn  only  under  the  direst  of  daytime
emergencies when coffins were not an option. Through both chemistry
and metallurgy the fabric was imbued with a weak sunblocking ability –
powerful for humans but paltry at best for vampires.

The  research  used  to  craft  the  uncomfortable  fabric  was  still  in  the
primitive stages and the items were unwieldy at best, but together with
the SUVs’ protective tinting, it just might work if they could avoid direct
exposure en route both to and from the vehicles. Ostensibly the clothing
was designed to protect a vampire from full sun exposure but no one
wanted to test that theory if they didn’t have to. Until this night the gear
had been kept on hand solely in case of a dire daytime emergency.

Exit from the Palace wouldn’t be much of an issue. The driver could
simply pull into what the ladies – his heart clenched when he thought of
Emma but he forced his mind back into a logical  state – called “the
parking box” and the vampires would basically dive into the SUV.

An  unexpected noise near the open doorway caught his attention and he
turned  with  a  snarl.  Sophie-Anne  sent  a  blast  of  calming  emotion
through their connection as she blurred over to the wait-staff bringing
their  breakfast.  He deftly caught the warmed bag she tossed him, then
leaned back against a far wall to plot while he drank.

The problem was exiting the vehicle. The sat feed didn’t show the entire
building so he didn’t  have entry  logistics,  but  if  the  weres  found an
appropriate entryway, preferably covered with an awning or even a small



overhang,  they could realistically  exit  the  vehicle…he could kick the
door in…

Fuck. They could ram the damn thing through the fucking wall and exit
inside the fucking building. 

The problem was that all his plans hinged on whether the were-lynx and
the were-tiger scented proof that Emma and the telepath actually were in
the building.

Watches can be removed.

Chapter 44 

The headache was still thumping away when Emma came to a bit later,
and her body was starting to stiffen from contact with the hard, cool
floor. After a check proving that everything was as dark and virtually
silent as before, she had just started to wonder what had roused her when



the reason for her waking insistently  pinged at the bond again, and she
sent a weak blast of love tinged with fear to her Andre.

Almost  immediately  she  was  deluged  with  relief,  love,  worry,  and
somehow a ton of strength. Just before he ended the connection, he also
sent a burst of caution…and then another hit of love. The strength and
combination of the emotions he sent would have floored her had she not
already been on the floor.

Her Andre did nothing by halves, she thought wryly.

With  a  grimace  she  began  moving  as  best  she  could  to  increase
circulation and hopefully alleviate some of the accumulating soreness.
She didn’t know exactly what was going on, but common sense said that
being  as  prepared as  possible  was  her  better  bet.  As  she  flexed her
muscles, she searched the pitch-black room for Sookie, and sure enough
found her comforting glow in the same place as before. As far as she
could tell the blonde was still breathing but hadn’t moved at all.

Suddenly Emma felt something small wriggling against her back, and
with her hands bound  in the front of her body, there was no way she
could shoo whatever it was away.

Damn it! 

She  was  in  southern  Louisiana…there  was  no telling  what  kind  of
creature it was.

No, she thought with a cringe, there really wasn’t…

Fueled  by  anger  tinged  with  a  very  healthy  distaste  for  bugs,  she
searched her memory for anything that might help in this situation, then
set her jaw.



Never before had she been so glad to have wasted yet another afternoon
strolling through the internet as when she recalled the technique shown
by the guy in a video instructing viewers on how to pop a zip tie when
used as a handcuff. She wasn’t sure it was going to work but damn if she
wasn’t going to try.

The first attempt failed painfully.

The second attempt failed even more painfully.

Wrists and head now throbbing in synch, Emma leaned forward to rest
her head on her raised knees and resisted the strong temptation to throw
the kind of fit a frustrated toddler would enjoy.

That asshole in the video made it look so simple! 

The bond then flared to life as Andre sent her a hard burst of concerned
curiosity,  and  in  reply  she  sent  him  the  emotional  equivalent  of  a
grumph.  She  wasn’t  in  immediate  danger  of  anything  other  than
throwing a hissy fit and didn’t want to add to his worry, so she followed
it with frustration and a small, very small, hint of humor.

Very  quickly  thereafter  she  was  flooded  with  a  surge  of  soothing
strength which she absorbed gratefully. She shot him a burst of gratitude,
grit her teeth, and tried again.

Enough was enough. 

To her complete and utter amazement, that time it worked.

After swiping her back then violently flapping the back of her shirt, she
rubbed her wrists for a moment before bending down to check the zip tie
around her ankles. There was nothing she could do about that one, but
she sent Andre a small ping of victory anyway.



Undaunted, she patted the blackness of the floor beside her and upon
finding it  clear – filthy, but clear of potentially  harmful debris – she
slowly began edging her way over to Sookie.  She paused halfway to her
objective and listened closely into the darkness, then continued when she
heard nothing new.

When she finally reached Sookie’s side, she touched her arm and was
glad to feel warm skin beneath her palm. A closer look still didn’t reveal
any evidence of injury, so Emma figured Sookie had been hit over the
head, too.

Ouch.

She  paused  again  to  listen  for  anything  different  and  found  the
continuing silence oddly comforting. The only thing she wanted to hear
was her vampires coming to rescue them, and by her best guess it was
still several hours until dark.

Now that her wrists were free and she could twist the face of her watch
up, Emma pressed the little button on the side that shed barely enough
light to check the time, and then sighed.

The internal debate over whether or not to wake Sookie was fierce. If
her friend’s head hurt as badly as her own did, waking her up would do
her no kindness. However, if she could break her own zip tie and move
around to help get rid of that building soreness, then that would be a far
better option for whatever might happen next. Hell, she might even have
an idea about how to break the ankle tie.

A few gentle pats on her friend’s arm proved useless, so she scooted up
and felt under Sookie’s head to see if maybe she was hurt worse than she
appeared to be, and was very glad to find no evidence of sticky blood or
injury.



So, she thought,  Sookie’s out cold. Hell, I was, too, again, until Andre
roused me with the bond-thing. Maybe…maybe Eric… But how in the
hell can I get  Andre to get  Eric to nudge Sookie? It’s not as though
bonds can talk.

She rubbed her wrists as she considered the situation. The tie might be
gone  but  the  pain  wasn’t.  She  was  sure  that  the  big,  tall  blond  had
already tried to contact Sookie through their bond, unless maybe he was
still in his dayrest?

Considering the time, Eric really could still be asleep. Andre was up but
didn’t mean any of the other vampires were.

Her thoughts  then went  back to  what  had happened moments  before
she’d passed out.  Just before the world faded out she was sure she’d
somehow reached out not just to Andre but to Eric, too, only the memory
of how she did it was vague at best.  Hell, for all she knew she had only
imagined it.

What the fuck,  she thought with no small amount of frustration.  Just
because I can call Andre doesn’t mean I actually did the same with Eric,
but…but what if I could? It sure as hell wouldn’t hurt to try, right?

Emma tried once again to rouse Sookie, going as far as to lightly pat her
cheeks, but still with no results.

Fear steadily rising, she collected her thoughts and took the plunge she
wasn’t sure she knew how to make.

Come  on,  Eric, she  thought  strongly  to  herself  and,  she  hoped,  the
Northman, too,  while she kept shaking Sookie’s upper arm.  Wake up
Sookie the way Andre did me. Come on, Eric, nudge her…nudge her…
wake her up…come on, Eric, help me wake her up…



She made sure to send a burst  of slight worry followed by what she
hoped  was  a  burst  of  curiosity  but  was  sure  that  mainly  worried
frustration seeped through.

A  low  groan  eventually  interrupted  her  concentration,  and  she
immediately placed the cleaner back of her hand across Sookie’s mouth.
She leaned low to the glow that indicated her ear and whispered urgently
for her to be quiet before removing her hand.

“Shhh, quiet, Sook. We’ve been kidnapped. Nod if you’re ok?”

A moment later she saw her friend nod then open her eyes when she
tried to move her hands but couldn’t separate them. At Sookie’s sharp
intake of breath, Emma leaned back down to whisper very quietly into
her ear.

“Yeah, it’s pitch black in here but you’re an interesting shade of glow in
the dark, aren’t cha,” she commented in an attempt to keep her friend
from freaking out. “They must have hit us over the head because, I don’t
know about you, but when I woke up my head was throbbing.  Damn
thing still is, too.”

Her friend’s small grunt seemed to signify agreement.

“I’m  whispering  because  I’m  not  sure  if  there’s  any  sort  of  audio
surveillance set up in here, and no, I have no idea where we are other
than that time-wise they couldn’t have taken us very far. I highly suggest
you start moving around what little you can or you’re going to get sore
as shit from being on this damn filthy nasty cold-ass floor.”

“What time is it,” Sookie mumbled quietly as she slowly started flexing
her muscles.

“Daylight.”



“Shit.”

“Yeah.”

A few minutes later Sookie tried to sit up but fell back to the floor, and
thanked Emma when she helped her up.

“Why aren’t your hands bound,” she asked in a voice so low Emma
almost didn’t hear her.

“They were.  A while  back I  was bored and ended up getting lost  in
Youtubelandia and came across one of those “how to escape” vids. It
worked, believe it or not. Here, I’ll show ya,” she said as she stuck her
hands inches away from Sookie’s face in hopes the glow would reflect
off her hands enough that she could see.

Within seconds of the demonstration, Sookie had her hands free. Emma
decided she would be miffed about that later.

“Close your eyes,” the telepath ordered almost silently after rubbing her
wrists and flexing her muscles for a few minutes. A second after Emma
complied, a bright yellow light flashed behind her eyelids and she was
glad she’d listened. A second later another bright flash followed and she
felt her feet fall to each side.

“How the hell did you do that,” she hissed as she began rubbing her stiff
ankles.

“Magic,” came her droll reply as she did the same. “I’ll tell you lat…”
Her  whisper  stopped  as  they  both  heard  what  sounded  like  metal
grinding  against  metal  followed  by  a  shuffling  noise  some  distance
away.

A few frightening minutes later they heard a door slam and the screech
of something metal being dragged across concrete.



Low rumbling male voices echoed from the direction of the other noises
and both ladies barely breathed as they listened.

Emma  sent  a  burst  of  fear  to  Andre.  She  wasn’t  sure  what  he  was
planning or what he could do considering it was still daylight, but she
was certain he wasn’t sitting on his ass watching soaps.

The voices rose and fell in an irritating fashion, sometimes almost loud
and clear enough to discern words before abruptly lowering once again. 
From what  Emma and  Sookie  could  decipher,  they  were  waiting  on
someone to “show up” so they could “get busy”.

Emma leaned over at one and whispered, “Can you read them?”

“Yes and no,” Sookie growled quietly.  “There are three Dae, who I can’t
read, and two Weres who I can somewhat, and no, you don’t want to
know what the Weres are thinking or what they have planned for us.”

Emma gulped.  “That bad?”

“Worse.”

•~•0•~•

Andre tossed down the com headset and resumed pacing.  He had just
ordered a  troop of the Palace’s security Weres to assemble in vehicles at
the gate ready to leave immediately in case Emma and Sookie were,
indeed, in that old brewery.  Some part of his brain knew he and Eric,
not  to  mention  his  Maker  and  his  broders,  were  taking  highly
unnecessary risks by going after the women themselves, but he couldn’t
give a fuck.

These were their women and it was their right to avenge this insult, but
mostly it was their right to bring them home safely.

And to make these fuckers pay. 



A snarl escaped at the thought of feeling the bones of their kidnappers
crumbling in his hands, and that snarl was echoed by four other pissed
off vampires.

He wasn’t surprised that Sigebert and Wybert wanted in on this action,
and not just because both thick-muscled twins were warriors at heart; he
knew Emma meant something more to them than simply their sibling
vampire’s beloved possession to be protected.

What surprised him was his own Maker’s willingness to get her delicate
yet deadly little hands dirty.  He knew she had more than the average
vampire’s lust for blood and violence, but for the longest time now she
hadn’t bothered herself with such things –  that’s what he was for, she
would quip with a dash of false arrogance.   He knew that Emma meant
something more to her, too, but he didn’t think that was the whole story. 
Maybe she missed getting those delicately deadly little hands bloody? 
Her ass had been on that throne for quite a while.

Mentally shrugging, Andre turned his attention to the huge screen.

He and Eric, along with Sophie-Anne, Sigebert, and Wybert, kept their
focus trained on the sat feed and drained their warmed blood bags as
Rupert parked and Tracy exited the vehicle. As she waited for the light
to change at the street crossing, the ringing of Eric’s phone jarred the
already tense vampires’ nerves.

Eric took his eyes from the wide screen only long enough to verify the
caller, then watched the action unfold as he spoke with his concerned
Maker in North Carolina. Godric, he realized, would have been easily
pulled from his daysleep by the fear and fury bombarding him through
the bond with his Child.



As  Eric  spoke  quickly  with  his  Maker,  Andre  watched  as  Tracy
approached  the  building  where  he  had  indicated,  and  instructed  the
Security Chief to call up the camera she carried around her neck.   Once
up  on  the  neighboring  screen,  all  noted  when  the  camera’s  height
lowered, and ignored the slight bouncing as the were-lynx traveled.

The vampires barely noticed when several of the kitchen staff replaced
emptied blood bags with new ones so they could drink as they watched
the  screen.  They  could  hear  Tracy  snuffling,  the  camera  sometimes
swaying and bumping her chin when she would lower her head to sniff,
and followed her progress toward the back of the site as she made her
way down a  darkened  narrow trash-filled  alleyway  –  so  narrow that
sunlight  didn’t  filter  to  the  ground  –  between  the  old  brewery  and
another  large  brick  building.  The  camera,  bobbling  when  she  had to
jump over a couple of larger piles of garbage, proved that there were no
entries on that side of the building.

Tracy sounded two distinct attention-grabbing chuffs and slowly turned
left then right when she reached the back of the building – one of the
parts hidden from the sat feed because of the building’s angle. There was
a narrow street, empty but made of old broken asphalt with grass and
weeds growing through the broken clumps of paving, running directly
behind the row of old brick buildings…and there was a large old metal
door in the back of the brewery.

She quickly  approached what  appeared to  have at  one time been the
brewery’s primary loading area, only it was level with the surrounding
ground  instead  of  being  a  raised  platform.  She  leaned  forward  and
sniffed in several places, low rumbling growls escaping several times
confirming everyone’s suspicions. After apparently satisfying her nose,
she looked up then raised up slightly so that the vampires could get a



clear view of the door, then slowly looked left and right again before
heading to the unexplored other side of the building.

That tiny access road would soon be in afternoon shadow.

Andre swiftly ordered the sets of that protective clothing be placed near
the “parking box” exit.  Once a plan was made, they would be acting on
it immediately.  He sent another burst of strength to his Emma.

A moment later they saw a close-up view of dirty brick and the side of a
rusted  metal  Dempster  Dumpster.  They  then  watched  as  white  furry
front paws shifted into hands on the ground, and heard Tracy whisper
urgently that Emma and Sookie were definitely inside the building, and
that she smelled at least three Dae and two Weres.

Andre ordered the Security Chief to send the assembled Weres on to the
convenience store parking lot.  He wasn’t taking any chances with this
situation.

The camera bobbled as the hands transformed back into furry paws, and
she turned and quickly rose on her hind legs so that they could clearly
see the side of the building that had been partially visible on the sat feed.

She gave everyone one last good look at the narrow back street and the
large metal door as she retraced her steps to the cluttered ally, and Andre
kept his concentration split  between watching the screen and sending
Emma encouragement and strength.

Earlier, when in the midst of a storm of frustration she had sent him that
tiny burst of humor, he could have wept with relief. This situation was
wearing  on  him  far  more  strongly  than  he  would  admit,  but  the
knowledge that  his Emma was able to both feel  and send humor, no
matter how small the sending, provided him with just enough relief to



keep his head on straight.  He had no idea that he had been growling low
and harsh the entire time.

Once near the front of the ally Tracy stopped by her shed clothing and
huffed what was clearly a question at which point Andre ordered her to
shift back and return to the vehicle to await further instructions.

Meanwhile the Security Chief had brought a general map of that area up
on another screen and had plotted the shortest route from the Palace to
the nearest viable entrance to that old access road behind the brewery.
Andre donned a headset and ordered Tony  to familiarize himself with
the directions that were right then being downloaded to the navigation
system in the SUV.

Before Andre could break off the conversation, the were-tiger surprised
him by  stating  that  he  had  taken  Tracy’s suggestion,  routed  through
Rupert during their drive to the building, of covering all  sides of the
interior  with  light-blocking  material  since  the  window tinting  wasn’t
100% light-proof nor ray-proof no matter how dark it was.

“I know you’ve got guard back-up en route to the site, but I wish you
would just let us Weres deal with this shit since it’s fucking daylight,
man, but I get it.  I do.  I’ve taken the liberty of removing all the back
seating in this SUV so that you guys can jump in the vehicle without
having to deal with an obstacle course, so that should help.  I’m waiting
for y’all in the girls’ parking box with the back passenger door open and
waiting.  Now get your asses down here and lets go get our girls back.”

Andre heartily agreed and judging by the pacing and the chorus of snarls
and growls from everyone else, they were, too.

Earlier Eric had very quickly gotten off the phone with his Maker after
explaining the situation at vamp speed and asking him to notify Pam not



to call.  As with Andre, he had watched the screen with frighteningly
intense focus while unknowingly issuing his own low, rumbling growls. 
He had forced himself to quickly drain three bags of warmed blood but
after  ending  the  call  with  his  Maker,  his  attention  had  been  solely
focused on the screen.

When  Andre  had  finished  the  conversation  with  the  Were,  Eric  had
stopped pacing and headed toward the open entryway to leave, but he
suddenly  stopped  and all  eyes  focused  on  him as  he  turned  to  stare
intently at Andre.

“Emma,” he mouthed silently to the astonishment of the other vampires,
then closed his eyes and concentrated. He could sense that he was being
called, that Andre’s woman was somehow urging him to do something,
but he had no idea what. Logic dictated that if the woman needed to
communicate  something  she  would  be  sending  whatever  this  was  to
Andre through  their bond…but  since  she  wasn’t,  this  obviously  had
something to do with him.

But what could she be wanting him to do that Andre couldn’t?

Sookie. 

It  must  have  to  do  with  Sookie,  only  she wasn’t  responding  to  his
attempts  to  contact  her  through  their  own  bond.  Once  he  had
disconnected with his Maker earlier he had resumed trying to contact her
off and on but to his extreme frustration and worry he had yet to receive
a reply.  She was out cold.

According  to  the  were-lynx,  both  Sookie  and  Emma  were in  that
building, and he theorized that they were most likely being held in the
same area. If that were the case then unless they were blindfolded or
somehow otherwise unable to see each other, Emma should be able to



see and contact Sookie for herself…or not…maybe she couldn’t see her?
Maybe they were…or it could be…  The windows in the old building
were boarded up, and he wasn’t sure if it even had electricity now, so
unless Emma was some sort of supe she wouldn’t be able to see Sookie’s
fairy glow if they were in full dark.

Maybe that was it? Maybe she was just scared for her friend because she
couldn’t find her or see her?

The way Sookie felt through the bond suggested she remained firmly
unconscious…maybe Emma wasn’t able reach Sookie to wake her up?
Fuck, for all he knew Emma could be right beside Sookie and unable
wake her up.  He knew that Emma did care greatly for his Bonded and if
she were unable to wake Sookie, she would be extremely concerned…
and she was sending an uncomfortable amount of fearful urgency and…
and frustration?

While  keeping  his  eyes  closed  in  concentration,  Eric  asked  Andre,
“What do you sense from Emma?”

A  second  later  Andre  replied,  “Frustration…fear…worry…urgency.
What do you sense?”

“The  same.  And  nothing from  Sookie,”  he  snarled  with  worry. 
“Nothing.”

At the speed of one pissed off Viking vampire and with an extremely
loud roar he rammed his fist through the wall again.

And again.

No one batted an eye.  Wybert considered doing the same thing himself
and knew his twin felt the same.  This waiting was killing them both; he
could only imagine how it was affecting Andre and the Viking.



Sophie-Anne  wasn’t  unaffected  either.  Her  normally  ordered  and
contained thoughts were now swirling with the desire for vengeance and
retribution, the need to retrieve what was hers while feeling the blood of
her enemies dripping from her elbows.  She tried to mute the bonds with
her Children to little avail.

Excess  energy  spent,  Eric  composed  himself  into  utter  stillness  once
again and sent an extraordinarily strong mental roar to Sookie.  He kept
calling her, over and over again, until he finally, finally felt her muddled,
weak response, at which time the weird connection with Andre’s Emma
abruptly ended.

Once  the  connection  with  his  Bonded  was  reestablished,  he  quickly
ascertained that while she was in some pain, Sookie was in otherwise
good health.

Thank Odin. 

He then deluged her with as much love, strength, comfort, courage, and
assurance as he could possibly send.

Noting the unusually evident relief on Eric’s normally stoic face, Andre
asked, “She is well?”

At Eric’s nod, Andre gave up all pretense of patience.

It was damn well fucking time and past to go get his woman back.

Chapter 45 



It was a good thing Tony had chosen the most highly reinforced SUV in
the palace fleet because while they were still more than a GPS-affirmed
ten minutes away from their destination Andre and Eric received mutual
slams of strong fear and seething anger from their respective mates.

It  was also a good thing Tony, per Tracy’s suggestion,  had added an
additional layer of protection from the sun in the form of a thick tarp cut
into pieces and duct taped over the windows inside the back of the SUV
because the enclosed vampires were, in Tony’s opinion, flipping the fuck
out.

Except for the front seats, all seating in the elongated vehicle had either
been removed or folded down so that the entire back of the elongated
vehicle was now a flat cargo area, but even so there simply wasn’t room
for two tensed-up, snarling vampires, much less five.

He felt for the guys, he really did. He knew how he’d feel if his mate
had been kidnapped, well, if he had one, and from what he knew blood-
suckers  felt  things  even  more  fiercely  than  Weres  did.  He  didn’t
understand the Queen herself coming along, though, even if he knew
that she was friends with the Emma girl.

In all honesty he couldn’t blame them for coming out even while the
damn sun was still  shining,  either. He’d taken all  the  precautions  he
could think of to make the trip as safe for his charges as he could, too.
He’d have to make sure the Boss knew the tarp idea had been Tracy’s
genius at work – credit went where due in his mind.

He glanced down at the GPS screen again and cursed. According to the
device,  they  were  still  six  minutes  out  and  the  vehicle  was  already
vibrating from the growing and snarling in the back.

All the pretty electronic gadgets they’d brought had long been forgotten.



•~•0•~•

Emma stared in fear at the dark voids on Sookie’s glowing face that she
assumed were her eyes. They could hear movement, more screeching of
metal against metal, and the muffled voices were growing louder all too
quickly.

“…said to leave’em the fuck alone till they got here,” one gruff voice
ordered impatiently. He had an unusual accent that Emma couldn’t quite
place.

“I know, I know,” replied an obviously long-suffering other voice. “I jus’
wanna  see  what  they  look  like  what  with  the  trouble  we  had  to  go
through to get them and what all they’re worth.”

“They’re fangbanger whores, what do you think they look like?” This
new speaker had that same odd accent. Emma thought he sounded as
though he were sneering as he spoke. “And we didn’t ‘go through’ any
trouble at all; we lucked up on their asses at that cafe they tend to visit.”

“A two-fer,” snickered a different voice. “That was pure dumb luck!”

Emma  didn’t  appreciate  the  man’s  vocal  glee  or  the  ensuing  smug
sniggers of agreement from some of the other males. She startled when
Sookie’s hand touched hers, then held still as the blonde leaned over to
whisper.

“Stand up, then when they come in, you close your eyes as tight as you
can, but be ready to run.”

She nodded then suited action to agreement.

“Come on,” whined the long-suffering voice, now slightly closer. “I jus’
wanna  see’em.  I  didn’t  get  no  time  to  really  look  at’em  when  we



snagged’em and they must be real pretty to be worth the money even
we’re gettin’ paid. Hell, that telepath alone should bring a pretty price!”

Emma felt Sookie grab her hand, and she returned the hold hoping to
provide what comfort she could.

“I  know Blondie’s the telepath,  but  what’s that  other’n?  Besides,  we
gotta do it now before the rest of’em get here. It don’t take that long to
dump off a bunch of dead’uns.”

Accent  One  replied  tersely,  “The  other  one  is  the  future  King  of
Arkansas’ human whore. She’ll fetch a good price just for the novelty
value alone. And no.”

Accent Two chuckled nastily before joining the conversation. “I’ve been
told that some fanger will probably pay damn good money for her vamp-
fucking ass. Bitch won’t last a week not with how bad they hate the idea
of a human being their queen. Like he said,  ‘they’ll make her pay for
thinking she could rule her betters‘ and they’re not going to want to
smell your Were stench on her when they tear her up that first night,
either, so keep your damn paws off her.”

Emma felt distinctly ill and funneled all her fear and revulsion to Andre
through their  bond.  She held Sookie’s hand even tighter for her own
comfort now – this was not sounding so great.

•~•0•~•

Andre  felt  Emma’s  heightened  fear  and  without  his  Maker’s  and
Brother’s hands holding him down he would have lost  it.  Out of the
corner  of  his  eye  he  saw  Sigebert’s  huge  paw  on  the  Northman’s
shoulder and knew the other male was likely just as enraged.

Their snarls drowned all other sounds in the vehicle.



A glance at the GPS screen cued up on the one open tablet showed they
were  now  within  four  minutes  of  their  destination…  surely  in  their
protective  gear  he  and  the  Northman…  could  blur  that  far  without
sustaining…

“No,” Sophie-Anne commanded, both to Andre and Eric and to herself.
Emma’s fear had easily seeped through the familial bond Andre shared
with his Maker and Siblings, and she was hard-pressed to keep from
erupting through the protective confines of the SUV herself.

The  risk  to  her  beloved  progeny  was  too  great,  however. Instinctive
loathing of the sun’s killing rays kept her aware enough of the danger to
prevent such foolish if understandable actions.

Cloth, no matter how supposedly protective, did not overrule centuries
of ingrained caution. She was risking her Children and herself more than
enough by riding in a vehicle out in the damn afternoon sun as it was!

And, if worse did indeed come to worse, Andre could always Turn the
girl. She would be a very welcome addition to her little family. Fuck, she
would even Turn her herself if it came to that, and she knew of course
that Sigebert would do the same. It was time for him and for Wybert to
become Makers at any rate.

As if Andre would allow anyone but himself to Turn the girl unless the
situation truly warranted it.

Her grip on Andre and Eric’s shoulders tightened. That privilege should
by rights fall to Andre, anyway, if it came to that. She was his, and he
was hers. But nothing could happen if her beloved Children burned in
the late afternoon sun, damn it!

She checked the GPS screen. Three minutes…



•~•0•~•

Emma and Sookie listened with heightened senses as the voices kept
drawing ever nearer. Each grew more and more pissed off as they could
now clearly overhear their captors joking about the kind of ‘treatment’
they were likely to receive from whoever bought them for the highest
price.

The  misogynistic  suggestions  were  lewd,  cruel,  and  disgustingly
horrifying, and while many things were mentioned to an accompaniment
of crude laughter, no one gave any names of either the parties interested
in buying them or the parties responsible for the kidnapping.

By now Emma could feel that Andre was closer, and was almost dizzy
with the force of the love and strength he kept flooding her with through
their bond, and for that she was very thankful, but the longer she listened
to  the  assholes  somewhere  on  the  other  side  of  the  door,  the  more
frustrated she became.

Not one name had been spoken and they really needed that information.
She hoped Sookie was having better mental luck.

The  shrill  ringing  of  someone’s phone  pierced  the  low guffaws  and
snickers,  and  everyone  quietened  abruptly. Emma squeezed  her  eyes
shut and listened as closely as she could in hopes she’d hear a name.

“Yes,” Accent Two answered. A long minute later, he spoke again, “Of
course, sir. We’ll wait here.”

They  heard  the  sound  of  a  phone’s  button  being  pushed  and  were
shocked by how near their captors actually were.

“Come on. No sense standing around,” Accent Two ordered.



Both Emma and Sookie held their breath when it sounded as though the
footsteps were now heading away from them.

•~•0•~•

Knowing that the vampires in the back wouldn’t be able to see out of the
vehicle’s front,  Tony  announced  his  intentions  just  before  he  finally
turned  sharply  onto  the  small  backstreet  behind  the  antique  brewery
building.

The change in the vampires’ attitudes was instant and although he knew
he was safe, the hairs on the back of his neck still rose.

No longer  snarling  or  weaving  side  to  side,  no  longer  growling  and
shifting with barely-held tension, all five fell eerily still and quiet.

“Two vehicles, one car, one SUV, parked directly in front of the metal
door,” he reported.

Knowing  the  large  SUV’s  strongly  reinforced  capabilities,  Andre
ordered tersely, “Ram them the fuck out of the way.”

“Brace,”  Tony  cautioned  and,  just  before  impact,  all  five  vampires
grabbed their weapons of choice and braced themselves.

With a thunderous crash their vehicle rammed the side of the parked
SUV which in turn shoved the smaller car out of the way.

Almost  immediately  after  impact  Tony  quickly  reversed  several  feet,
threw  the  vehicle  back  into  drive,  then  with  the  angle  corrected  he
rammed directly into the old metal door.

The  door,  weakened  with  age  and  imperfect  construction,  gave  way
immediately. As it  flew quite a few feet  into the darkened room and
landed with a deafening clang, five battle-ready vampires clad in black
spilled from the back of the SUV.



As no one  was  in  the  first  large  space,  each vampire  followed their
senses and within seconds found the two Weres and the two Dae just
then standing up in the next room.

In  very  short  order  and  with  surprisingly  little  noise  considering  the
combined  fury  in  the  second  room,  Were  and  Dae  body  parts  were
severed and landing wetly against dingy walls and rusted pipes.

Arterial spray painted odd patterns on those dingy walls and moistened
the filthy floor, but no one noticed.

As Eric licked a splatter of mid-shifted dog from his mouth, he realized
that the blood of his enemies was, as always, delicious.

Andre refused to be rushed in the dismantling of his chosen foe. The
Dae, according to the slightly acidic stench of the fucker’s blood, fought
well, he would have to give him that, but after losing finger after finger
after thumb, the male’s hold on his dagger was inept at best.

Well that just wouldn’t do. 

Andre grew tired of the swordplay – he wanted his Emma in his arms,
and he wanted her there now.

Several thrusts and hacks later…

Poor thing. It was even harder to fight without arms. 

Just as Andre allowed his thirsty sword to relieve the man’s shoulders of
his head, from the corner of his eye he saw a very bright flash of light.

•~•0•~•

Emma and Sookie both jumped when they heard what sounded like a
loud  car  wreck somewhere  close  by, and  when what  sounded like  a



metal door flew from its hinges and landed, the painful ringing in their
ears took a moment to settle.

All that noise combined with what each could feel through their bond
with their vampire told them that the cavalry had indeed arrived.

Emma could have wept for joy and in fact chose to politely ignore the
sudden wetness in her eyes. She knew they weren’t saved yet, knew they
wouldn’t be safe until they were in the unharmed arms of their mates,
but damn things were finally looking better.

Still  clasping each other’s hand, neither dared utter a word in fear of
missing clues as to the action unfolding beyond the door of their prison.
Both could hear quite clearly the Queen’s shrieks of rage and Sigebert
and  Wybert’s beloved  battle  cries.  Unseen  by  Emma,  Sookie  smiled
privately  when  she  heard  something  Eric  yelled  that  the  brunette
couldn’t make out, but other than that, both were mildly surprised by
how little noise there actually was.

Granted it was three Dae and two Weres against five pissed off battle-
ready  vampires,  so  it  was  actually  a  bit  of  an  unfair  fight  for  the
upcoming losers,  so  maybe that  accounted for  the  lack  of  prolonged
battle sounds.

Suddenly  the door to  their  prison was wrenched open and faint  light
entered the room. One figure stood in the open doorway for a moment
before he began running toward them.

It wasn’t anyone either woman knew.

Instinctively  Sookie  raised  her  right  hand,  her  left  still  clutching
Emma’s, and shot a blast of hot white light at the intruder.



Emma remembered the previous caution so upon seeing Sookie raise her
arm she squeezed her eyes shut. Almost instantly thereafter she smelled
what she would have sworn was burnt putrid smokehouse barbecue.

For a brief moment everything was eerily silent.

“Can I open my eyes now?” Emma figured it would pay to ask.

“Yeah, he’s gone.” The almost smug satisfaction in Sookie’s voice was
well deserved.

Immediately thereafter the ladies were swarmed by five bloody vampires
and far more slowly by three clean Weres who were, thankfully, on their
side.

Her breathing slightly hindered by the strength of the arms now holding
her to a rock-hard chest, Emma gladly ‘suffered’ and returned Andre’s
relieved, joyful hug.

The long, hot kiss that followed was politely ignored by the others, as
was the equally passionate embrace between Eric and Sookie.

Sophie-Anne looked on proudly  as  Andre  then loosened  his  hold  on
Emma so  that  he  could  perform a  vampire  ritual  as  old  as  the  first
vampire ever created. Emma, for her part, stood patiently still as Andre
ran slightly trembling hands down her body from the top of her head to
the tops of her feet, and back up again.

She refused to look over at Sookie who was receiving the same vampire
version  of  a  check-up  from  a  similarly  relieved  Eric  for  fear  of
succumbing to a case of stress-relief giggles.

Eventually satisfied that his mate truly was fine, Andre once again took
his woman in his bloody victorious arms. and viciously fought the desire
to weep tears of relief.



Knowing that his bloodlust was only minutes away from overcoming his
common sense, he instructed everyone to return to the vehicle.

Once everyone was safely inside the SUV and they were on the road,
Andre,  with  his  Emma  firmly  ensconced  on  his  lap,  was  overheard
whispering, “I really don’t like waking up without you, Em.”

Chapter 46 



When Emma woke the next afternoon she was more thankful than ever
for the healing powers and other benefits of vampire blood, the taste of
which  still  lingered  rather  sensuously  in  her  mouth.  Andre  had
somehow held back from succumbing to his bloodlust  until  they had
reached – at considerable speed – the privacy of their quarters, but after
that, all bets were deliciously off.

She  dreaded  seeing  how  far  the  remains  of  their  clothing  had  been
scattered…and if they’d broken anything else.

The stress of his worry combined with the residual effects from the too-
short fight mixed with a large case of his usual insatiable appetites meant
that her satisfaction had lasted from late yesterday afternoon until a little
while after the sun had risen that morning.

With a smile as she entered the shower she thought back to how she had
lost count of the orgasms almost immediately.  One didn’t tend to do a
lot  of  thinking when  they  had  their  arms  filled  with  a  huge  single-
minded vampire intent on all-things-sensual.

He had held himself back as best he could, commendably so given his
incredible strength and the force of his lusts, and while she’d of course
appreciated his consideration for her human frailty, she had despised the
needed for such restraint.

Andre deserved to be able to let himself go, to be free to grab and thrust
and hold and pound as hard as he wanted to without fear of hurting her,
and Emma couldn’t wait to be able to give him that.  She adored the
gentle  times  she  had  with  him,  the  slow sweet  explorations  of  each
other’s body, their  tastes  and  textures,  the  soft  catches  and  sighs  of
breath as certain spots were mapped in exquisite detail with soft fingers
and tongues…there was much to be said for the slow-hand approach…
but sometimes maybe she wanted a good, hard fuck, too, and as things



were, given her human condition and Andre’s fear of hurting her in his
enthusiasm…

Somehow, though, they still needed a new mattress.

And a new bed.

Emma finished her shower quickly and was soon downing her coffee as
she searched out and collected the shreds of fabric in the main room. She
knew it wouldn’t be long before either Sookie arrived for some gossip
time  or  Tracy  arrived  with  some  food.  Her  stomach  rumbled  in
anticipation as she’d worked up an incredible appetite.

Food. 

For food… 

Fortunately for all concerned the were-lynx arrived soon thereafter with
a hearty breakfast. Emma saw that there was easily enough to feed a
party of six hungry teenage’d boys and laughed even as her stomached
snarled in appreciation of the luscious aromas of a meat- and carb-heavy
buffet.

Tracy  had  cocked  a  knowing  brow  at  the  short  brunette  who  had
immediately shrugged, laughed, and grabbed a plate, and just that fast
their friendship was back on track.

Emma, knowing that the other lady’s were-senses would most certainly
have detected the previous evening’s goings-on, had given a very short
thought about being mortified, but had mentally shrugged as she loaded
her plate with bacon, sausage, toast, another rasher of bacon… She was
now almost the vampire equivalent of an old married lady, and it wasn’t
as though Tracy hadn’t likely received the same sort of “welcome” from
Rasul.



Besides, Andre was damn good in the sack…and on the pre-shredded
mattress after the bed had broken.

And with a certain blue scarf.

Bless the little blue scarves of the world… 

She wondered if they came in bulk…

Tracy,  meanwhile,  wisely  hid  her  smirk  when  Emma  had  started
blushing  as  she  ate.  To  her  sensitive  nose  the  room  reeked  of
vampire/human sexcapades, but as her human…humanesque?…charge
seemed to be in perfect physical and emotional health, none of it was her
concern. She was simply glad that Emma was home, hale, and happy.

Plus she had enjoyed her own beautifully thorough attentions from Rasul
upon her  return home.  When she had returned to  the Palace,  he had
taken one look at the returning team hyped up and wearing the blood of
their enemy, snarled viciously, and tossed her over his shoulder. He had
blurred  them  to  his  quarters,  placed  her  gently  on  her  feet,  and
proceeded to give her one of the most thorough vamp-style check-ups of
her life.

It hadn’t mattered that she had been completely unbloodied – she had
carried foreign scents and had arrived in the presence of ones who had
recently fought.  It had raised the hair on the back of his neck and set his
fangs on edge.

Once satisfied that she had been in no way injured – or even bruised for
that matter – he had backed her against the wall and kissed her insanely
senseless for quite a few minutes…before the questions started.

Initially he had been almost frighteningly angry and had fully intended
to go after Andre for putting her in such a risky situation, but once she



had  explained  how  she  had  volunteered  and  how  helpful  her
involvement had been, he had become…even angrier.

His quarters had suffered the brunt of his rage and would need to be
entirely redecorated after the walls were repaired, but he had never once
even came close to placing an angry hand on her person.

She who had grown up hearing of abuse happening so often in the were
community that she’d almost believed for a while that it was a normal
thing, had been amazed.  The force of his anger over the mere potential
of harm coming to her had been a fearsome thing to witness, though.

At one point the fear must have shown on her face because Rasul had
stopped  and  stilled  so  quickly  it  had been  almost  eerie,  then  with  a
shudder he had walked slowly over to where she had remained standing
against the wall, and placed his hands so very lightly on her cheeks.

After a deep breath he had spoken so softly, “Trace, I am angry, very
angry, that you were in such a dangerous situation, that you took such
risks  upon  yourself.  But  I  am also  proud  of  your  courage  and  your
bravery, of the care you hold for those you call friend. This is a thing I
must deal with, a thing that I do not have to like but must accept as being
a part of your nature. I will not ask you to never put yourself in such
danger  again,  but  I  will  ask  that  you  take  every  possible  precaution
should you feel the need to do so again, and I will ask you to remember
to  consider  me,  to  consider  how  I  would  feel,  if  something  should
happen to you.”

Gazing down at  the breakfast  plate in her hands, her own eyes grew
moist as she remembered the growing redness in his own.



He had then kissed each eyelid and solemnly stated with his forehead
leaning against hers, “I could survive without you, my love, but I would
not want to. Please, no more unnecessary risks with my heart, yes?”

No more words were spoken between them until the daylight hour lulled
the one to sleep.

She  had  slowly  come  to  earlier  that  afternoon  to  find  a  tastefully
extravagant, obviously antique ring on her fourth finger.

Emma, not always being the sharpest pencil in the box until after her
second cup of coffee, only noticed the new addition to Tracy’s hand half-
way through her third cup.

Her repeated squeals as she pointed at the finger in question should have
disturbed Andre.

“WHEN DID THAT HAPPEN?”

Tracy, as pleased with Emma’s reaction as any newly affianced person
could  be,  attempted  a  sedate  smile  before  finally  grinning  brightly
enough to light up the room.

“Last night,” she said with a slight giggle she would never admit to. “I
guess,” she added with a shrug. “I woke up this afternoon with it on my
finger. He must have slipped it on after I went to sleep.”

“Awww!! That’s so romantic!”

Emma meanwhile had placed her cup on the table and gotten up to circle
the table to hug her friend, and it was during the ensuing excitement that
Sookie knocked on the door.

Tracy – with a cautionary glare at Emma to not answer the door – rose
and let her in, and Sookie was quickly told, albeit more “squealingly
informed”, about the happy news by her hostess, and in short order all



three  were  chirping  away  with  potential,  and  generally  outlandish,
wedding  and/or  pledging  plans.  As  no  one  was  certain  at  that  point
which it would be, all plans were briefly considered.

As  the  afternoon  slowly  progressed  the  vast  amount  of  food,  kept
appealing on warming units, and many cups of coffee were eventually
consumed  by  the  three  hungry  and  understandably  somewhat  tired
women.  Emma was  determined  to  be  present  when  Andre  rose,  and
Sookie and Tracy apparently had the same idea for their own vampires,
so it was easy for Emma to bid them goodbye until later that evening…if
they didn’t all decide to remain sequestered for the night…

With  a  sense  of  coming  home,  Emma  undressed  and  slid  under  the
covers beside her still resting Andre on the remains of the mattress now
resting on the floor.

As she stroked her hand slowly over his well-defined chest, she thought
back to what she could remember of the night before. The first time had
been  against  the  wall  beside  the  door  slammed shut  mere  moments
before.  They  had  still  been  partially  dressed  then,  if  she  recalled
correctly, but just afterward she had definitely been naked when he had
bent her over the arm of the sofa.

As hard as he had tried to temper the force of his movements,  if  he
hadn’t nipped a gash in his finger and applied his blood directly to a
rather delicate place immediately thereafter, the next half-dozen, give or
take a few more, times wouldn’t have been nearly as…deeply satisfying.

She  figured  he  must  have  been  monitoring  her  through  their  bond
because the instant the burning and slight throbbing had ceased, he had
taken her against the wall again.



With  a  smirk  as  she  circled  his  navel  she  considered  his  seeming
fascination with walls the previous evening.

After that he had stopped long enough to ask her how she was, his gruff
voice and slightly trembling hand as he stroked her hair from her flushed
face showing what the deliberate consideration was costing his restraint.
Once she had assured him that she was fine, he with a feral grin had
hefted her over his shoulder and then tossed her on their bed.

He had left the lights in the bedroom turned off and with the door then
closed the room was in  full  dark,  so when he had disappeared for  a
moment she wasn’t sure what he was doing. She had felt the air move
with his return, but when he had suddenly raised her hands above her
head and she’d felt the silky slither of soft fabric trailing up her stomach
and across her nipples before being wound rather  loosely around her
wrists, she at first had been surprised…and then scorchingly aroused.

Andre  had  obviously  sensed  how  much  his  unexpected  actions  had
turned her on for he had laughed low and deep at her reaction before
drifting  his  long  fingers  down to  stroke  the  moist  sensitive  softness
between her legs.

“I’ve  wanted  to  have  you  at  my  mercy  for  so  long  but  there  never
seemed  to  be  time,”  he’d  whispered  huskily,  his  breath  making  her
shiver as it tickled the sensitive shell of her ear. “I’ll not wait another
night to do the things I want with you.”

That time was something they couldn’t depend upon having had been
left unspoken.

She had felt the air move again and he was then suddenly at her feet
smoothing his strong hands up the insides of her calves, then lifting and



bending her legs to widely spread her thighs, then his large body had
appeared between her parted legs…he was on his knees?

She’d felt the delicate fluttering of a fingertip…no, the tip of his tongue
as he teased the outer edges of her clit after he’d so gently parted her lips
to  expose  the  nub.  For  long  hours…minutes…he’d  kept  her  poised
beautifully shy of the untenable edge of orgasm, using the bond to know
well before it became too much, too sensually painful. He would back
off  and  soothe  the  fires  then  dip  his  head  once  again,  his  long  hair
tickling her thighs and stomach as he would tease and taste with the tip
of his tongue…over and over…the fiery assault both overwhelming and
just perfectly enough.

Finally and without warning, he’d leaned back and abruptly plunged first
one then two long fingers into her wet, swollen depths, thrusting harder
and faster, again and again. She could have sworn he was watching her
face, watching her moan and gasp and thrash about, watching for the
perfect moment to start circling her clit with his thumb, reaching out at
lightening speed to brush away the loose hair clinging to her face from
her now-frantic writhing.

Somehow in the full dark she knew he watched her cum, watched her
face when her body bucked and stiffed and bowed as she crested then
rode hard and fast on his still-thrusting fingers.

Without pause he exchanged his cock for his fingers while maintaining
the harshly demanding rhythm, his hands now lifting her hips while her
hands were still bound loosely to the headboard.

Her voice now hoarse from so many cries of pleasure had chanted his
name in breathless cadence as his grunts and deep snarls of lust being
matched filled the dark room.



Once she came yet again, in a blur he had flipped her over with firm
hands so that her knees, forearms, and damp forehead now rested on the
jostling mattress, and he plunged back into her still-throbbing depths as
he neither slowed nor gentled the movement of his hips.

In time he had released his grip on her hips to lean forward, covering
her, to grasp the banging headboard. To her almost delirious shock he
had then increased both the speed and the power of his thrusts, and she
vaguely remembered a bitten wrist suddenly sliding between her parted
lips.

She’d drunk heartily, thirstily, with a primal urge she didn’t bother trying
to understand, and the powerful suction of her lips on his wrist must
have sorely tested what was left of Andre’s immense restraint.

Emma  blinked  as  she  looked  down  at  his  hard,  muscular  body  and
avoided  the  temptation  to  play  with  his  cock  as  it  thickened  in  his
dayrest.  With a wry smile she  moved her hand back up to trace patterns
over and between his nipples. She remembered feeling his fangs sliding
into her skin, then remembered coming to…waking up…whichever…to
the feeling of him once again tending with a bloody finger to a certain
area of her body.

The contrition combined with the still-scalding need flowing through the
bond had been overwhelming.

She had never felt him so…passionately, so clearly, before.

She had smiled with the realization.

Then she’d realized that the light was on and that they were on the…
floor?

With a laugh she’d asked, “So now we need another bed?”



He’d raised eyes flaming with warring need and apology to meet her
gaze, and shrugged.

“Looks that way.”

Emma suddenly realized that, lost in the conflicting emotions and needs
raging through his body, Andre hadn’t yet realized the newest strength of
their bond, but decided not to broach the point with him yet. There was
nothing to worry about, and considering both the healing and arousing
properties of his old blood, why waste a seriously good position?

She’d shifted her hips to slide his finger in deeper, and quirked a brow at
his suddenly surprised expression.

A pointed glance down at his still-hard cock followed by an also pointed
waggling of her brows had brought forth that grin she loved so much yet
saw so seldom, and all she truly if vaguely remembered from the rest of
the night was how her mouth on his cock had apparently contributed to
the final death of yet another mattress.

Humm…she thought as she eyed that same cock now in the same turgid
condition. His pebbled nipples had apparently thoroughly enjoyed her
teasing fingertips and had spoken with that other part of his anatomy.  As
much as she would have enjoyed tonguing and sucking on his nipples…

Well, the mattress can’t get much more ruined than it already is… 

As Andre awoke in the metaphorical blink of an eye, after running his
usual instinctive check of his surroundings his first impression afterward
was one of, oddly enough, peace.

Unbeknownst  to  Emma  he  had  always  somewhat had  the  ability  to
awaken  without  her  sensing  it  through  the  bond,  and  with  a  small



amount of practice he had been able to virtually perfect that valuable,
stealthy skill.

Although it happened far less often these nights than he would like, he
would sometimes spend half an hour or more resting still by her side
simply to bask in the fact that he had someone to willingly share their
warmth with him, someone who not only loved him but whose love he
returned…a love he returned far more deeply than he’d ever thought
possible, much less logical.

…whether he’d initially wanted to or not.

He’d finally come to the conclusion at some point or other that he didn’t
actually mind loving her, that despite the emotional and mental chaos
she’d brought into his unlife he’d never felt  more at  peace before in
either of his lives. He still wasn’t sure if he trusted it all, not really, as
sometimes it felt far too good to be true, but he was more than willing to
accept it – to welcome it – for as long as she would have him.

Dam’d if he was willing to let her go, though. 

As her fingers lightly trailed over his chest, he soothed his emotionally
ruffled feathers with the knowledge that at least she didn’t seem in any
hurry to flee from the dangers of the vampire world.

Like any normal, intelligent person would. 

He felt as though he should be glaring at himself for allowing his brain
to think such thoughts…even if they were true.

His mood crashed.

Yesterday could have ended so very differently…as could the ensuing
night. His world was a rough, cruel, often heartless place, and while he
was never cruel or heartless with her, not ever with her, he was rough.



He had been more than rough, and he admitted with self-loathing that he
would probably be rough with her again at some point in their future
together.

While he was always as gently considerate of her has he could force
himself to be, bloodlust was a given in a vampire’s existence.

The  fact  he’d  had  to  stop  and  heal  her  three  different  times  was
terrifying proof of that violent passion simmering so close to the surface.
With  the  use  of  his  fingers  and  tongue,  his  cock,  and  the  arousing
qualities of his blood and bond he’d been able to bring her to climax
well  over  14  times,  he  rationalized  with  a  tinge  of  well-earned
arrogance, but he’d also needed to depend on that same blood’s healing
powers to tend to her health, and that bothered him on a fundamental
level.

Fucking hell. 

That he could, and did however slightly in the scheme of things, hurt her
during their intimacy horrified him.

His stomach roiled sickeningly for a moment.  He wasn’t like that.  He
didn’t cause women pain just to get his fucking balls off.

Sure,  he  loved  causing  retributive  pain  to  the  deserving;  that  was  a
given.  Torturing and carving his own brand of justice into their flesh
and bones provided such a deeply grounding satisfaction that he should
probably consider thinking about if he gave a damn.

But to hurt his Emma…no.  Never.  Not on purpose and sure as fuck not
during sex.

In the past he had never particularly cared enough about a fuck to bother
being anything near “gentle” or “considerate”. Sure, he hadn’t ever gone



into a liaison with the intention of hurting the other person unless that’s
what the idiot wanted, but those encounters had always left him feeling a
bit soiled and empty.

He was not the kind of man who actually took erotic pleasure in hurting
anyone,  and had no respect for the functionally incompetent assholes
who did. The only reason he’d ever gotten so briefly involved in that
ludicrous “training” program was because his reputation was far more
effective  in  providing  those  women  with  the  so-called  “skills”  and
“endurance” they’d decided they wanted for whatever fucked-up reason
than any physical pain or threats ever could.

The ability to petrify with a glare wasn’t wasted on him although why
any sane woman would want to be physically and emotionally abused
was beyond him.

He barely caught his snort of slightly-frightened amusement when he
thought of what Emma’s likely reaction to being called those fucked-up
degrading  insults.  Somehow he  was  well  over  one  hundred  percent
certain that being called “filthy little whore” or “daddy’s dirty little slut”
would  result  in  much  blood  loss  –  his  –  and that  his  precious  cock
wouldn’t survive that night.

He was hard-pressed to keep from cupping himself protectively.

When Emma’s meandering fingers seemed to read his mind and headed
in that direction, he strongly stifled his body’s reaction and was almost
successful in his attempt to keep his cock at half-mast. He wasn’t ready
to have this sweetly peaceful down-time with his Em disturbed; please…
not yet.

The luxury of spending this sheltered time alone with her was too rare,
too precious, to rush. The slow, lazy stroking of her fingertips over his



body was somehow both comforting and lulling, and he’d kill to keep it
going.

As her fingers trailed back up to his chest, he motionlessly relaxed and
recalled his vow from the afternoon before when he’s sworn to never
waste  another  opportunity  with  her.  During  the  frantic  chaos  before
leaving  to  reclaim his  mate,  he  had  decided  that  their  time  together
would come before all else, that their time together deserved far more
importance than previously given.

She was his entire world and all that he had, all that he was, all that he
could have and would be, was hers.   Security would of course have to
come first, but if he or she wanted to do something together, then that is
what would happen.

If he wanted to spend the afternoon and most of the evening lazing in
bed with his woman by his side and if  she were willing,  that’s what
they’d do.

If when times were a bit safer she wanted to do that fucking “go out to
eat” thing she seemed to like so much, that’s what they’d do.

If she wanted to visit Denmark or Croatia or, hell, New Zealand or some
other  such  sunshiny  place  once  they  were  settled  into  their  new
kingdom, on the spur of the moment or not, that’s what they’d do.

If she decided she detested the royal estate he was having prepared for
them in Arkansas and wanted him to demolish the place by hand and
have it rebuilt to her exact specifications, that’s what they’d do.

If he wanted to tie her wrists to the headboard with that fantastic blue
scarf and if she were willing, that’s what they’d do.



He fought and barely won against the smug grin threatening to curve his
lips.  He’d only been wanting to return that favor since she’d surprised
him that time…and he’d never admit to another soul that he felt a little
like strutting around the Palace bragging to all who would hear about
how he’d finally gotten to perform that sweet deed…with interest…  Her
taste…so  delicate…so  exquisite…those  moans…the  darkness  freeing
her expressions from that innate reserve…and when he’d watched and
memorized every detail as she’d cum so, so hard…

Unfortunately his cock remembered doing exactly that the night before
and waived adieu to being only half-mast…

A brief peep through the bond brought him two shocks. Not only was
she  becoming  almost  as  aroused  as  he  was,  which  was  shocking
considering their activities from only hours ago, but the feelings he was
reading through the bond were crystal…fucking…clear…

Almost instantly and with total clarity he recalled taking her from behind
with her face and forearms resting against  the mattress  he’d at  some
point thereafter shredded, and at  that  same moment he felt  her warm
hand wrap around his now-throbbing cock.

When he felt  her comparatively hot and delightfully wet mouth close
over the head of that cock, he knew his ruse was over because his fangs
snicked down rather loudly.

“Good  morning,”  his  Emma  mumbled  around  the  tip  in  her  mouth
before applying a good, hard suck complete with a tongue lave, and his
eyes rolled back in his head.

Good morning indeed. 



Chapter 47 

Hours later a remarkably relaxed group of people had gathered in the
main room of Andre and Emma’s quarters.



As he  looked  around  at  the  uninvited  guests  who always  seemed to
congregate  in  his  space  now  that  he  shared  it  with  Emma,  he  felt
strangely loathe to run them off with a well-timed glare. The important
topics hadn’t yet been broached, and besides, for the moment everyone
seemed content to talk among themselves. Their relief that the rescue
had been successful and without friendly casualties was obvious, and it
seemed the vampires had indulgently enjoyed the sight of their mortal
females enjoying a large meal together.

While the air still reeked from the human foods, the fact that Emma now
sat on his lap with the nape of her neck near his nose soothed Andre
considerably. He inhaled and softly purred in pleasure, and enjoyed the
warmth he felt when she sent him a burst of her own satisfaction with
the arrangement.

As he lightly  glanced over  the  people  gathered –  yet  again –  in  his
private main room, with more than a little surprise he realized that the
amused tolerance, acceptance, and yes, peculiar warmth he felt wasn’t
solely because of the sweet, soft body on his lap.

He  had  never  seen  the  point  of  useless  conversation,  never  had  the
patience for such a waste of time, but something about this gathering
seemed  different.  Truly,  the  conversations  floating  around  at  that
moment were meaningless, just useless bits of nothingness that changed
no tides for the future nor brought no new understandings of the past.
Such harmless bits  of nattering had never held any use to him, were
usually lethally annoying unless he was trying to gather information, and
honestly  a  well-aimed whip or  bit  of  melted  silver  were much more
effective.

Instead of feeling impatient,  he felt  oddly relaxed.  The people in the
room weren’t seeking his expertise nor were they pandering, and while



his vampire family did rely on his particular skill sets, he knew he could
rely upon theirs as well, so that had never been an issue. However, it felt
strange knowing the same could be said of the non-familials in the room.

If in the past he had been somehow forced – he scoffed silently at the
mere thought – to admit it, he would have grudgingly included Rasul in
his  miniscule  circle  of  friends.  The dark-eyed apparently  were-tamed
Lothario  was  loyal,  capable,  quick,  and,  he  concluded  privately,
sometimes even amusing. The were-lynx…he couldn’t grant her the title
of friend, not yet, but he could see that possibility in the future, maybe…
perhaps more of a vicarious friendship because of her relationship with
his Emma.

Sookie… Andre glanced at the blonde hybrid whose attention was on
some discussion between Wybert and Rasul. He supposed he could call
her  friend if  he had to if  for  no other  reason than that  she was also
Emma’s friend. Privately he had been concerned at one point over how
his  outgoing  mate  would  fare  living  as  she  was  in  basic  seclusion
because of the current risks, and knew he owed much to the Northman’s
female for easing his beloved’s boredom.

Dealings with the Northman had yielded an unexpected boon. Inherent
in Andre’s personality and position within the vampire hierarchy was the
natural inclination to see the tall blond as a potential adversary; at best
he would have been seen as a potentially useful tool for the sake of the
Queendom, but nothing more.

Instead, things had changed in an indefinable way and now there was
this unaccountable connection with the other male.

He had been more tempted to spank his Emma’s sweetly rounded bottom
than he probably should have been when she had teased him about his
“bromance” with Eric, but silently he’d had to vaguely agree with her;



well,  once  she  had  laughingly  explained  what  the  word  meant.   His
ensuing pout, the one he knew would work best, had still managed to
bring about a proper result…

The feeling of building a strong, honest, mutually beneficial amity with
beings  not  of  his  own family  – and who were not  his  Emma – was
bizarre but wasn’t as awkward as he once would have thought.

It was a bit disheartening to know that he was no longer quite the loner
he’d always seen himself to be. With luck no one would ever notice that
he didn’t actually loathe everyone but Emma and his vampire family…
He soothed himself with the knowledge that, regardless of who invaded
his personal sphere, he would never be able to tolerate the stupid fucks
or the morons who tried his patience, and especially not the fools who
desired to deceive him or attempted to insult his intelligence or…

Wryly he admitted his little list encompassed the vast majority of people
whether  they  were  vampire  or  not,  but  didn’t  realize  he  had
automatically held Emma just that much more securely on his lap until
she wiggled her butt to get comfortable again.

The hours of her disappearance had affected him badly, and as his astute
gaze noted, it had affected the Northman as well – the Viking had also
maintained some form of physical contact with his woman all evening,
as had Rasul with his were to a lesser extent.

The previous evening had been difficult for all concerned, and vampires
would be…vampires.

Just as he had with the Northman and the telepath, Andre had quirked a
brow at the darker-skinned male when he and his woman had entered the
room  earlier.  No  matter  how  well-bathed  the  couples  had  been,  his
vampire  senses  had  detected  the  sultry  reasoning  behind  Sookie  and



Tracy’s ravenous appetites – the same reasoning behind his Emma’s, he
thought with well-deserved arrogance.

A sultry chuckle, too low for the mortals to notice, directed his attention
to  the  other  couch  where  Rasul  finally  had  his  were  sitting  firmly
ensconced on his lap.

The new rock on the were’s finger gleamed in the room’s soft lighting,
and he was unaccountably…pleased…on Rasul’s behalf. He had initially
been  surprised  by  the  suddenness  of  that  development,  but  when  he
considered how rapidly he had fallen under his own Emma’s spell, he’d
let  that  line of  vague concern go.  Regardless  of  whether  or  not  they
believed in the mythical version of such things, when a vampire found
their  mate,  they  claimed  that  mate  at  the  first  opportunity.   To do
otherwise was the height of stupidity.

Previously Andre had intended on leaving the trusted vampire behind to
tend to their Queen’s safety and the running of the Palace, but his new
understanding  of  how  love  seemed  to  work  wouldn’t  allow  for  the
separation of the couple. Since he planned on the…Tracy coming along
as she was good for his Emma, he supposed he could find a place for the
dark-haired vampire if he must.

Andre  felt  a  brief  flare  of  impatience  with  himself  over  such  a
deplorable softening in his personality. Logic, however, dictated that if
the maid was wilting in some dramatically lovelorn manner, she would
fall in her duties to his mate. As such a failure couldn’t be tolerated, it
only made sense that the couple be allowed to remain together.

Slightly smug that he had found a reason to explain away his hopefully
rare burst of compassion, he lightly nuzzled Emma’s neck, and smirked
when, without missing a beat in her conversation, she smacked his hand
in light retribution.



Sophie-Anne snorted from her position in the overstuffed armchair she’d
had Wybert bring with him for their visit. Andre’s other furnishings were
exquisite, naturally, but she was short and this chair provided her with
that bit of a convenient lift necessary for properly viewing everyone in
the small gathering.

As always she ensured that her location in any room allowed her the best
vantage-point  possible,  and she hadn’t  missed Andre’s teasing of  the
woman he’d yet to allow more than a few inches away from his person.
It was cute, she had to conclude, as well as understandable.

She did not wish to imagine how this night would have been had Emma
and Sookie’s fates taken a different turn.

As was another habit, she stealthily directed her Maker’s senses toward
her current “problem child” Sigebert. With relief she sensed that the odd
depression he had been feeling of late seemed to have cleared somewhat.

Battle to retrieve his Brother’s mate was apparently an effective mood
lifter for the old boy.

Hell, it had lifted her own mood, come to think of it. She felt a burst of
sore kinship with her child – they both missed some of the old ways,
some of the things that they could no longer do in their current position
in these current times and especially in their current location.

The nights  of  adventure,  of  escapades  and daring forays  into  enemy
territory…the nights spent dueling with skillful foes…the freedom in not
having to watch every word because of royal politics…

Quickly she pushed those thoughts aside. Tonight was a night for quiet
celebration then strategy. The strategic part she could fathom; indeed,
she looked forward to hearing what the telepath might have, erm, heard,
however the hell she did such things.



Hopefully she’d been able to discover a name or something, anything,
that  could  direct  them  to  the  identity  of  the  one  they  must  end.
Incursions into her territory, much less against her people, could not be
tolerated.

Plus, she liked Emma. Too bad she swung the wrong way…

Wybert’s rapid hand movements as he discussed some sort of technique
with  either  Rasul  or  the  were,  she  couldn’t  tell  which  as  both  were
listening raptly, caught her attention, and then she surveyed the people in
the room again.

This business of quietly sitting around and talking amongst those she
could trust to varying degrees…this simple chatting with no political,
sexual, or other agenda in mind? With a bit of dismay she realized how
very long it  had been since such evenings were almost the norm…in
between those adventures and escapades and forays…

Well,  hopefully  there  would be another  battle  soon to wile  away the
boredom.

Finished with his demonstration of the dagger technique he had used to
end that rogue vampire long ago, Wybert leaned back against the couch
and once again found himself thinking of Circey.

Unbidden a certain softening muted the strong planes of his handsome
face. He hadn’t seen her in a couple of nights as her classes were getting
harder  and  she  had  something  called  papers  to  write,  but  he  wasn’t
worried. Each day she had left him several texts to find when he rose for
the night.

He missed her. He looked around and saw Andre with his Emma on his
lap, the Viking with his Sookie, and even Rasul with that Tracy, and
looked down at his own empty lap.



The fucking with his…well, he wasn’t sure he could call her “his” yet. It
was true that she didn’t offer her blood, much less her body, to any of the
other vampires, but they hadn’t exchanged any specific words yet. But
the fucking was good…better than good.   It was so good that it needed a
better name for the activity but he didn’t know one.

Maybe he would ask Circey. She was smart, really smart, but she never
once made him feel ashamed of his own lack of book learning. He had
street smarts and life skills, she’d told him, and the way she’d said it
made him believe her.

The low comforting sound of multiple quiet conversations soothed his
ears and he wondered how she would fit in with what was becoming an
impressively large inner group for vampires.

Sweet Emma would like her, he was sure of it, and so would Sookie.
Both  had  always  been  good  to  him  in  their  own  way,  had  never
disrespected either himself or his broder, had always spoken nicely and
said  less  familiar  words  more  clearly  so  he would  have a  chance to
understand them without making him feel dumb.

They were good people.

Wybert looked back down into his empty lap and imagined his Circey
leaning back against his broad chest, his arms encircling her waist as she
stretched her legs out atop his. She liked to go barefoot in his quarters,
always kicking her shoes off just inside the door…

“Wybert,” came Emma’s soft voice somehow directly right into his ear.
He glanced up at Andre’s woman and noted the sweet smile on her face,
and tipped his head back to ask what she wanted.

“What has you smiling so sweetly, young man?”



His  thought  was  focused  on  her  softly  teasing  eyes  so  he  missed
everyone else’s suddenly sharp attention honing in on him even while
their  conversations  seemingly  continued.  He  simply  shrugged  his
massive shoulders and was glad his cheeks couldn’t turn red like roses
the way Circey’s sometimes did.

“What’s her name?”

His big jaw dropped. How did she know?

“Circey,”  came his  traitor  broder’s answer. “He  sees  a  donor  named
Circey. He feeds only from her,” he added with a teasing brow lifted at
Wybert who now wished the floor would swallow both himself and his
terrible sibling.

“Circey?  What  a  lovely  name,”  Emma replied  glancing  between  the
Brothers  then  giving  Sigebert  a  “stop  teasing  your  brother”  look.
Sigebert  allowed  a  badly  faked  innocent  look  to  flood  his  face  but
neglected to remove his smirk.

Wybert cleared his throat. He’d never been a coward before and wasn’t
about to become one now.

“Circe. Her real name is Circe. She calls herself Circey. Paid donor. And
she  feeds  only  me,”  he  said  with  increasing  intensity. He  refused  to
allow anyone to think bad things about her for being a paid donor.

“Yeah?” Sookie joined the conversation. She understood exactly what
the  big  blond  mountain  was  saying,  and  judging  by  her  expression,
Emma had picked up on it, too. “How long have you been seeing her?”

“Couple months.”

“So when do we get to meet her?”



Wybert, who had been brave yet hadn’t been anxious to hold anyone’s
gaze  for  too  long,  jerked  his  head  up  to  meet  Emma’s  questioning
expression.

“You vant to meet her?” Surprise colored his accent.

Emma blinked in surprise. “Well of course.”

Andre quirked a teasing brow at his Brother in the hot-seat. Surely the
big lug knew Emma by now…

Sophie-Anne grinned. Part of her was taking slightly malicious glee in
the proceedings – really, Wybert should know better than to try keeping
such a thing a secret, but mostly she was simply relieved to finally have
it all out in the open. Of course she’d known all along – not only was she
his Maker but she was Queen for fuck’s sake, but she hadn’t been able
to, well, hadn’t really made time to get a bead on this chick herself yet.
The reports on her had been satisfactory and she did trust  Wybert  to
make wise decisions. He had always been smarter and more complicated
than he appeared, just like his broder.

As if she would have Turned stupid people. Please…

Emma’s widening grin caught her notice. Trust her to bring it all out in
the open in such a nice way!

If  she’d  been  able  to  Sophie-Anne  would  have  sent  her  a  burst  of
affection and pride through the  bond they didn’t and would probably
never have. Instead she sent it to Andre trusting him to know what to do.

Sigebert  reclined  innocently.  He’d  done  nothing  wrong.  *pfft*  Silly
broder trying to keep silly things secret.

“I…I  could…she  is  busy  now…classes…might  see  her  tomorrow,
maybe?”



Shaking her head, Emma patted Andre’s hands to get him to loosen them
so she could stand. She’d have to ask him about that strange burst of
pride and affection she’d received from him – it had felt different from
what he would normally send, had seemed distorted somehow, but that
would have to wait. For now…

She plopped down by Wybert’s side and took one of his huge hands into
her own.

“Of course we want to meet her, Wybert. You’re ours and if you have
someone special in your life, then we’d like the chance to get to know
them,  too.  But  don’t  stress  it,  ok?”  The  normally  placid,  almost
imperturbable mountain was fairly twitching. “Just broach the subject
with  your  Circey  and  let  her  know  that  we’d  like  to  get  meet  her
sometime. Just let her know she’s welcome here.”

He almost  purred when she’d  said  “his  Circey” and knew they’d  be
having a clear conversation soon.

Conversation, then fucking.

The other way didn’t work out so well.

Wybert looked over at the short brunette who spoke so nicely to him,
and nodded. The look in her warm brown eyes said his woman would be
welcome, and so he knew she would be.

“Soon.”

Emma smiled beatifically at the giant, squeezed his hand, then retook
her seat in Andre’s lap. Mission accomplished.

Satisfied  with  how  things  had  turned  out  with  his  broder  and  now
wanting to divert attention from him, Sigebert asked, “Sookie, what did
you hear from the ones now dead?”



Surprised at the abrupt turn in the conversation, Sookie straightened up a
little  but  remained  firmly  ensconced  in  Eric’s  lap.  With  a  sense  of
warmth she gladly acknowledged just how unwilling Eric would be to
let her go anyway.

She hadn’t  said  anything much  to  Emma at  the  time  but  during  her
waking moments while kidnapped Eric had kept up a barrage of love,
worry, strength, and encouragement, but had not been able to fully hide
his deep-seated rage and roiling fear. The entire experience had been
exponentially harder on him than on her.

Eric was a proud, strong, justifiably confident man, and the helplessness
he’d felt during the incident had not sat well with him.

After  their  rescue  she  had  anticipated  the  restorative  blood  he  had
offered her. She hadn’t needed it but the look in his eyes had told her
how deeply he had needed to give it to her, and so she had accepted it
with loving gratitude.

The passion that  followed had also been eagerly anticipated,  and she
hadn’t been at all disappointed. What she hadn’t foreseen, though, was
the subsequent tenderness. After the hard, passionate fires had blazed in
all their glory had come unexpectedly gentle lips and reverent hands.

She had fervently  explored the  pounding heat  with her  vampire,  and
when the tides had turned surprisingly gentle and sweet, she had gladly
welcomed the chance to cherish her Viking in all his heartfelt splendor.

Sadly the driving need to assure himself of her safety and wholeness still
plagued him. She’d awakened to find his hand on her hip and his eyes
gazing intently into her sleepy face, and other than the time she’d always
demanded to spend alone in the bathroom so she could tend privately to



her human needs,  rarely  a moment had since passed when he hadn’t
been touching her in some way.

Sookie suspected it would be a very long time before that heartbreaking
fear receded, especially considering the news he had already heard from
her.

“Nothing,” she finally answered to the group’s shocked dismay.

“Nothing useful, that is. Oh, I heard the Weres thinking a lot of thoughts
and most of them were filthy, but none of them were names or even
faces of people who weren’t already there. I don’t think they actually
knew anything relevant, and you know I can’t hear anything but static
from demons, right?”

Everyone gave a disappointed nod except for Emma who slid an arm
around Andre’s waist and leaned a bit more into him.

Sookie continued. “Ok, long story short, they lucked up on Emma and
me at the café. That’s all it was – pure luck. We were, apparently, an
unexpected “two-fer”,” she said with a grimace. “It was just bad timing
all around because they had enough of their people on hand to attack our
guard while we were in the restroom. From what I can piece together
from the Weres’ scattered thoughts, after they knocked us out one of the
Dae called their boss who told them where to take us. That boss was
going to notify some of his vampire conspirators about us and was going
to arrange an auction to sell us to the highest bidders. One of the Weres
was annoyed about how long it might take for “them other vamps” to
arrive. I  think those vampires were going to hold us somewhere else
until the sale,” she said dispassionately.

Sensing Eric’s rising tension even though she had already told him more
than she planned to reveal here, she snorted to downplay the next news



she felt compelled to relay. Andre especially needed to know what was
going on though she was certain Eric would have a private chat with him
later. Some of the specific things she’d heard them thinking about Emma
weren’t things the lady herself necessarily needed to hear. She’d already
been told enough to know the situation was deadly  serious;  there  no
sense in going into overblown detail about it all.

There was no way of knowing what bit of seemingly useless information
might actually prove important to a different set of ears, however, so
she’d made sure to tell Eric every disgusting detail and decided to leave
it up to him what he’d tell the scary vampire. She suspected some of the
most graphic details she’d had the sickening misfortune of overhearing
would be omitted, which might be for the best.

At the time it  had struck Sookie as odd that  the Weres would be so
strangely  knowledgeable  about  how  the  vampires  would  specifically
want to use Andre’s human mate, and it still seemed odd. She had said as
much to Eric knowing that bit would definitely be relayed.

“They thought about how it might take some time to round up the parties
interested in,” Sookie paused to make air quotes, “”procuring” us but
knew that, and I’m going to quote a lot of stuff here, “them vampire
enemies of the state of Louisiana and Arkansas’ future so-called queen
would pay a damn good price” for Emma. From what I could gather,
there’s  a  small  group  of  vampires  who  don’t  want  a  “non-vampire
usurper” for a queen. I can’t be positive but, from the way they were
thinking about it, it didn’t seem like those vampires are from Arkansas,
or  at  least  not  all  of  them are.  But  the  Weres  spent  the  most  time
wondering who would fetch more money because they kept  thinking
about how I would sell for a good price, too, because of my telepathy.
They were really counting on a bidding war,” she ended on a mumble.



She’d stopped speaking when she felt the surge of fierce protectiveness
and alarm flooding the bond from Eric whose arms around her waist
were almost crushing in their strength. An unintentional snarl erupted
and she rubbed her cheek along his shoulder – the only place she could
reach – in a futile attempt at soothing him.

Andre was growling lowly and Emma snuggled as best she could into
his vibrating chest, her ear resting near what seemed to be the epicenter
of the sound. His vice-like hold on her tightened as he, too, reacted to
Sookie’s words, and she sent him strong reassurances that she was fine.

Seeing from the corner of her eye how Eric’s facade was slipping and
feeling badly for the blond vampire so concerned for his mate, Emma
caught Sookie’s eye and gave her a look understood by best friends since
time began.

“Sookie, are you ok? I mean, you are ok now, right?”

Catching on quickly because blonde was just a hair color, Sookie patted
Eric’s hand as she replied, “Oh, yeah, I’m completely fine. Some time
with my mate, a good morning’s sleep, and a huge breakfast were all I
needed. You?”

Desperately wanting to lighten the tension in the room, Emma did what
Emma did best.

She laughed softly but happily as though she had not a care in the world.

“Oh, yeah, same here. I could use more coffee, though, how about you?
Somebody kept me up pretty late this morning…not that I minded,” she
added cheekily as she glanced playfully up into Andre’s hardened face.

Emma  hoped  the  seething  anger  she  could  see  in  the  depths  of  his
beautiful eyes would ease soon. It was understandable and he had every



right to feel the way he did, but such anger wasn’t all that healthy, either.
At least her slight teasing had lessened the growling.

Also sensing the tension in the room and wanting to help ease it, Tracy
started to rise but was held tightly by her Rasul. The night before she
had eventually been able to soothe his beast’s irritation with the chances
he’d perceived her to have taken, but his possessive, protective urges
had been freed and were never going away.

“I could use some tea in a little bit,” Sookie finally answered, knowing
that not one of the three would be “released” any time soon but was
genuinely starting to be a little thirsty.

Sophie-Anne wanted to roll her eyes at how badly the youngsters were
handling the threats to their chosen women, but couldn’t honestly find
fault  in  their  reactions.  She  was  once  again  grateful  to  the  brunette
human for her attempt at diffusing the situation so she quickly produced
her ever-present cell phone.

“What is the number for the kitchen,” she asked the room at large. One
of the twins could surely answer the door but she wouldn’t trust either of
them to do something as complicated as making that coffee or the tea ice
or whatever it was the telepath wanted.

At their various expressions, she retorted, “What? It’s not as if  I have
ever called that place before.”



Chapter 48 

Emma  straightened  her  skirt  as  she  waited  to  be  escorted  into  the
Coronation  venue.  She  hoped  the  inner  room where  the  ceremonies
were to take place would be a little cooler…and a little less muggy.  The
Louisiana weather might be perfect for vampires but not so much for
everyone else.

The past week had been intense. Just after the kidnapping and therefore
quite understandably Andre had barely managed to let  her out of  his
sight long enough to go to the bathroom. As things sped up and he had
strategy and security details to tend to, he would leave her side only after



being assured he’d  left  her  in  the  capable  hands of  trusted  vampires
and…and a slew of guards.

She hadn’t had a spare moment to herself at any rate. There had been
fittings, information to learn about who all the kings and queens were
and  their  positions  in  the  vampire  political  scheme,  coaching  by
sometimes Andre but usually Sophie-Anne on how the Coronation and
Pledging would go, what she was to do, to expect…

After a while it had all started to blur into one indecipherable mess but
she’d been determined to see the whole thing through.

Andre  and,  she  found  out  later,  Eric  had  considered  postponing  the
entire thing, both things actually, in part to give her and Sookie “time to
recover from their ordeal”, which she translated to mean “time for Andre
and Eric to recover from their  ordeal”,  but mostly additional  time to
ramp up fortifications and security and hopefully catch the bad guys…

When Andre had first brought up the idea, she had honestly if briefly
considered  it.  A  respite  from  any  “public”…anything  had  sounded
tempting, and more time spent alone with Andre sounded even better,
but her intuition urged her to go forward with their plans. He had seemed
both pleased and disgruntled with her answer, and her teasing him to
“buck  up and  become a  king  already” had  led  to  a  very  pleasant  if
rushed afternoon before the final fittings and “learn how the vampire
world works” lessons had begun in earnest that night.

The next afternoon she, Sookie, and Tracy had been eating a late lunch
in the main room of her quarters when Andre rose and within minutes
Eric appeared at the door.

Emma hid a smile.  She, Sookie,  and even Tracy had been extremely
politely if strongly  “discouraged” from leaving the castle grounds for



any reason, and in fact had been strongly encouraged to remain in either
their own quarters or with Emma in hers.

Andre, bless his worried heart, had even issued a decree: They were to
be escorted by no fewer than three guards when moving between their
quarters, and while Tracy was to continue with her duties – Emma had
spoken  a  quiet,  sweet  word  with  Andre  in  private  later  about  the
difference between “maid” and “friend” and how Tracy had definitely
risen from the one to the other – she was also to be escorted by no fewer
than three guards at all times.

Understandably, their vampires were taking no chances…even Wybert
and Sigebert had nodded sternly…and in unison.

The ladies had agreed to the enhanced security protocols with only the
slightest  reluctance.  Their  safety truly  was at  increased risk now, but
mostly they simply didn’t want their beloved vampires to ever suffer that
kind of worry again.

Once left to their own devices and before more infernal fittings, Emma
and  Sookie  had  encouraged  Tracy  to  voice  her  thoughts.  She  had
initially  scoffed at  the  tightened restrictions  but  had played along on
Emma and Sookie’s behalf.  She took  their safety  to  heart  but  hadn’t
considered that  she  would  be  at  risk,  too,  because  of  her  duties  and
proximity to them.

The  were  knew  much  about  vampires,  but  as  she  was  new  to  her
relationship with Rasul she didn’t quite understand how very intensely
vampires  felt  about  the  ones  they  held  dearest.  Sure,  they  felt  the
heights of passion and protectiveness and adoration, but they felt just as
intensely  the  depths  of  fear  and  despair  and  terror,  too.  Once
enlightened, she had quietly agreed with her friends’ reasoning.



On behalf of her respect for Rasul’s feelings, she would take no chances,
either, no matter how restrictive things were at the moment.

Once the fittings were completed for the night (again) and the room was
cleared,  the  ladies  had  discussed  the  pros  and  cons  of  delaying  the
inevitable.

Later, when Andre and Eric had virtually joined forces to suggest one
last time to suggest that the upcoming proceedings be delayed if only by
a month, Emma and Sookie had exchanged just one look and politely
declined the offer…again.

Any postponement would automatically be read as a weakness by even
those  vampires  not  involved  in  the  kidnapping.  Such  perceived
weakness would most certainly be both exaggerated and exploited, and
could even potentially cause some current supporters to doubt Andre’s
ability to rule.

He didn’t need to start out his kingship under a cloud of doubt.

Emma felt badly for Andre.  He didn’t want the kingship, hadn’t asked
for it, but knew it was something he had to do.  He had maintained the
status  quo in one form or  another  for  several  centuries  and the only
“place” he could go was…up – the only advancement in the vampire
world possible for him was to either become a Regent or a King.  It was
a testament to his Maker’s appreciation and respect for his loyalty and
service that she truly wanted this for him.

So…he was basically stuck assuming a position he didn’t want via a
ceremony  he  didn’t  want  and,  to  make  it  even  worse,  under
circumstances that were far less than ideal.  She didn’t blame him for
wanting  to  delay  the  whole  thing  for  several reasons,  but  knew his
primary concern truly was for her safety.



That neither the Coronation nor, indeed, the Pledging were absolutely
required to be public spectacles was irrelevant.  Vampire tradition was
deeply  rooted  in  dramatic  ceremonies  and  dramatic  pageantry  and…
drama.

Unfortunately, there was no room for delicate considerations such as her
or Sookie’s safety in a vampire world built on appearances – the more
invincible,  indomitable,  and  invulnerable,  the  better.  If  the  stupid
Coronation  or  the  stupid  Pledging,  both  of  which  she  would  have
eagerly  anticipated  if  not  for  the  current  circumstances,  were  even
postponed for a month…

Apparently  having  felt  Eric’s well-hidden  turmoil  about  his  Sookie’s
safety and having a free minute, the Viking’s own Maker had called at
that point, and after a quick conversation had been placed on speaker to
engage Emma, Sookie, and others in the room.

After hearing various opinions about the subject and probably reading
between  many  lines,  Godric  had  gone  silent  for  a  moment  before
politely reassuring both Eric and Andre, and a silent Rasul, of the logic
inherent in continuing as planned.

The ancient vampire had then smoothly suggested a few modifications
to  security, some ideas already  in use,  some new…and he suggested
using a different venue – a location not already as well-known to the
vampire world as the Palace was.

Andre  had  immediately  called his  Maker  who  had  appeared  with
surprising alacrity.

Emma and Sookie had exchanged shrugs as Andre, Eric, Sophie-Anne,
and Godric began speaking so quickly that their words were becoming
mere buzzing sounds.



Emma liked this Godric person’s voice with his smooth tones and easy
power, and she  noted  how all  the  other  vampires  in  the  room,  even
Sophie-Anne, seemed to take his logical advice to heart.

And he did have good advice as far as she could tell… Tracy with her
were hearing had been attempting to keep up with the conversation but
had only been able to conclude that the Coronation and Pledging would
now definitely be held at another location.

Once the impromptu conference call had concluded with Eric promising
to call his Maker again later, Sophie-Anne had remained in the room to
help with Emma’s Royal Education while the other vampires had hastily
kissed their chosens senseless before blurring off to do…whatever it was
they were going to do.

Since that night Emma had seen precious little of her Andre. He would
pop in at various times to check on her progress and give praise and
encouragement  but  would  leave  soon  after.  She’d  seen  Sigebert  and
Wybert only once since then, and kind of missed the big lugs. Eric and
Rasul had been in and out a few times but that was usually when she was
being coached on yet more super-important vampire crap.

Despite the fact that a lot of it really didn’t make much sense, and that
some of it  was in fact  contradictory, Emma did try to remember and
understand as much of what she was told as she could. She knew that
she’d  need  this  hasty  if  thorough  information  in  her  future  life
evidentially “ruling” by Andre’s side…which also made no sense to her. 
She  wasn’t  a  vampire  for  fuck’s  sake!  But  for  whatever  reason  it
seemed to be what Andre wanted.

That didn’t mean all the information, when thrown at her all at once,
wasn’t confusing more often than not.



Her part in the Coronation, however, was easy. All she had to do was sit
with practiced imperturbability when everyone else sat and stand with
that same imperturbability when everyone else stood. Her main fear was
that she would screw up during the following Pledging.

In a moment of curiosity a while back she’d asked Andre why they were
having the  Coronation before  the  Pledging,  and his  answer  had both
amused and saddened her.

He’d told her that once he was king, no one on the planet could object to
his chosen Pledge, but if he happened to be Pledged to her, a human,
before being Crowned, other monarchs could, in theory, challenge his
ascension.

He was taking no chances.

Ahh, the Pledging…

Sophie-Anne hadn’t known all that much about how a Pledging worked
between the two people involved since she’d never been Pledged herself,
but thanks to her vampire memory, she knew everything there was to
know  about  the  ceremony.  At  first  it  had  seemed  unnecessarily
complicated  to  Emma,  but  upon reflection  she’d  realized that  it  was
nothing more than a dance orchestrated by tradition and some powerful
figure wearing a hooded cloak and wielding a fancy knife and cup…
chalice…cup…whatever.

Emma figured she would say some words, listen to some words, get cut,
cut, bleed, drink, then be done…

Ok, it was a bit more complicated than all that, but it was doable. 

Hopefully.



Sookie and to a slightly lesser extent Tracy, but only because she’d had
less experience being an active participant in the vampire world,  had
been godsends. Sookie had helped Sophie-Anne explain and clarify the
few things Emma hadn’t immediately understood, and both had helped
quiz her later to set it in her mind.

They had all agreed that some parts of the vampire political swamp and
the labyrinth of “traditions” would make no sense no matter how hard
they thought about it.

Emma’s head still swirled with stray thoughts of royal protocol, which
name ruled which state, which name was which political friend or foe,
when  she  was  supposed  to  curtsy  and  when  not  which  would  be
irrelevant after the Pledging…

They had even tried  showing her  what  photos  had been available  of
various rulers, but that had proven useless. Emma could remember either
names or faces, but not both until or unless she met the person in the
flesh, no matter how cool said flesh was, several times. It had been a
nice thought, though.

She fidgeted – it wouldn’t be long now.

Even though vampires could be, literally, as “silent as the night”, the
noise within the huge room was loud in a weirdly soft way, and it was
making her nervous. The witnesses had already been seated and it didn’t
sound as though they were being very patient in their waiting.

Wishing that all  this was taking place in the regular Palace as they’d
originally  planned  was  useless.  Moving  everything  over  to  Sophie-
Anne’s  far  lesser  known,  and  smaller  if  far  more  ornate,  secondary
palace-slash-mini-fortress had made much better strategic sense.



This  place  wasn’t  continually  inhabited  but  was  tended  by  a  nicely
compensated team of Were caretakers. As she glanced around with well-
hidden  nervousness,  she  realized  that  the  place  had  been  decorated
perfectly for both events scheduled to take place that night, and that it
had been uninhabited had made adding extreme security upgrades easy
considering vampire and Were speed.

Even  her  own  hastily  prepared  changing  quarters  were  perfectly
comfortable. She and Andre, not to mention Eric, Sookie, Tracy, Rasul,
an overloaded basket of foods and drinks, and a double-unit of security
staff, had sped over just before first dark so that she, along with Sookie
and  Tracy,  could  change  into  the  gowns  they  were  wearing  for  the
Coronation.  The  men  had  adjured  to  a  separate  salon  for  the  same
purpose.

It had worked out well with much giggling and chatter as they shrugged
into elaborate finery specific to the event – Emma’s Pledging regalia was
more subtly ornate than her Coronation garb and was her favorite of the
two  –  and  delicately  applied  the  final  touches  to  their  makeup  and
elegantly  arranged  coiffures.  The  atmosphere  had  been  as  festive  as
possible considering the circumstances.

She had no idea what the inside of the huge main ballroom or whatever
they’d been calling it looked like – she just knew it was circular and had
a large raised stage for the proceedings, but so far everything else was
appropriately  and  beautifully  decorated…which  was  amazing
considering Sophie-Anne’s extreme version of “ornate”.

This  location  had  few  visible  entrances,  which  made  monitoring
attendants” movements and the verification of identities easier, and if
something  did  happen,  it  would  make  fleeing  adversaries  create  a
bottleneck…which would make them easier to corral and end if need be.



Emma hated having to think in these terms, but knew it was a necessity
of her new life; she was just glad that no humans and few other supes
would be attending. As far as she knew, Tracy was likely the only were
inside the building and had only been allowed to attend this primarily
vampire-exclusive event because of her position and purpose.

At least her friends were there with her, but she really wished Andre had
been able to be by her side the whole time. While she hated that self-
perceived weakness, he was her rock.

Immediately afterward she felt him sending her a flood of tranquility and
reassurance, and would have sworn he had read her mind.

He hadn’t, of course.

Part of the information covered about the Pledging involved learning at
least a little more about the whole final-bonding thing, and even after
that all-important Third Bonding he wouldn’t be able to read her mind.

She’d  been glad to  hear  that.  She didn’t  mind the lack of  emotional
privacy,  had  found  it  highly  beneficial,  honestly,  but  the  idea  of
someone, even Andre, reading her actual thoughts? Nooo thanks…

Neither  had  bothered  to  mention  they’d  performed that  all-important
final bonding in private just before the sun rose that morning.

Some things just weren’t anyone else’s business.

Sookie stirred restlessly by her side and she just knew Eric had then
subtly  and  briefly  taken  the  telepath’s  hand  to  reassure  her  of  their
safety.  Emma could distinctly understand and commiserate.  They were
all on edge.



She wished that vampires felt freer to show care and affection, hell, to
show  anything  that  wasn’t  based  mostly  on  anger,  arrogance,  or
aggression, but it was what it was.

For now, at least.

She’d  seen  and  been  coached  by  Sophie-Anne  on  how  the  fabled
“vampire  facade”  worked,  how  they  had  to  put  on  a  strong,
imperturbable front to both save face and hide weakness, but that didn’t
mean she had to like it. She did, however, feel a responsibility to Andre,
not to mention her other vampire friends, to support them in the vampire
world by at least trying to control her own reactions and expressions.

Being the weakest member in her newly-formed “family” sucked, but
she could at least try not to be so much of a weakest link.

Maybe she should buy a Taser…

It would only be to her benefit, though, to perfect as much of that stoic
facade as she could since she was about to become a mortal queen of
freakin’ vampires…and especially since she already knew her position
would be resented by many and dangerously loathed by a violent few.

That  they  still  didn’t  have  definitive  proof  of  which vampires  and
demons had planned the kidnapping had them all on highest alert. The
chatter  they’d  heard  had  narrowed  down  a  few  of  the  options,  but
everyone was frustrated that nothing actionable had come to light.

Even  now she  and Sookie  were  surrounded  by  the  Twin  Mountains,
Rasul, Tracy, Eric, and ten of the Palace’s elite honor guards. It made her
feel hidden…and quite short…but it was necessary.



Eric, a guest in his own right, and Rasul had been dubbed her personal
guards for the event while Sookie was billed as a special guest due to her
position in Sophie-Anne’s Court and as Eric’s mate.

Tracy…Emma still wasn’t sure what excuse Sophie-Anne had used to
include  the  were  but  wasn’t  worried.  This  was  Sophie-Anne’s
jurisdiction so she could do what she wanted anyway.

As they’d previously rehearsed, after Emma, Sookie, and the guardpires
were  seated  in  their  strategically  defensible  position  on  the  elevated
stage  –  she’d  hidden  a  snicker  when  they’d  called  it  a  “dais”  –  the
Mountains and the honor guards would leave to escort Sophie-Anne.

Then the games would begin.

Just then Eric, flanked by Sookie then Sigebert, silently ghosted to her
side to take one elbow and Rasul, flanked by Tracy then Wybert, took
his position at her other side, and that was her cue to slowly, steadily,
with  her  chin  and  back  both  straight  and  her  expression  coldly
expressionless, walk through the doors which waiting doorman-attired
guards opened grandly at their approach.

The honor guards maintained their rear defensive position as they passed
through the immense doorway.

Absolute silence noticeably descended in the large circular room when,
as expected, every vampire eye in the vicinity instantly focused on her
person as she walked gracefully down the wide aisle that divided the two
broad sections of vampires. Their cold stares were obviously searching
for  a  weakness  to  exploit,  searching  for  an  “acceptable”  reason  to
disparage  her  future  status,  searching  for  anything  to  add  to  their
upcoming gossip sessions.



Andre’s inquiry pinged through their bond and she returned what she
hoped was a mental snort. This was exactly what she had expected.

Plus,  even  if  she  fainted  dead  away,  neither  Eric  nor  Rasul  would
possibly let her risk even the merest stumble.

She was fine.

Once they reached their seats, the front row of the right section which
had been ostentatiously  reserved  for  “special  guests”,  with  great  and
practiced ceremony she along with her escort elegantly took their seats
in  unison.  Emma maintained her  regal  persona by lightly  resting her
unusually  bejeweled  hands  upon  the  chair’s  delicately  molded  arms
ignored with a majestically cool eye the audience now behind her.  The
room fairly gleamed with reflective surfaces.

The  faces  she  had  passed  were  unknown as  she  had  no  idea  which
person belonged to which name – couldn’t even remember the few she’d
seen in photos, but she knew without a doubt that one or more of them
wished her either dead, or worse.

Fuck that. 

To the shock of most  and the disgust  of a  few, with great  ceremony
Sigebert and Wybert bowed solemnly to Emma before turning to leave
to tend to their queen. When the action was mirrored by the attending
guards, it was also noted by every undead in attendance.

Emma hid her shock well – that…those honors had not been included in
the  rehearsals,  but  was  deeply  appreciated,  and  her  regal  nods  of
acknowledgment had been appropriately dignified.



Suddenly she was struck by an insane desire to giggle. It was all too
much! The pomp, the circumstance… the hatred… the stupid games…
all of it!

Evidentially Eric seated beside her was more attuned to her state than
she’d thought because he surreptitiously poked her thigh, perhaps harder
than  he’d  meant  to…or  not…but  she  quickly  cleared  her  mind,  and
allowed him to hear her slow exhale.

His  returned snort,  barely  audible  enough for  her  to  hear, was oddly
reassuring.

A few moments later and with even more pomp Sophie-Anne in all her
stately  glory  entered  the  ballroom-slash-arena,  and  was  properly
escorted to the large, ornate throne placed toward the back center of the
raised stage.

To each side of the gilded throne sat a bejeweled and obviously antique
table with each bearing the weight of a small, dark, and appropriately
ancient chest.

Once she was seated, Sigebert and Wybert took their positions standing
one step behind each side of the throne, and the honor guard was silently
joined by another unit as they blurred to silently encircle the room.

Emma mentally counted to ten and so didn’t jump when the set of doors
opened once again and, once again, every head in the room turned to
face toward the doorway. This time a figure in a black hooded cloak with
his arms crossed and his hands hidden within his sleeves passed through
the doorway. As expected, he was followed three steps later by Andre.

As they slowly approached the dais, the figure – Emma knew he was the
Officiant,  one of a handful of almost mythical figures in the vampire
community  who  traditionally  approved  and  performed  Coronations,



Pledgings, and other unnecessarily dramatic events – walked with his
head bowed as if in contemplation while Andre strode tall, proud, and
stern.

The  blinding  white  of  his  Coronation  attire  matched  the  white  in
Emma’s own regalia, but his full cloak was dark purple – Royal Purple –
a color worn by only one other person in the room: his Maker.

His long blond hair gleamed as gold against the regal darkness of his
cloak as his steps confidentially brought him deeper into the room. His
eyes, a rarely-seen shade of bright green almost eerie in their intensity,
surveyed the scene before him.

Both paused respectfully before the first stone riser, Andre the traditional
three steps behind the Officiant, and awaited the Queen’s permission to
approach.

Sophie-Anne,  always  appreciative  of  a  good  ceremony,  paused
dramatically before gracefully inclining her head in such a way as to
allow the  gold  and large  stones  in  her  filigreed crown to gleam and
sparkle in the subtly directed lighting.

As the cloaked figure seemingly floated up the steps, Emma saw the
redhead stiffen minutely in surprise. If she hadn’t known the redheaded
monarch so well, she’d have missed it.  The following quirk of her lips,
however, was confusing, but her focus quickly returned to her Andre as
the two vampires took their places.

The Officiant stood to the side as Andre knelt on one knee in the center
of the dais before his Queen.

The crowed watched and listened intently, their focus so absolute that
Emma found it slightly unsettling. Andre’s own focus was so strong that



nothing was bleeding through their  bond,  but  she sent  him what  she
hoped came through as encouragement and pride.

She knew he didn’t want to do this just as she also knew he was doing it
in part for her own safety.

It was also the only way she knew of to assure him of that safety during
the ceremony when he couldn’t glance her way without betraying his
weakness for her.

During one of their early morning conversations he had quietly revealed
that he didn’t want to “take anything away from” his Maker, that she had
worked harder than anyone knew to achieve then keep her current power
and deserved to retain every bit that she had. Emma had thought about
the sentiment behind the whispered admission, and had quickly soothed
his fears.

He  wasn’t  taking  anything  at  all  away  from  Sophie-Anne,  she  had
whispered; he would actually be shouldering part of the burden that had
fallen on her shoulders whether she’d truly wanted it or not. He was also
giving his Maker yet another reason to be proud of him – it would be
any Maker’s pride for their progeny to become a Monarch, and that she
would have the virtually unknown privilege of Crowning her own Child
added exponentially to both her own prestige as well as her pride in her
blood.

It would also give her unprecedented bragging rights.

When  Emma  had  gone  on  to  describe  how  Sophie-Anne  would
undoubtedly prance around at the next conference  …there was always
an upcoming  conference… casually  discussing her  Coronation  of  her
own progeny as if she were dropping names, his responding snicker at
his Maker’s probable antics had proven soothing to them both.



She was so glad this was happening now, that he was getting done, and
the sooner it was over, the better.  Her back was beginning to ache a bit
from maintaining such correct posture and that stone stage-dais thing
couldn’t feel good to her Andre’s knee.

Andre  waited  the  prearranged  seconds  of  silence  before  his  Maker
started saying her words. As he waited, he allowed his instincts to take
over as he searched with his every sense for any sign of trouble.

Fuck if he didn’t need to see his Em with his own eyes! 

So  far  things  had  progressed  according  to  plan,  but  considering  the
infinite  number  of  things  that  could  go  wrong,  he  didn’t  trust  the
situation to remain in control.

Although  it  did  provide  him with  some  small  comfort  that  she  was
flanked on each side by the Northman and Rasul, it galled him that his
Emma  had  to  be  so  baldly  exposed.  Despite  their  admittedly
overprotective guarding of her person, things could still happen and in
the blink of a vampire’s eye.

Had it been up to him, this fucking bullshit pageantry would have been
scrapped  from  the  start.  A public  acceptance  of  the  Throne  wasn’t
mandatory, wasn’t at all necessary. Sophie-Anne could have tossed him
the theoretical keys to the Arkansas castle in her salon and been done
with it, but no…

The  value  of  the  ceremonies,  especially  of  the  upcoming  Pledging,
weren’t lost on him, unfortunately.

Vampires  had  their  asinine  pomp  and  their  fucking  ceremony  for
ridiculously  trumped-up  and  outdated  traditional  reasons.  It  was  a
fucked up shit-filled game, but it was a game he had to play…for now.



He just hated how exposed his Emma was, how she’d had to be paraded
before the malevolent glares of the fuckers wishing her dead and worse.

He’d almost wished that someone had said or done something, anything,
to give him an excuse to end the ones he suspected.

An invigorating blood bath would be so much more fun than accepting a
Crown he didn’t want any night…

The  guards  had  been  instructed  to  monitor  the  expressions  of  the
attending kings and queens they’d been assigned to watch, but he knew
the likelihood of them actually catching anything worthwhile was slim
to none.

Fuckers might as well have been wearing masks.

As he kept count of the seconds, he silently grumbled.

He truly did not want to assume rule of Arkansas, didn’t want to assume
rule over any state, but he would do so, and not solely because it was his
time to rule.

Emma had been right – Sophie-Anne didn’t need the added stress of
maintaining  rule  over  another  state.  He  could  sense  her  growing
restlessness and knew she needed something of a break. Sadly, vampire
monarchs didn’t normally  get breaks, and especially not when saddled
with two American territories.

There  was  always  something  needing  a  ruler’s  attention,  a  situation
needing to be controlled, and if the ruler was Sophie-Anne, a  gala or
something needing to be planned…

Somehow he didn’t imagine Emma throwing  galas around as if  they
were seeds being tossed to hungry squirrels…

…and now I speak, came his Maker’s internal voice.



Andre sent her a burst of chagrined affection – she’d known his mind
had wandered – then immediately refocused his attention.

“Today I have the pleasure of granting to my Progeny the title of King,”
her voice rang loud and clear. “I do this not as a favor to my child but
because it is his time to rule.”

Sophie-Anne remained seated as  she turned to  look at  the Officiant. 
Andre could imagine his Maker oozing a dignified arrogance fit for a…
queen.

“Officiant, are you empowered to Approve and Witness the Ascension of
Andre with the chosen surname of Paul to the Throne of Arkansas which
is currently in my domain?”

Andre wished they’d get a move on. The fucking stone of the fucking
dais wasn’t exactly kissing his fucking knee.

The cloaked figure bowed and when he rose, he uncrossed his arms to
reveal the ancient tome he now held in his hands.

“Yes,” came his simple intonation.

That voice… 

“Officiant, are there any who would be foolish enough to dare question
my right to gift my property to whomever I chose?”

An odd expectancy filled the room.

“No. His path is clear.”

Andre  could  almost  feel  the  surge  of  excitement  and disappointment
erupting in the room.

Too bad, so sad… 



But that voice…he knew it… 

“We will proceed,” the queen allowed gracefully.

With his head still lowered as expected, he couldn’t see Sophie-Anne’s
face but suspected an expression of stern satisfaction was now suffusing
her face. He wished he could see everyone’s face, especially Emma’s,
damn it…

All is well he heard her assurance in his head.

He heard the slight rustling of fabric as Sophie-Anne finally stood.

The scraping of metal along with that rustling told him that, as expected,
she  had  unsheathed  the  sword  he  himself  had  stowed  in  the  hidden
compartment between the seat and arm of the throne earlier that evening.

She took the three steps needed to stand before him.

“As my Esteemed Child you have my Maker’s protection and support.  
My faith and trust in you has been rewarded far beyond measure. You
have been my Right Arm.  You have been my Confidante, my Advisor,
my Master  Torturer, and my Worthy Guard long enough.  My Child,
your time is now.”

She placed her hand on his head.

“My reward to you is tri-fold.”

Andre, and indeed the rest of the inner retinue, hid their surprise well.

Tri-fold?  The fuck? That hadn’t been in the rehearsals… 

Sophie-Anne rested the long, narrow sword on his left shoulder.



“I  as  your  Queen  have  the  power  to  bestow upon  you my  Territory
known as the American State of Arkansas. Before the Officiate I now
declare it yours into infinity.”

She then rested the sword upon his right shoulder.

“I as your Queen have the power to bestow upon you the title, rank, and
power to rule your new Territory autonomously, to be Sovereign King in
your own right. Before the Officiate I now declare you Sovereign King
of  Arkansas,  and  thereafter  of  any  other  Territory  you  acquire,  into
infinity.”

Andre knew the addition of the bonus right allowed him as King the
clear  privilege  of  acquiring  and reigning  over  any  other  land  gained
through  acceptable  means  without  interference.  The  sharp  intakes  of
breath from the vampires in attendance proved their understanding as
well.

His  title  was  earned via  his  Territory  but  was  not  dependent upon
retaining the named Territory.

Once a king, always a king… 

Well fucking done, My Maker…well fucking done… 

Traditionally Kings and Queens were either named, as with tonight, or
created through right of acquisition.  Named monarchy held clear and
indisputable  title  whereas  a  monarchy  gained  by  right  of  acquisition
could,  and often was, easily challenged.  Logically there wasn’t much
difference  between  the  two  but  according  to  all-important  vampire
tradition,  named  royalty  held  more  power  and  more  sway  than  any
royalty who had gained power through conflict.



If he chose to dispose of the state, his title would remain, and that title
brought him the respect, power, and therefore increased ability to protect
his Emma.

But what was the third… 

Andre could have sworn he heard his Maker sniff as she lifted the sword
to touch the crown of  his  head.  He’d expected her  to place a crown
there, not the sword…

“I as your Maker have had the duty and privilege of honing your skills
and guiding you until you came into your own in our world.   You are
now an old force to be reckoned with, a powerful, world-renowned force
in your own right. You will always be my Child, but you no longer have
a Child’s need for his Maker. While I do not sever our Bond in any way,
as your Maker I hereby Release you from my Maker’s Command. You
are mine, but you are free. Now is your time.”

Aw, fuck…do not cry…do not fucking cry… 

Andre felt something within his mind relax in a way he hadn’t realized
was  possible.  He  still  felt  his  bond  with  his  Maker  –  nothing  had
changed in that regard – but it felt as though an unknown chain had…
vanished.

He truly did feel…free…free in a way he couldn’t explain.

But it felt damned good. 

Thank you, Sophie-Anne. 

You  have  earned  it,  my  child.  Now stay  there for  another  moment,
dear…  Her voice in his mind was the same as always, only, it didn’t
seem to come from as deep as before, and he’d never heard her sound so
proud…or emotional.



With his head still bowed he couldn’t tell what anyone was doing other
than that his Maker had stepped over to one of the antique tables. He
heard her withdraw what he figured was to be his new crown – he hadn’t
been allowed to see it before since she’d wanted to keep it a surprise –
then saw her step back before him.

She  placed  the  surprisingly  heavy  object  atop  his  head,  adjusted  its
seating unnecessarily, then spoke.

“Rise as a free vampire, my Child,” she intoned.  “Rise, King Arkansas.”

Andre did as he was bade, and if his eyes were rimmed with red, no one
could blame him.

He had achieved a feat in one night either denied or inconceivable to the
vast  majority  of  those  in  the  vampire  world.  Not  only  had  he  been
Crowned by his own Maker as King, but he had also been Released from
his Maker’s Command, a blessing bestowed on far too few.

Emma…bless his Emma… Strength, fortitude, pride, a large amount of
shock, and a wash of pure sweet calm flooded came flooding through his
naturally riotous emotions from his Em, and he turned his rimmed gaze
from his Maker to his beloved and gave her his first kingly head nod.

Her silent laughter further elevated his mood, a feat he hadn’t thought
possible.  With extreme effort he refocused his thoughts not only on the
proceeding but on the potential threats in the audience.

As  rehearsed,  he  turned  to  face  the  Officiant  whose  presence  felt
enormously old.

“King Arkansas,” the male vampire said in his teasingly familiar voice
as  he  opened  the  ancient  tome  in  his  hands,  “let  us  sanctify  this
Coronation.”



As the puzzling Officiant read words so old even Andre didn’t know
them, he studied the members of the audience he could detect with his
peripheral  vision.  Unfortunately, every  expression  he  could  see  was
properly…reverent.

Reverent.

It  seemed  the  royally  bitchy,  sanctimonious,  arrogantly  judgmental
members of this gathering were fondly reliving their own ascension to
this most exclusive club.

When the male stopped reading and with finality closed the tome, as
expected  Sophie-Anne  approached  the  Officiant  with  the  ring  he’d
known was stashed in the second chest.  The newly crafted ring, made of
gleaming ornately-carved gold and a blood red ruby the size of a small
bird’s egg, rested appropriately upon a red silk pillow.

Without touching either the ring or the pillow, the black-cloaked figure
held the tome beneath Sophie-Anne’s hands and allowed her to place the
pillow upon the book.  With a nod he turned from the queen to the king.

Andre knew that monarchy rings were said to be special somehow, were
rumored  to  contain  some  sort  of  “magical  power”  or  “strengthening
benefits” or some such thing, but had never put much stock in it.

Magic existed, of course.  It was the magic in his blood that allowed him
to die without decaying every day, the magic in his blood that gave him
his vampire strength and enhanced senses and ageless existence.

Witches had their forms of magic just as fairies and demons had their
own versions.

But magic rings?  His Maker had never said any such thing about her
monarch ‘s ring…



He watched the Officiant’s actions closely.

The power inherent in the body of the one personifying the position of
Officiant flowed outward to encompass both Andre and the ring atop the
tome in a way he could only explain as warmth.  Unbeknownst to him,
tendrils of that ancient, ceremonial power seeped to encompass all the
monarchs  in  the  room  and  bolstered,  if  only  for  a  moment,  the
comradeship of those in attendance.

A moment later the feeling of the room returned to normal,  and still
without touching the ring, the male offered it to Andre and inclined his
head for him to place it upon his own finger.  As he did so, Andre could
indeed sense a bolstering of his strength and innate power, but there was
also an indefinable something…

“On this night and at this hour, let it be known to the entirety of our kind
that the Free vampire King Andre of the chosen surname Paul is by the
hand  and  will  of  his  Maker  and  Queen  Louisiana  now  and  forever
Crowned  and  is  known  as  Sovereign  King  of  the  North  American
Territory of Arkansas. Any challenge to the authority of King Arkansas
is now deemed an act of Treason against both Arkansas and Louisiana. It
is done.”

That he was named both “King Andre…” and “Sovereign King of…” by
the Officiant was not lost on any who heard.

Andre’s exulted position within the vampire hierarchy was assured.

Chapter 49 

 



Emma clutched at the freely bleeding wound in her chest and tried not to
fall  out  of  her  chair.  So  much  was  going  on…too  much  movement
everywhere to keep it all straight.   She maintained a death grip on the
strange dagger in her other hand as her dazed eyes tried to track the
vicious blur that was her Andre.

The growls and snarls of fury…the war cries…the clashing of weapons
and the weirdly sweet coppery stench of spilled blood mixed with the
char of scorched living skin…so much chaos… She knew she was going
into shock, how could she not be…

Her Andre, though…she kept him in her sights as best she could…he
was her tether.

Now guarded on one side by the hyper-alert Rasul and on the other by
Tracy in her lynx form, she had collapsed into one of the hastily vacated
chairs against the wall at the entrance into the once ceremonial chamber.

The vampire was bleeding from his arm and calf but with obvious skill
held his dripping sword at the ready, and the beautiful fur around the
were-lynx’s snarling mouth and huge paws was soaked with shiny fresh
blood.

With the back of her chair against the wall and her vampires’ frenzied
slashing and dashing before her, she was as protected as possible…now.

Painfully, that had not been the story mere feet away and minutes ago.

Light  from  another  fireball  flung  from  Sookie’s  hand  invaded  her
peripheral vision and the bulky forms of the Broders as they advanced
and parried with astonishing grace for their size flashed in and out of her
visual field, but Andre remained the center of her world.



Unfortunately, shock was warring with throbbing pain as the gash on her
chest hurt worse and worse, and seemed to be…burning?

The room tried to tilt on its axis and she prayed Andre could come to her
soon but there were so many…

Andre’s sword, claws, and fangs violently warring with cold methodical
grace that belied the rage burning as fire in his blood.

The satisfaction gained from ripping off and tossing yet another blond
head  was  paltry  in  the  face  of  having  seen  his  Emma  so  gravely
wounded.

After what seemed to be days and hours of lethal maneuvers,  with a
succinct  and  fatal  series  of  slashes  Andre  coldly  dispatched  the  last
unmet assailant before finally…finally vamping to his Emma’s side.

The sight of her sitting in that chair, one hand protectively covering her
wound, the other wielding an odd weapon as if ready to defend herself
anew…her face pale, her breaths hitched and gasping…

The image of her bloody hand pressed over that fucking wound was yet
another that would stay with him until his dying night.

And he’d thought scraped skin and a kidnapping were so horrible?

A bond check told him the obvious: she hurt, and hurt badly.

He tilted her face to  peer  into her  eyes,  and the hazy quality  of  her
gaze…

Wordlessly, his own blooded face set in stone, he ripped into his wrist
then  held  it  to  his  beloved’s  mouth.  She  slowly  latched  on  while
surveying his features as if for injuries, and he consciously attempted to
halt the deadly growls still rising from his chest and calm the fuck down,
but it was a no-go.



As much as he wished to soothe her, they were still in the midst of battle
still raging in the center of the room.

He didn’t like how weakly she suckled but figured she was going into
some sort of human shock. His research into matters affecting the human
condition, research initiated some time ago after realizing that he would
no longer wish to live should his Emma cease to exist, had covered far
too many threats including this shock issue, and he knew it was a bad
thing.

“Come  on,  Emma,  you  can  do  it.  Come  on,  ma  chérie,  drink,”  he
ordered…begged…over and over, subconsciously slipping into an old
French dialect as he alternated between rubbing her back and running his
hand through his blood-wet hair.

Priorities…end the active threat…get to your mate…then check yourself
for injuries.

He had gotten to her as soon as he possibly could but every second had
felt like a lifetime.

Self-condemnations ran rampant through his mind regardless of logic.
He had sprung into action the instant he had understood what was going
on and in truth had eliminated the second bastard who had thought to
end her life, but that first one had come far too close to succeeding.

The clanging noise of metal falling to the flooring startled a growl from
the lynx at her side then he felt Emma’s now free hand on his wrist.

His  love…she  had  been  attacked  so  quickly  that,  even  though  it
happened right in front of his eyes, he had been unable to stop it. The
fucking bastards had popped in…literally popped in…out of the fucking
blue, and had she not reacted so quickly, the bastard’s blade would have



pierced her heart instead of ripping from the top of her breast up to her
shoulder.

As it was, the front of her gown was soaked with her life’s blood, the red
from her veins vying wetly with the crimson bits of cloth.

Her mouth now firmly attached to his wrist as he willed her to heal…to
get better…to stop with the fucking pain and bleeding…

A furious snarl  drew his  attention to  the battle  raging on outside his
periphery and he glared around angrily as if daring yet another enemy to
charge.

With the way the second portion of the evening had gone, it would not
surprise him.

The formerly  dignified ballroom-turned-ceremonial-chamber was now
in shambles. Chairs were scattered and broken, and blood seemed to be
everywhere – mixing with piles of sparkling dust and sprayed on walls,
fabrics,  running in rivulets on the floor…but thankfully there weren’t
any vampire body parts lying around.

His forces had performed quite well given the circumstances, he had to
admit.  And as usual his ‘family’ hid risen powerfully to the occasion.

But his Emma…

Sending a fuck-ton of reassurance and strength through the bond as he
ran a shaking hand over her hair, he willed his bite to remain open.

Godric’s cover had been more than blown by this point, of course. His
blood-soaked Officiant’s robe now lay in a crumpled heap somewhere
near a pile of crystalline dust.



His  ubiquitous  tunic  and  nondescript  trousers  likewise  soaked,  with
great snarls and blood dripping from his lethal fangs and down his chin,
he weaved over the corpse quickly turning to dust before him.

Others, he instantly noted, were also in the final throes of ending their
own prey, including a surprising number of guest monarchs.  He didn’t
bother noting which – surveillance video would tell all.

Even then proof of engagement wouldn’t negate the possibility of using
involvement to hide subterfuge or of a double-cross.

As  he  whipped  his  gaze  back  to  his  Emma,  he  decided  to  let  Eric
approach the righteously enraged ancient one still emitting those loud,
eerie  snarls.  Maybe the  Northman could  calm the  elder’s ass  down,
although he was by far  more than entitled to  his rage.   He had truly
helped save the night, and his contribution to his Emma’s survival would
be well rewarded.

While checking her eyes and pulse and lightly running his thumb down
the side of her throat, he wondered how long it would take the rest of
them to wrap this shit up so he could get his woman safely home.

Come what may, he would not be leaving her side again.

Moments later, an odd silence suddenly descended upon the wrecked
room as the final enemies were dispatched.  A brief scan of the scene
showed Eric, gloriously clad in the blood of his enemies and with fangs
and growls also highly evident,  now holding his Sookie safely in his
arms. He, too, surveyed the scene one last time before finally allowing
himself to check his beloved for injuries.

Priorities…kill the active threat to protect your mate’s life, then at the
first possible instant, grab that mate and never, ever let her go…never let
her go…



The last scan of the room had proven that no current foe now lived, so
for the moment Eric could deal with the scene and his Maker.

Gaze inescapably drawn back to his Emma’s too-pale face, he assessed
the distressing lack of improvement before focusing on her wound.

That fucking wound…

With his free hand Andre widened the opening in the ruined cloth and
loosened it from that damned jagged cut. He was pleased to see the flow
of blood slowing but it wasn’t enough.

Her flesh should never have been touched, much less pierced, by the
enemy’s blade in the first place!

All his men…the place surrounded both inside and out…this should not
have been possible!

She  was  healing  too  slowly…too  fucking  slowly…and  it  smelled
wrong…

He bit his wrist again and placed it back to her lips.

With the age of his blood and the amount she had ingested during these
past  minutes,  not to mention the amount he had feed her earlier  that
afternoon, by now all bleeding should have stopped and the edges of the
ripped skin should have at least begun closing.

To the tune of a deeper growl he sliced open the pad of his thumb and
smeared  the  freely  flowing  blood  over  the  deeply  jagged  cut  that
stretched from the top of her sweet breast up toward her shoulder.

As he tended to her wound, he suppressed what would have been a roar.

He had fucking known they would be attacked – his gut had told him so.



Every preparation and protection possible had been made from having
the  structure  surrounded  inside  and  out  with  the  most  highly  skilled
guards at his disposal…but it had not been enough.

And his Emma had paid the price for his failure.

No one had expected the attack to come from fucking fairies.

Despite the lack of that signature intoxicating scent, all other evidence
indicated that it had to have been fairies.

It had to have been.

No other species could teleport, and no other species turned to sparkling
dust when ended.

What made no sense was the lack of that unique scent. Their blood was
everywhere – by rights, he and his kind should have been feasting, but as
best he could tell, not one of his family or the fighters was the least bit
drawn.

And most of the vampires had blooded fangs.

So…either the bastards were fairy hybrids, in which case how the fuck
had they been able to teleport, or they were pure, in which case how the
hell were they masking their scent even after mortal injury?

Thank fuck not much could continue living after its head rolled upon the
floor.

Thank double fuck the telepath didn’t seem to mind flinging her deadly
balls of light at those likely of her own species.

Sookie…Sookie had fought valiantly.



All his people, his vampire family and…friends – hell, even some of the
Kings and all of the Queens – had fought well, he reviewed disjointedly
as he stared into his Emma’s eyes willing her to recover.

The Twins had immediately gone into full  war mode as had his own
Maker. A split-second memory of her fighting with a beautifully vicious
smile  came to mind.  The Northman had instantly  become the Viking
warrior  of  legend  and  had  abundantly  proven  that  his  “ceremonial”
sword was no more “ceremonial” than the Twins’ or his Queen’s.

Or his own.

And the telepath – her many blasts of light had incinerated at least two
of the bastards that he knew of.  No wonder she now appeared exhausted
as she wilted into her Viking’s arms.

Even his Emma, his glorious too-mortal Emma, had engaged as best she
could, especially given the depth of that fucking cut.

The second set of punctures in his wrist healed and he used his arm to
circle her waist.

“It burns,” she said faintly once her mouth was free. “It’s burning worse,
too.”

“Fuck.”

He could feel the curious stare of the remaining monarchs gathered on
the other side of the room ostensibly to grant them privacy, but ignored
them. Rasul and Tracy, still in her were form, remained at guard to each
side and he sensed that they had been joined by the Twins and his Maker
once their prey had disintegrated.



When the light around them shifted, he figured the Northman, probably
with Sookie and Godric, were completing a circle of protection around
himself and his fallen mate.

A deeper  sniff  proved his  theory, their  scents  finally  superseding the
stench of dead and burned…whatever the fuck the bastards were.

“How does she heal?”

The mostly growled demand jerked his head up to meet the darkened
eyes  of  the  oldest  being  in  most  of  the  country.   His  face  was  still
vibrantly bloody but he appeared calmly serious despite the rage.

“Too slowly,” he ground out, his eyes growing wilder with rising fear.
“By now her skin should be closed. She said that it burns yet I dare not
give her more of my own blood.”

He heard several gasps, and barely withheld a growl as Godric lowered
his head to investigate the wound.

The ancient vampire sniffed.

Then sniffed again.

“What?” The demand slipped out before he might have bothered to stop
it.

“Later. For now, I would offer her my vein.  The burning is not a good
sign. My blood is far more than twice the age of yours and my healing
power is…vast.” The words were strident while the volume was not.

For a mere instant Andre’s instincts howled in fury against the idea of
another vampire’s blood infiltrating his Emma’s veins before common
sense and more than a small bit of awe took over.



Vampires  did  not  offer  their  blood  to  all  and  sundry, and  Godric  in
particular was never known to do so. The Blood was considered sacred
to the elder.

In his periphery the shock on Eric’s face hit home.

Truly this was an honor for his Emma.

Plus, the blood of a different vampire would be much safer for her to
ingest without fear of an accidental turning. She needed to heal and this
was by far the best option.

“Will you accept his blood?” He was already preparing to move away to
give the other vampire room.

The green of his eyes begged her to accept the extraordinary gift. And,
given how very badly the wound was burning now, she had no intention
of denying it.

She nodded, or at least tried to. Even she could sense that things weren’t
quite right.

The thought of drinking from someone who wasn’t her Andre, or at least
a part of her vampire family, wasn’t one she relished, but the gravity in
the young-looking guy’s face scared her. Looking around, she realized
that they all seemed to share the same fear.

Her natural and usually ill-timed need to diffuse a stressful situation rose
to the surface.

“Hi, I’m Emma. You must be Godric,” she said with a wobbly, broken
smile, then whimpered when she moved in an attempt to ease the pain
shooting through her upper chest. Andre immediately knelt by her other
side to hold and support her.

He looked way too pale.



“Enough,” the ancient boy ordered gently as he sat in Andre’s former
seat. “Drink.”

He bit his wrist with his enormous fangs and within a moment she could
not only taste but feel the difference in their life forces.

From what she understood, Andre’s blood was very strong because of
his age but this…Godric’s blood was in an entirely different class.

It even tasted…tasted like eons gone by…

She latched on more securely.

Somehow his blood was thick with power and age as well as substance.
As with Andre’s she could feel the surge of health growing in her body,
but  now…now  she  would  swear  that  she  could  feel  Godric’s  blood
separating even in her veins – some of the individual molecules going on
an  honest-to-God  search  and  destroy  mission  while  the  rest  sped  to
encircle the now-searing wound.

It was as though she was being cloaked, gently but surely cloaked, inside
and out by a violently healing inferno.

Godric glared at the lethally sharp dagger resting carelessly on the floor
near her feet.

“Their weapons were likely poisoned,” the ancient vampire said before
turning his gaze to her weeping injury with a curious ferocity.

Her head felt oddly light now, and she imagined his intense expression
meant that he was ordering his blood to work.

Maybe he was.



As  her  eyes  lightly  scanned  the  room,  it  seems  that  everyone  was
holding their breath – no one moved, not even the Kings and Queens she
knew were staring silently from the other side of the room.

The  fear  and  desperate  hope  in  her  Andre’s  face  was  strangely
mirrored…Sigebert and Wybert…Sophie-Anne, Sookie…even Eric…

A minute later he bit his wrist again, and with eyes that ordered her to
drink more he placed it to her lips.

Wow…it really was like liquid power flowing down her throat…

As she let  her  thoughts  fly  free,  she mourned the  destruction of  her
beautiful Pledging gown and the spectacle she must surely be making to
the  collected  snobbery  she  couldn’t  actually  see  as  they  undoubtedly
judged her and found her mortality lacking…but mostly, mostly she was
pissed off that her Pledging ceremony had been disrupted.

All that planning, all that effort…

She wanted to marry or Pledge or what the hell ever to her Andre.

Tonight.

Her poor vampire had worked so hard for all this.

They all had.

At least he was King now, finally.

If she died, what would he do?

Would he ever smile again?

Wait…had someone said something about fairies?

They hadn’t looked like fairies, but then, from what she knew Sookie
didn’t look like one, either.



What did fairies really look like, anyway?

Did they really have pointy ears and wear weird clothes?

Whatever …they made pretty dust…

What?

She blinked and tried to concentrate as someone spoke softly.

“…hybrids…couldn’t have been full-blooded or we would all be full…”
she  heard  someone  else,  maybe  Sophie-Anne,  saying  with  an  angry
growl as the air fell dark.

She woke on a sofa surrounded by known and beloved faces with Andre
on his knees by her side.

“How the hell…able to teleport,” Eric was snarling…

“Welcome back,” Andre said quietly and the voices stopped. “How do
you feel?”

Her color was vastly improved and the wound had, indeed, sealed and
healed, but…

As she gazed into his worried face, a systems check told her she felt
fine, better, in fact, than she could have expected. She sat up and glanced
around at the concerned faces staring back at her.

Oh, she was in the changing room…

Rasul stood at the foot of the sofa with his arms around Tracy. She was
back to her human form and wearing his bloodied shirt. After she saw
with her own eyes that the other most important people in her life now
were  present  and  seemed  to  be  ok,  she  threw  her  arms  around  her
beloved vampire’s neck with a heartfelt exhale.



Andre  barely  stopped  himself  from rolling  over  backwards  with  the
surprise of her relieved attack.

All in the room remained silent as their undivided attention centered on
the  embracing  couple.  The  sound  Andre  was  making,  something
between a growl and a purr, was soothing music to her ear.

She laughed briefly, and the rush of relief he felt was almost painful in
its intensity.

“I feel fine – it’s like the stabbing never happened,” she reassured him
before leaning back to look at his face, her slight  smile fading. “You
never told me how you were doing, though.”

With a husky noise that vaguely resembled a laugh, he replied, “Now
that you have healed, I am well.”

He promptly rested his face in the crook of her neck.

As she ran her hands over his broad back, she asked in part because she
cared but mostly to give him a chance to recover, “Is everyone else ok?”

A nod served to answer her question but it was a long minute before he
lifted his head.

He held her as close as he could given the circumstances but it wasn’t
nearly close enough.

And it never would be, not after this.

Earlier,  after  he  had  placed  her  on the  couch,  everyone had  politely
turned  their  back  to  give  him  privacy  to  check  her  for  additional
wounds.  Just because he hadn’t found any in no way negated his need to
check  much  more  thoroughly  –  in  their  own  quarters  –  as  soon  as
fucking possible.



Sometimes  fifteen  minutes  –  the  length  of  time  she  had  been
unresponsive – was the same as a vampire’s lifetime.

When he finally leaned back to gaze down into his beloved face, his
features were hard as stone although his eyes blazed.

The bond told her little more than that he lived and wasn’t injured.  The
violence  coursing  through  his  system…the  relief…everything…too
much chaos for her to even try to decipher.

He repositioned his arms around her cherished figure and lifted her as he
rose. Once sitting on the sofa with her in his lap, he called for the basket
of foods and drinks.

According to her expression, the tepid water she quickly gulped from the
bottle he handed her had never tasted so good.

“All is well I see,” said Godric as he approached the sofa a minute later,
his normally benign expression almost restored. There was no mistaking
the banked rage subtly gleaming in his eyes, however.

Emma nodded as she drained the rest of the water then recapped the
empty  bottle…and  remembered  some  of  her  lessons  in  vampire
etiquette.

“Thank you, Godric. I very much appreciate the healing. You honor me,
and I will not forget it.”

He nodded his head in unassuming acknowledgement as though using
his precious blood to save the lives of future queens was an every-night
occurrence.

Emma thought for a moment then stated more than asked of the group at
large, “They were coming specifically for me, weren’t they. When they
magically appeared, and how the hell they did that I’d love to know, it



seemed like they had timed it so that that one blond guy would pop in
right in front of me.”

A scan of the room showed several grim nods and more than one set of
fangs.

Andre resumed that  deep,  spine  tingling growl of  his,  and when she
glanced up at him, she saw that his fangs, which hadn’t fully retracted,
were once again at their fullest length. Thankfully his hands about her
waist hadn’t clawed, but those big arms of his were definitely holding
her even closer.

The dried blood on his face and neck would have lent him a horrifyingly
sinister cast if she hadn’t known him so well.  She glanced around and
decided the same would apply to them all.

“And somehow they appeared right in front of both Wybert and Sigebert,
at the same time, so that they couldn’t help me.”

Another group nod…this one accompanied by various growls that even
she could hear.

Godric’s expression became speculative and not in a good way.

The truly frightening glower marring his boyish features did not bode
well as he examined his memories.

The extraordinarily well-timed appearance of the enemy was disturbing
on too many levels.

Obviously the attack had somehow been coordinated from the inside, as
it were. That was bad enough.

That  the  enemy  now  included  what  appeared  to  be  a  subset  of  yet
another race was even worse.



Vampires and Demons…and now some sort of Fairies?

Too coincidental – and he was not one to believe in…coincidences.

Barely an hour before he had been standing on the dais as per his role as
Officiant and so had been in position to witness the assault.

Andre had been in place at the bottom of the steps ready to escort his
Emma up to the platform once she and her escort reached his side.

Mere moments after she passed through the doors into the chamber, all
hell had broken loose.

Although she had been squired by both Sigebert and Wybert – a thing
Godric had thought strange but guessed neither would step aside in favor
of  the  other  –  the  enemy  had  managed  to  appear  in  too  perfect  a
formation for them to provide her with adequate protection.

Not even the hulking, battle-ready figures by her side could have been
prepared for a trio of foes appearing directly before her…and them. In
perfect  synchronicity,  each  assailant  had  immediately  attacked  their
chosen target thus rendering the giant males incapable of defending the
small woman between them.

The brothers had been infuriated on a scale he would not soon forget.

Yes, oddly strategic how the now dead had materialized in exactly the
right  place and at  exactly  the right  time with those strangely  shaped
daggers at the ready…

In the slow motion of memory, he once again saw the Torturer’s woman
being stabbed almost the very instant those wielding the daggers had
appeared. Had she not moved as she did, she would have been killed in
the  blink  of  an  eye.  By  apparent  instinct  she  had  ducked,  however,



which had saved her life but unfortunately had allowed the tainted blade
to enter into her flesh and slice upward.

Instead of running or collapsing from the pain and shock of the injury as
any normal mortal should have done, she had chosen to stand and fight.
With a weird quirk of luck that seemed to be a possible family trait, she
had grabbed the hybrid’s dagger and with weak but effective twisting
and dancing motions had managed to acquire the weapon for herself.

Had she  acted  as  a  normal  mortal,  she  would  not  have  survived the
encounter.  His gut was sure of it.

Godric glanced to the side table where the strangely fashioned weapon
now rested as he remembered the sight of it discarded at her feet.

His  last  image  of  the  woman  before  he  joined  the  fight  was  of  her
thrusting it into the assailant’s own bowels.

All after that was a blur of blood, lights, sweet victory, and shining dust.

As his gaze refocused on the future queen before him, he surveyed her
face and found the familiarity he subconsciously sought in her features
but had already scented in her blood.

With a nod,  he turned to  Andre still  growling intermittently  with his
Emma securely ensconced on his lap. The younger male had prepared
and fought most capably but he feared it would be an impressively long
time before he allowed the woman out of his literal sight.

Who could blame the child?

“Nothing more could you have done given the information available.
Hindsight, as humans say, may be 20/20, but you will not hold yourself
accountable for this breach.”



Arkansas was not his progeny nor was he in any way especially close to
the  kingling,  but  the male’s dedication to  his  as  yet  unPledged mate
struck a strong chord.

Eric,  too,  was  a  fine  judge  of  character  and  had  chosen  to  become
personally involved in this situation, plus…

A noise from the remaining monarchs still  milling about in the other
room annoyed him and he briefly sneered in their direction.

“Now would  be a  good time to leave,”  he understated  to  the  couple
before him.

Emma appeared confused. “Are all those Kings and Queens still here?”

Godric and Andre both nodded, and Sophie-Anne approached the sofa.
Her gown in bloody tatters, the styling of her softly red hair in ruins, she
appeared to Emma’s eyes more ‘alive’ than ever.

“Most of them are. Of course the cowards have fled but the nosier ones
have notes to compare and gossip to hone before returning to their own
courts.” Her disgust was obvious as she flicked her fingers. Then she
shrugged. “Some of them fought well, though, and likely want to know
what the hell was going on.”

“So do I,” Emma couldn’t help but pout.  This was supposed to have
been her Pledging night. Granted the vampire lifestyle wasn’t actually
her own and their customs and ceremonies and yadda-blah weren’t hers,
either, but damn it…

“Come now, let me see you home. We can Pledge another night,” Andre
suggested. Although she appeared completely healed, he wasn’t taking
any chances.



Her color had returned and the sounds of her heartbeat and breath were
normal…but she was still bathed in her own spilled blood.

He would not rest until he could clean her and affirm with his own hands
and eyes that the forsaken injury really  had healed and that there truly
were no others.

Plus  she  carried  the  scent  of  the  ancient  vampire  and  the  urge,  the
instinct, to mark her as his own was well nigh overwhelming.

He needed to fuck the hell out of his woman.

Emma’s reply  to  Andre’s “we should delay  the Pledging” suggestion
would ring in his ears for a very long time, however.

“Fuck no – we’re Pledging and we’re Pledging right now.”

The Twin’s gutteral versions of “dat’s my gurrrl” floated to her ears even
as she could see Andre gathering breath to spring forth with his denials.

“See, here’s my thinking,” she quickly started. “Someone in there does
not want us to Pledge. Apparently they didn’t have a problem with you
becoming king, right, but the sudden appearance of…whoever the hell
they were, well, their timing was just a little too perfect.” She glared off
into the middle distance, her expression darkening with a need for some
vengeance of her own.

That shit had hurt!

“Fuck  that.  And  fuck  them,  too,”  she  added  with  a  nod  toward  the
remaining royalty in the wrecked ballroom. “I’m tired and my dress is
ruined, and that room looks like a slaughterhouse, but they want a show,
so I say let’s give it to them.”



She reached into the nearby basket and withdrew a bottle of lukewarm
but super-sweet soda.  Blood loss was a thirsty business and there wasn’t
any warm coffee left.

Although her hands still shook subtly, the expression on her Andre’s face
and the couple of now identifiable feelings coming through the bond
amused her even if she would never actually tell him so. Torn between
worry for her health, shock and pride in her attitude, and the instinctive
need to check for himself that she was fine…

Bless him.

She was entirely on board with that last train of thought but damn it, this
was her Pledging night. The show must go on and so on and so forth.
Besides, everyone she would want to attend and those nosy monarchs
were already gathered, and it wasn’t as if she had family of her own to
worry about inviting to a different ceremony.

“Thanks to the grace of Godric I’m healed, but being the objective in a
murder plot has made me a little cranky. Frankly, I’m tired of this shit.
It’s going to be a couple hours before my mind settles enough to crash,
anyway. So, really, if those people out there want a show, let’s give them
one. And, well, some of them did fight on our behalf, so letting them see
the ceremony would be a weird kind of reward for them, right?” She
shook her head at the strangeness of the vampire world, then sighed.

“Later, when we’re both rested and happy, we can do this all again in
private just for all of us if we want, but for right now, let’s foil all the
murder  plots  and  give  a  giant  flip-off  to  any  snippy  little  attitudes. 
Anyway, let’s get the cuts and the words and the swallows over with so
we can go home and not have to deal with this kind of ceremonial crap
anymore. It’s taken up too much of our time as it is.”



The entire room seemed to hold its collective breath as everyone waited
for Andre’s reply.

Emma’s weary but determined expression grew concerned.

“So far this has all been about me, though. What about you? Do you still
want to Pledge with me?  Is it…is it still worth the hassle?”



Chapter 50 

Volcanic.

That’s the word that would always come to Emma’s mind whenever she
would relive the moments with Andre leading up to her Pledging.

Well, her mini-Pledging at any rate.

By the time it had finally come around, in one way she hadn’t really
cared. By then it was more a “spit in the eye of all the vampires who
hated her” event than an emotional and spiritual union with her Andre.
That… That in part had already happened, the biggest part of it at any
rate, and in other ways would happen again every single day they shared
together.

But she had wanted to be sure.

When she had stupidly asked him if he still wanted to pledge with her, if
he still thought the whole thing was worth the hassle after all the trouble
they’d just been through, he had gone quietly…volcanic.

Upon seeing his eyes suddenly darkening to a deep stormy green and his
face hardening like stone, the Twins, even his Maker, all took a hasty
step back while Godric and Eric had simply smirked (even if the Viking
did preemptively move Sookie around behind his large body).

What of his face she could see while sitting on his lap had made the hair
on the back of her neck rise, but she wouldn’t have taken the question
back even if she could have.



Sure,  the Coronation had been about  him.  Granted she’d  been under
painfully sharp scrutiny as The Human Curiosity during the “public if
you’re a fellow monarch” ceremony; but in the end it was all about him
(and his Maker) exactly as it should be.

The Pledging,  though…  The Pledging was supposed to be about the
both of them, but all along it seemed that everything concerned with it
had to do with either only or at least mainly her.  It was as though Andre
was an afterthought.

At some point along the way it had started feeling to Emma that in some
nebulous way Andre had been left out. Of course he was in charge of the
security procedures they needed for the combined ceremonies and it was
true that he’d been the one to secure her dress/costume maker and such,
but she just wanted to be sure that a Pledging with her was something he
still really and truly wanted.

Just because he had asked her to Pledge with him didn’t mean he still
wanted that to happen, and given the attack that evening, he would be
smart to have second thoughts.

So she wanted to ask him…and she had…but she’d never expected this
kind of reaction! As she craned around in his lap trying to get a better
look  at  his  face,  she  accessed  their  bond  only  to  sense  a  dark,
overwhelming chaos.

The fuck? Do I still want to… THE FUCK? She didn’t just…no, she…the
fuck? 

It took Andre a moment for his mind to believe what he’d  thought his
ears had heard. When all his mental wheels finally started working in
unison, it hit.



He  couldn’t  believe  she  would  even  think  to  ask  such  an  asinine,
ridiculous – fucking outrageous – question.

Yes, things took a bad turn after the Coronation, but we won!  How in
the nine levels of hell could she even consider…? In all of my combined
days and nights I have never heard a stupider question! Why would she
even…? Wait…I hadn’t thought so by maybe she had injured her head
somehow? But any head wound would surely have been healed from all
of our blood…wouldn’t it?  Oh, fuck, I’d better check…

In the blink of an eye he blurred to kneel before his Emma.

“Emma,”  he  growled,  then  stopped  to  clear  his  throat.  Growling
wouldn’t solve  this issue. “Emma, light of my heart, love of my life,
have you hit your head? Do you still need a human healer of some sort? 
There are…what do you call them…hostels?  Hospitals in this city, I’m
sure we can steal someone for you.  Do you need a healer,” he demanded
through clinched jaws.

Still reeling from suddenly being unseated from his lap only to have him
immediately appear on his knee before her with blazing eyes and flaring
nostrils,  the  unexpected question  he’d  asked so  very  seriously  didn’t
help restore her mental acuity. All she could comprehend at that moment
was that her Andre was fuming and that his eyes had gone that “you
better run” color.

“What? No, I didn’t, I don’t.  I told you that I’m fine.”

A tic then formed at the corner of his right eye and he remained silent for
a too-long moment.

“Then why the fuck would you think I no longer want to Pledge with
you?”



“Well, for one thing you wanted us to all go home and…” Sadly that was
the only logical reason she could grasp well enough in that moment to
verbalize.

“That’s because you were fucking attacked not a fucking hour ago with
what should have been a mortal fucking wound! Of course I want to take
you home and put you to bed and…”

At this point Andre rose abruptly and started pacing as he broke into
what Emma thought to be an old form of French, his snarled words often
punctuated with semi-violent hand gestures and frequent glares sent her
way.

With a wry but understanding twist of his lips, Godric quietly herded the
now openly grinning Twins and Rasul, who wouldn’t release his hold on
Tracy, out the door to the men’s changing area. While suppressing her
own grin Sophie-Anne sent Andre a burst of calm, not that she thought it
would do him any good given the state his emotions were in but figured
it couldn’t hurt, as she vacated the impending scene in search of her own
changing area.

Happily sensing that the Pledging was going to go forward sooner than
later, Sookie led Eric to the suite’s large bathroom. She knew exactly
how these vampire affairs tended to end up – things always managed to
somehow go…awry – and had brought along extra gowns for herself,
Emma, and Tracy…just in case.

Suitable outfits for Eric and Andre had been surreptitiously deposited in
the men’s changing room as well.

In part to drown out the drama but mostly just to wash away evidence of
the  bloody  skirmish  still  clinging  to  her  skin,  she  had Eric  help  her
undress so she could very quickly rinse off in the shower.  Even if for



some unfathomable reason the next ceremony was, in fact, delayed, she
couldn’t wait to wash the blood of her apparent relatives off her skin.

That line of thought would bear much inquiry…at a later time.

Eric being Eric, he was quite pleased to assist as it allowed him to see
for himself that she was safe and well, and if he was more than a little
helpful in that large shower, who was to know?

Emma,  wide-eyed  and  stunned  into  silence  by  Andre’s  reaction,
remained seated as she watched him stomp around the suddenly empty
room. A part of her realized that at least some of his outburst – maybe
most of it – was his way of releasing stress.

The weeks of planning, the kidnapping, the knowledge that several of
his  peers  and  an  unknown  number  of  his  species  in  general  and
apparently those of another wanted her dead combined with the night’s
attack  and  her  very  serious  wound…of  course  he  had  reached  his
breaking point. Plus, even “good” stress was stressful, and he had just
been through his own Coronation.

So, while the night wasn’t getting any younger, her Andre could take all
the time he needed to get it out of his system. With a silent sigh she
made herself  comfortable  on the sofa  and sipped her tepid soda.  His
magnificent  form,  now more  primal  than  ever  with  the  blood  of  his
enemies dried on his fight-damaged clothing, was truly a sight worth
seeing as he paced and prowled. The language he was muttering might
have been more beautiful without the intermittent snarling, but his voice
was sexy nonetheless.

After  a  while  he  began  to  wind  down a  little  and  reverted  back  to
modern English the instant he blurred to stand in front of her.



“Of course I still want to Pledge with you, Emma. Why the hell would
you even think otherwise?  The real reason, if you please.”

She held her palm out to him so he could help her rise then placed her
hands loosely on his hips.

“Because I know you’ve been through so much here lately. I know it
wasn’t  easy  planning even just  the  security  aspects  of  all  this,  much
less…well,  there’s been  a  ton  of  stress  on  your  shoulders  and…and
everything seemed to be about me.”

She shook her head as she gathered her thoughts. The expression on his
harsh face revealed his confusion about her point.

“This Pledging is forever, honey, and that’s the way I want it, but I want
you to be absolutely sure about this, too. And I’m serious about wanting
to do a more private ceremony later, maybe even just  a  reception or
something that’s between us and the family, but this one will definitely
count. Forever is a long time to have doubts.”

If anything his expression now grew fiercer and…and he growled at her.
She couldn’t believe it – he honest-to-God growled at her!

“Don’t you be growling at me, buddy,” she rebuked as she checked his
emotions  as  best  she  could.  Something  she  had  just  said  had…had
insulted him?

Huh. Well that hadn’t been her intention at all…!

“It’s not that I think you’re fickle or that I think you didn’t know what
you wanted when you asked me before, nothing like that, so if that’s
what set you off you can put a sock in it.”

At a later time he would think her glare and the fingertip poking into his
broad chest were adorable, but for now? For now he seriously wondered



about the state of her mind. Perhaps this was what they called “a case of
cold feet”?

He glanced down at her blooded shoes.

He could certainly understand her feet growing cold but why not just
change shoes? Why make it seem as though she suddenly thought that
maybe he didn’t want to Pledge with her?    Did she doubt  his mind? 
What the fuck?    He was the one who had asked in the first  fucking
place!

“No,”  she  began,  and  waited  until  his  gaze  zeroed  back  onto  hers. 
“What I  mean is  that  things around us have been going nuts for the
last…,” her voice trailed off as she realized that things had been going
crazy since she first met him. With a slight laugh, she continued, “Yeah,
things have basically been chaotic the entire time we’ve been together.
We haven’t had any chance at all to settle down and practice being bored
together yet, but those times will come, I hope, and I want you to still be
happy with me when those times do finally come. And besides, all this
preparation for the Pledging, hell, everything about the Pledging, seems
like it’s only been about me. What about you?”

Emma paused and looked into his eyes to gauge his reaction and found
him staring intently back. She breathed a sigh when she saw that he was
definitely listening. It beat the hell out of growling…

“In one way we don’t know much at all  about each other but yet, in
another way, I feel like I know exactly who you are. You’re a hell of a
man,  Andre.  You’re  decent,  you’re  secretly  kind  and heartwarmingly
sweet,  you’re  considerate  and  attentive  and  the  best  lover  a  woman
could ever want. Oh, I don’t know,” she exclaimed while his head reeled
trying  to  keep  up  with  whatever  foreign  logic  that  seemed  to  have
invaded her mind.  The compliments had been nice, though. “I feel like



it’s all been about me from the moment you asked me. I just want to be
sure that nothing has changed for  you since then is all…,” she ended
pitifully. She didn’t feel as though she had expressed herself well, but
she so wanted…

Instantly his arms surrounded her, drawing her into his firm embrace as
he  exhaled  deeply. He rested  his  head in  the  crook of  her  neck and
simply held her close.

From what he could gather, he surmised that she was worried that they
didn’t know how things would go between them should they ever be
blessed with boredom and…and she was somehow concerned that not
enough ado had been made of him regarding the Pledging?

He hoped he had that right.

Whatever it was, though, his mate was worried and his job now was to
assure her that things of some sort questionable would be fine, and so
that’s what he did.

Relief flooded her system as it  seemed he’d seen through her words,
perhaps  even  checking  her through  their  bond,  and  that  maybe-just-
maybe he got it.

At first she didn’t think he was going to speak. A check of his emotions
soothed her as what chaos remained had taken on a distinctly different
feel.  His  emotions  were  still  overwhelming and chaotic  but  now the
chaos was beautiful  as the bond roiled with love and tenderness  and
something so sweetly aching she couldn’t name it.

Eventually and after a tiny sniff, he loosened his hold enough to lean
back. He gazed down into her face with eyes now a softer glowing sea
green, his expression so tender it brought tears to her eyes. He stroked a



long, gentle finger down her cheek before lowering his head to cover her
lips with his own.

“Yes,  Emma,”  he  affirmed  in  a  deepened  voice  when  he  reluctantly
broke their kiss, “I still wish to Pledge with you. Regardless of all that
has happened, regardless of even tonight’s attack, you are mine and I
want the world to know it. And yes, I fervently hope the times will come
when we have the glorious comfort of boredom to enhance our nights,
but make no mistake – our times together will never, ever even remotely
qualify as…boring.”

His short, suggestive laugh sent erotic shivers through her body.

“Well, then, if you are determined to go forth with the ceremony before
what witnesses remain, I suggest we do so quickly.”

His sudden agreement sent another surge of relief through her system
which was  promptly  followed by  a  wave of  exhaustion.  Wearily  she
nodded – she just wanted it to all be over with now.  Give the show, have
things locked down and tied up and whatever other jargon meant not
having to do it again…then go home and take a long nap before going
the hell to bed.

After lifting her chin to thoroughly search her eyes, Andre gave her a
small glower before kissing her forehead.

He  had  sensed  the  wave  of  exhaustion  and  while  she  appeared
recovered, it still worried him. Considering the vast amount of old and
truly  ancient  vampire  blood  flowing  through  her  veins,  she  should
currently have far more energy than she did.

“Tomorrow you will sleep and eat rich, healing things, yes?”

She nodded happily.



“Ok, then, let’s do this. Northman, you and your woman can come out
now,” he called over his shoulder without actually releasing his Emma.

“So are  we doing this,”  Sookie  asked as  she followed her tall  blond
vampire, who for some reason was wearing only a towel about his waist,
from the slightly smaller room. Dressed in an elegant white bathrobe
herself,  the  telepath  carried  in  her  hands  two  long  gowns;  both
resembled Emma’s original Pledging regalia only with far simpler lines.
The two gowns were predominantly white, but while one had red trim
with sparkling accents, the other had royal purple trim with sparkling
accents.

The meaning was unmistakable.

When preparing for this night,  Sookie had spoken with one the royal
dressmakers  and,  knowing  how  things  often  went  at  these  vampire
affairs, had commissioned a total of three dresses – one for herself, one
for Tracy, and of course, one for Emma. If nothing else, they could wear
them to a night at the opera or something.

Emma  nodded  then  spied  the  dresses.  “What?  Where  did  you  find
those?”

“I brought them. In my experience anything involving vampire business
usually requires at least one change of clothes, so I brought them with
my gown just in case. They’re not nearly as bulky as your Coronation
and Pledging gowns which made it easy. So, which one do you want?”
Her innocent question was belied by the twinkling in her eyes. “There’s
also one with yellow on it  that would look perfect  on Tracy but you
could easily wear it if…”



“The purple one,” Emma interrupted quickly. “Definitely the purple one.
It’s gorgeous!” She gave her friend a sharp look. “You had this made on
purpose, didn’t you!”

Sookie burst into laughter. “Of course I did! Shoes are in my other bag
over there. So, are we doing this or what?”

After Andre and Eric left the room a few minutes later, Sookie suggested
to Emma, “You know, you could just put your Coronation outfit back on.
It’s fine and it’s absolutely gorgeous.”

Emma nodded as she began shrugging out of the ruined swaths of now
grotesquely colorful silk. “I could, but…no. It’s gorgeous and all, but it
screams “coronation”, not “pledging”. Plus, it’s sweaty. That gown,” she
nodded at the one Sookie had hung up, “is perfect.  Be back out in a
minute.”

Within  fifteen  minutes  Emma and  Tracy, reluctantly  returned  by  her
Rasul, had taken quick “rinse-off” showers, the kind that left their hair
dry  since  no  one  had  thought  to  bring  a  dryer  and  time  was  at  a
premium, and all three had donned their chosen gowns.  All that was left
was makeup and coiffures.

Earlier, while  waiting for  Andre  and Eric  to  join  them in  the  male’s
dressing suite, Godric had thoughtfully arranged for guards to deliver to
each royal guest – currently gossiping while enjoying the free-flowing
blood products in the banqueting area – a set of cleansing fabrics so that
they could freshen themselves up, too.

It would help to pass the time, he figured, knowing the mindsets of the
wealthy and powerful of his species. That the sets of cloths and towels
had  come  from  a  lowly  linen  closet  and  were  only  that  afternoon
laundered from being used to clean that very venue wasn’t disclosed. He



vaguely  hoped  the  Louisiana  monarchy  preferred  a  nicely  scented
detergent.

Seemingly all at once, everyone was ready – the hulking forms of the
twins  swiping  more  “at”  their  soiled  clothing  than  actually  cleaning
anything – and even the excited yet somehow still marginally confused
kingling managed to don his surprise hanger of new clothing without
further drama. The badly hidden smirk on his sometimes-exasperating
progeny’s face easily  assured those gathered that  all  was well  in  the
royal house so everyone simply shrugged and put it down to Pledging
nerves.  Sometimes he wondered how Sookie put up with the boy…

To her credit and in her infinite wisdom, Sookie had brought along a
change  of  clothing  for  both  Eric  and  Andre  as  well  as  the  ladies.   
Somehow he doubted Eric would bother with something as irrelevant as
replacement  clothing in  such  a  situation.    Godric  could  see  that  the
newly crowned king felt something strongly positive over the telepath’s
kind consideration.  It seemed she had taken yet another vampire under
her wing.

Godric felt nicely refreshed after his brief shower and change. As she,
too, had come to know more about the vampire world’s “propensity for
damaging its inhabitants”, his Cara had also sent with him a change of
clothing in a small bag she’d firmly insisted that he bring with him to
“the upcoming drama”.

The smaller bag she’d sent along with it contained an odd assortment of
small  objects  she  had  smilingly  ordered  him  to  give  to  this  Emma
person. She knew as much as he did about the Andre-Emma situation,
and naturally her soft, mortal heart had felt for the human girl.

His Cara was such an intelligent,  thoughtful  sweetheart…although he
would only be away for a few nights at most, he missed her most dearly.



He weighed  the  small  bag  in  his  palm.  The  contents  of  the  hastily
assembled  gift  had  made  little  sense  to  the  ancient  vampire,  but  he
would do whatever it took to ensure his beloved’s happiness…even if it
did seem to involve odd wedding customs.

Ah, the vagaries of mortals…sending clothing and odd gifts as though
they were…what were they called again…bags for lunch?  Well,  now,
time for the next portion of the evening…

At the knock which Tracy answered, the door opened to admit the newly
refreshed forms of Andre, Eric, The Twins and Rasul, and finally Godric.

More precisely, Andre, Eric, and Godric had on new, clean clothes.

Apparently  nothing  new had  been  available  for  Sigebert,  Wybert,  or
Rasul, however some of the bloody evidence had been somewhat badly
rearranged on their ruined outfits. Emma nodded when she saw them; it
was the thought that counted, right?

When Godric  entered the women’s dressing suite,  he walked directly
over to Emma.

She was pleased to see that Godric had been able to change, though. He
had been rather gleefully soaked with enemy blood.

With a nod to the kingling, he looked to Emma and spoke. “My mate
Cara sent this along for you in case you needed it, but I did not have
time to give it to you before now.” He untied the small bag and motioned
for her to hold her hands out, then he spilled the contents into her palms.
“I am supposed to mention that this button is old, that this penny is new,
that this gold bracelet is borrowed, and for some reason I am supposed
to mention to you that this blue ribbon bow is blue. And as you can see,
she included an assortment of safety pins. Apparently they are in high
demand?”



Tears welled in Emma’s eyes. Of course she’d heard about this kind of
thing in human wedding lore,  that  having “something old,  something
new, something borrowed, and something blue” was somehow supposed
to bring luck or whatever to the bride, but in all the chaos she hadn’t had
a chance to bother with it.

Planning a mythical future wedding wasn’t something she’d ever wasted
time on during her tumultuous early years, but getting married wasn’t
something she’d  ever  dreaded,  either. Through time a  thought  would
drift  along  every  now and  then and  while  she’d  never  had anything
along the lines of a wedding plan in mind, a few elements had stuck.

Thanks to a female vampire of all things – as Godric’s mate, she’d have
to be a vampire, right? – now she could satisfy that lingering human
superstition.

She closed her hand around her tiny treasures and threw her arms around
the neck of a rather surprised if exquisitely pleased Godric.

Cara was right…but then, she’s always right… 

Then,  under  Andre’s  own  pleased  and  curious  gaze  –  indeed,  every
vampire and the one were in the room watched with a kind, perhaps
even damp, eye – Emma made perfect use of her now-cherished gifts.

In moments she had the small blue bow pinned to her dress above her
left  breast,  the  bracelet  on  her  wrist  with  Sookie’s  help,  the  button
wrapped in a small cloth that Tracy found somewhere and then pinned
inside the bottom of her dress, and the penny safely tucked into her shoe.

Now…now she was ready.



Within fifteen minutes of their return to the ceremonial chambers that
still resembled a slaughterhouse and before the remaining five Kings and
three Queens, Andre and Emma were officially Pledged.

Because of the previous drama and current time constraints, the couple’s
personally written vows and other meaningful elements were cast aside.
Godric had preemptively eschewed the strictest protocol demanded of
the most official version of the ceremony and had chosen to go with the
far simpler, and far shorter, ritual approved for a much more intimate
Pledge gathering.

The  attending  monarchs  had  taken  the  change  in  intimacy  as  a
compliment  indicative  of  their  newly  strengthened  alliance  with
Louisiana and newly forged relationship with Arkansas.

No one in the Pledging party cared but all, especially Godric and Eric,
were aware of how this perceived closeness could prove very beneficial.
Despite  all  the  time  she  had  spent  trying  to  learn  who  ruled  which
territory and memorizing what photographs had been available, Emma
could not identify any of them and was heartily relieved when the idea
of a “meet and greet” reception afterward was nixed in lieu of what she
would later call a “hi-how are ya/go home now” line.

Their royal guests behaved with surprising graciousness. Although every
one of them bore evidence of having fought alongside Louisiana and
Arkansas,  their  manners  were  warmly  impeccable  as  they  seemed to
honestly wish the happy couple every good fortune and blessing in the
union of their lives.  Flowery statements were the norm but were also
kept short and genuine.  All seemed curious about the new Pledge of the
new king, and sincere if brief invitations to “get together soon” were
extended.



The definition of soon being highly subjective, of course, considering
vampire time.

Finally, it was over. The royal guests departed very soon thereafter in
their shiny, expensive cars and two in their readied helicopters.

The core party along with their guards sped home almost as quickly as
they had arrived, and within the hour Emma was home, disrobed, and
asleep in their bed…with Andre by her side, watching over her as she
dreamed of beautiful things.

•~•0•~•

Epilogue

•~•0•~•

The next night Andre kicked back on the overstuffed sofa in his now
“royal” chambers. He swirled the nicely scented blend in the cut lead
crystal snifter as he regarded the familiar guests who always seemed to
congregate in his living quarters these nights.

That recent tradition he blamed solely on his Emma.

As per instinct,  his  eyes tracked his  now Pledged and Bonded mate.
Their permanent bond, supposedly publicly established directly after the
chaos meant to halt their Pledging and end her life, assured him of her
health and good humor, but observing her splendid form with his own
eyes was vastly more reassuring.

Unforeseeable events of the previous evening had caused her precious
blood to spill, but quick actions had saved her life.

She was fine, he reminded himself for the thousandth time.  Even the
strange exhaustion of the previous night – exhaustion that should have



fled in the face of the old and ancient blood flowing freely through her
veins – had entirely eased.

And now that the accumulated stress of the events was over, she was
radiant, even and especially in her “around the house” clothing.

Emma’s Coronation and Pledging gowns could not possibly have been
more perfectly suited for either the occasion or the wearer.   The security
cams at the venue had captured numerous shots of her in both gowns and
he  couldn’t  wait  to  have  stills  rendered…and  had  already  ordered  a
duplicate of the ruined Pledging regalia.

A low growl escaped. That outfit would be for private use only.

The replacement so thoughtfully supplied by the telepath had performed
magnificently, and they were Pledged before royal witnesses as custom
demanded…forever.

His thoughts drifted back to the time they had spent “affirming their
vows” before  emerging from their  bedroom earlier  that  evening.  The
mattress hadn’t been ruined but it had been a close call…

It was a long moment before a laugh returned his attention to the room.

But…here, now, in her home environment surrounded by her friends and
her new official vampire family, her customarily simple downtime outfit
of loose yoga pants and a soft silk blouse suited her perfectly.

His Queen…his Queen holding court in their quarters while wearing her
beloved cotton and his beloved silk.

He couldn’t wait to hold her official Coronation, but wisdom dictated a
longer term plan.



His eyes darkened a bit as they followed her movements.  The dark rose
silk played well with her dark hair and eyes, and cast a bit of a glow to
skin he couldn’t help but think was still a bit too pale.

Another growl with a different timbre escaped as he fought yet again the
need to check the wound he logically knew old and ancient blood had
well healed. He had thoroughly inspected her body – had disrobed her
the  night  before  partially  for  that  reason  and  then  had  taken  his
delightfully sweet time doing so again mere hours earlier – and knew
beyond doubt that no injuries remained. Logic, however, held little sway
over a vampire where his mate was concerned – especially when the
tainted knife wound had been so fucking deep.

And poisoned.

He ground his teeth in remembered fear and frustration.

If she didn’t evict the guests soon, he most certainly would. It seemed
they hadn’t had a single fucking moment of peace together since well
before his Coronation the previous night and precious little in the weeks
before that…and certainly not enough time spent alone.

Somehow he doubted there would ever be enough time spent alone.

The  upcoming  move  to  Arkansas  was  planned  to  infinite  detail,  and
while he knew it should take place as soon as possible, he did not want
to pile that unnecessary stress on his Emma’s shoulders.

Fucking Arkansas. As nice a state as it was, it could wait.  His Emma
was vastly, inconceivably, more important.

When  the  walking,  breathing  embodiment  of  his  heart  rose  from
Sookie’s side to lower herself to act as a damn serving wench for the



Northman’s blessed Maker, his eyes narrowed as he yet again tracked
her gait.

Of course she was healed…but the remembered terror refused to loosen
the last of its grasp. This, he concluded, must be the curse love-Pledged
vampires so often bitched about – one’s mate would,  could,  never be
considered safe or healed or healthy enough.

It took a moment for him to unclench his clawed hand from the arm of
the sofa.

He was certain that his foul mood had little to do with any jealousy he
might feel toward Godric who had a beloved mate of his own.

The ancient fucker’s fast actions truly had helped save the night and his
unimaginatively  strong  blood  had  definitely  saved  his  Emma.  The
Northman,  his telepath…Sigebert  and Wybert…Rasul  and his were…
even  his  own  Maker…  Together  with  a  handful  of  surprisingly
supportive  monarchs  and  the  highly  trained  royal  guards,  they  had
banded and prevailed.

Andre shook his head and finished the cooling blood in his glass.

It had been so long since Godric had spent much, if any, time around the
attending vampires that they hadn’t immediately recognized his scent,
and somehow the Officiant’s robe had been spelled to buffer the elder’s
inherent and immense power, so he’d had the full advantage of surprise
on his side.

Andre was certain that a later review of footage from the attack would
show more than a few shocked faces when Godric’s identity had become
known. Hopefully it would provide more clues about their enemies, too.

Fucking fairy hybrids…current telepath excluded, of course. 



Nothing objectionable had happened during the Coronation, a fact that
had  raised  everyone’s  hackles  and  caused  a  distinct  escalation  in
vigilance.

In the end it was that vigilance which had saved his Emma’s life. Andre
had been correct in predicting that something would likely happen.

Sometimes he detested being right.

An hour’s break had been scheduled after the Coronation so that  the
ladies could change and tend to human moments, the assembled vampire
guests could be given refreshments while they gossiped and mingled,
and the  “ceremonial  chamber”,  formerly  known as  the  old  ballroom,
could be prepared for the Pledging.

The break was primarily for his Emma’s benefit…and for the telepath
and the were-lynx, too, of course. That the break would also allow the
attending vampires to mingle and therefore gossip – gossip that would
naturally be overheard and recorded – was simply an added bonus. She
had to change into her Pledging regalia, but that realistically would only
have taken half  an  hour  at  most  but  wouldn’t  have  been much of  a
respite from the stress.  The ceremonies would be taxing on them all,
sure,  but  they  would  be  especially  wearing  on  her  human  form and
nerves no matter how firm her jaw or stiff her upper lip.

Pride, love, admiration…they and many more emotions surged through
his being.

He had a fuck-load of shit to make up to her, he suddenly realized. If not
for  his  involvement  in  her  life,  she’d  never  have  been  attacked  or
kidnapped or…   He watched as his Emma, obviously sensing his inner
loathing, patted Godric’s shoulder before coming over and plopping with
careless grace into his lap.



With his beloved’s physical presence, he was able to calmly review the
previous night’s course of events as he searched for more information
about  their  attackers.  The  relaxed  and  relieved  conversations  freely
flowing  around  him  provided  an  oddly  soothing  backdrop  to  his
musings.

The ladies had been safely escorted to their changing quarters before the
assembled  vampires  had  been  obsequiously  corralled  into  a  small
banqueting area adjacent to the ceremonial chamber for ‘refreshments
and mingling’. Naturally the area was wired for sound, as Rasul enjoyed
proclaiming, so that the security engineers could overhear anything said
in real time as they recorded everything for future analysis, but nothing
even remotely suspicious had reached their diligent ears.

He could only hope that intensive reviews later on might perhaps reveal
something useful.

Since  his  Maker  had  led  the  herd  of  Kings  and  Queens  into  the
banqueting  area  before  visiting  her  own  private  changing  quarters,
Sigebert and Wybert had been obligated to tend to her, so that had left
only Rasul from their inner group free to protect the ladies. Rasul…and
a  small  troop  of  the  palace’s  finest  guards…had  stood  watch  both
outside their door and at the head of the hallway leading to the private
rooms.

The entire area was as thick with over-protective vampires as they could
possibly make it.  Weres literally prowling around the exterior and along
the perimeters further secured the location.

Once inside his own changing area, Andre had witnessed and promptly
attempted to  ignore the unintentionally  touching reunion between the
Northman and his ancient Maker.



Godric – the surprise Officiant.

That  voice…he  had  thought  the  male  somehow  known  to  him,  and
indeed had correctly guessed the male’s identity before the ending of the
Coronation.

It all made sense. Only two vampires in the New World were known to
be old enough, experienced enough, and especially powerful enough to
Officiate  most  of  the  Ceremonies  and Rites  so  important  to  vampire
culture. Godric had never truly been all that involved in vampire politics
and, at the time, seemed content to remain in the background, and the
other elder North American vampire wasn’t at all suitable.

Sophie-Anne had been in charge of contacting her old friend Zacharias,
an ancient Old World vampire almost two millennia old hailing from
Albania.  He  would  have  to  ask  her  about  that  since  that  elder  had
obviously not Officiated.

Having Godric join them made far better sense.  Not only was he Maker
to a firmly ensconced member of their party, but his impartiality was
world renowned.

So was his strength and power.

Sadly, the other antique vampire on the North American continent had
gone  a  bit  barmy  according  to  recent  gossip.  Andre  snorted  –  he
wouldn’t be the least bit surprised to hear that old Justin had met the sun
trying to ski off Mount St. Helens one bright, sunny morning.

Nice guy…always had access  to the good blood types and the worst
jokes but a couple arrows short of a quiver.

Emma pinged him with curiosity over his humor, which almost made
him  crack  a  rare  smile.  She  was  a  natural  when  it  came  to



communicating via their bond. In lieu of an explanation he nuzzled the
side of her throat and sent her a burst of pride. He tightened his arm
about her waist as he leaned forward to place his empty glass on the
nearby table then settled her back comfortably in his lap.

While  being  able  to  physically  touch  her  always  had  a  particularly
invigorating effect on his senses, it somehow managed to both soothe
him and allow his mind to function in an oddly clearer manner, too.

Strange how she both soothes me and hardens my cock…wonder why? 
Ah, silly ideas not worth wasting time with…not when there are other
far more important things to spend my thoughts on. I need to review the
course of the night for clues, then review all the footage, then form a
plan… 

Andre snuggled her a little deeper into his lap and briefly tuned into the
current conversations before allowing his memories to continue. Wybert
and Sigebert were busy out-bragging each other to Emma with fantastic
tales of battle glory while Godric, Eric, and Sookie were discussing…
whatever with Tracy and Rasul. Sophie-Anne seemed oddly preoccupied
– had been at times for a while now but especially so since the assault –
but she hadn’t mentioned any concerns to him yet.

She had wandered in about half an hour ago, taken her chosen seat, and
hadn’t contributed much to the ever-changing rounds of conversation.

All of Emma’s guests seemed settled, so he rested his forehead against
her shoulder.

He’d decided to go ahead and change into his  Pledging robes in  the
suite’s  otherwise  unnecessary  bathroom  to  give  the  Maker  and  his
progeny their privacy, and once in the quiet of the bathing room, he had
checked in on his Emma.



After changing his robes he’d exited the somewhat smaller room and
was relieved to find the reunion concluded.

Emotional scenes were so not his forte.

After nodding respectfully to the ancient one – although he was now
King and therefore of exalted rank, respect should be given when and
where due – he had turned to Eric.

“So this is your ace in the hole.”

Godric  had tipped his  head with wry  humor, his  ubiquitously  serene
expression  somehow  sharper,  more  acute,  than  the  new  King
remembered from eons ago.

With a tense nod Eric had replied, “Yes, and a most capable ace he is. I
didn’t mention his possible attendance because we weren’t certain he
would arrive in time. As it is he had barely half an hour to spare.”

While he would like to hear the story of how the plan had come about,
this  was  not  the  time,  however  he  truly  did  appreciate  the  powerful
vampire’s presence.

Nothing was too much for his Emma.

“Thank you,” he had stated politely to the powerful old vampire. “I am
grateful for your assistance.”

After Godric once again nodded benignly, Andre turned back to Eric to
ask,  “If  he  hadn’t  been  able  to  make  it  in  time,  who  would  have
Officiated?”

“Me.”

Andre was certain his brows had risen to hit his hairline at that. The role
of Officiant was sacred in the vampire world, the position surrounded by



veils of dramatic mysticism and rampant rumor. It was not a role either
given or taken lightly as an Officiant’s Word could supersede that of
royalty. At times it had.

Although he wasn’t sure, it was understood that the honor could only be
bestowed upon the truly powerful and ancient. He knew there were other
requirements, perhaps other routes that could be taken to be granted the
honor, but it wasn’t as though he would know what they were.

Eric… He wasn’t that much older than his own numerous years, at least
he didn’t believe so, and he hadn’t thought him able to wield the kind of
power necessary for such an honored position.

The Viking had given him a smug nod before turning back to his Maker.

Andre filed the information away to ponder at a later date and offered
Godric one of the glass containers of fresh donor blood from the warmer.

“Your Emma seems to be a woman of worth,” Godric announced after
graciously accepting the human body temperature glass. “She presented
herself well in what must have been a very trying situation for a human.”

Andre had only been able to nod. He’d known the ceremonies would be
taxing to his human woman, but was slowly realizing just how wearying
they would be.

After some minor chatting about security measures and the like, it was
time to assume their places for the Pledging.

And then all hell had broken loose.

When the deep, rumbling growl escaped and all eyes in the room flicked
over to him, he thought it might just be a bit too soon to try to think
rationally of the attack.

Emma, God love her, scooted around enough to kiss him.



Only she would be brave enough to snog a growling vampire… 

Keeping that  thought  in  mind,  he returned her  kiss  until  the  urge  to
attack missing foes subsided.

With a burst of tinkling laugh, Sophie-Anne finally spoke to the group at
large.

“And that, kiddies, is how I know our Emma will make a worthy queen. 
Who else would dare kiss a growling Andre?”

Now having everyone’s attention, she continued.

“When Andre first became enraptured with our darling little mortal, I
was a bit annoyed because I had wanted her for myself,” she complained
with a beautiful pout, “but I was glad for his sake when she returned his
affections. I was worried, however. She was, and is, annoyingly mortal,
but at the time I was more concerned with how she might fit into this
world of ours. Of course the vampire world is fraught with danger even
for  vampires,  but  it’s  also  a  labyrinth  of  political  intrigue  and
mechanizations lined with corruption, lust, and greed.”

At odds with her words, her eyes gleamed with mischief.

“It takes a strong, solid character to withstand not just the temptations
but the dangers and deceits lurking around every corner. There is also
the threat of boredom that may come with an inconceivably long life, of
habits turning into ruts and if time passing before you even know it.”

A wistful expression ghosted across her face as she turned to Sookie,
then her  gaze filled with admiration.  “You,  Sookie,  have coped with
grace and strength, but then, you are part supe yourself. I don’t know
you all that well,” she spoke now to Tracy,” but you seem to fit into this
little group very easily. Your were heritage is definitely to your benefit.



Now,” she turned a sharper gaze back to Emma, “I suspect you are not
entirely mortal, a feeling I believe our Andre shares, and I can’t wait to
hear  what  you  guys  discover  in  the  coming  months  and  years.  Any
supernatural  ties  you  may  have,  any  supernatural  strengths  you  may
have, will be to your extreme benefit. However, you will have to find me
to deliver the news.”

Her eyes twinkled at the shocked and confused reaction caused by her
words.

“Godric, will you assume your Officiant’s role one last time for me?”

Having observed her performance from the sidelines as it were, he had a
strong inkling about what she wanted. He stepped toward her.

With a nod, he stated solemnly and with a curious sadness, “Yes, your
majesty, how may I be of service?”

“Bluntly, my friend, I have been tied to this state for far too long. I want
out, and it is time. Therefore, in your presence I hereby abdicate my rule
of  the  State  of  Louisiana  and  name  King  Arkansas  as  my  honored
successor. My child,  Andre Paul,  is of this moment reigning King of
Louisiana.”

Godric gazed into her determined eyes for a long moment then bowed
deeply. “And so it is done.”

He had suspected something of the sort was coming but hadn’t expected
Sophie-Anne to  abdicate  so  soon.  He knew much of  the  wanderlust
surging  through  her  blood,  knew  well  the  call  of  the  unknown,  the
almost  mystical  lure  of  that  “something  else”  she  would  spend  time
searching for but might not know when she found it.



Despite all the additional paperwork her decision would cause, he truly
did hope that she found what she sought in this new phase of her life.

To the  shocked gazes of  most  of  the  assembled,  she  tartly  reminded
everyone, “It’s my crown, I can bestow it upon whichever head I wish.
Andre, you’re now King Louisiana as well as King Arkansas, so you can
remain here if that is your wish.  All the royal estates are yours to do
with as you will. Enjoy,” she enjoined before lowering her final boom. 
“I leave at first dark for Albania.”

Emma  couldn’t  help  herself  –  she  burst  out  laughing.  Sophie-Anne
could be such a little snot, and there she was sitting all prim and proper
and looking so proud of herself that she could burst.

After giving Andre a huge hug – he had, after all, just been given the
Kingship of Louisiana, after all – she was the first of many to hug the
departing now-former queen and wish her the very best.

As  the  volume  of  questions  and  congratulations  rose  to  an  almost
uncomfortable level, Andre silently fumed.

Now he was King of not just one fucking state…oh, no… Now he was
King of two fucking states.

Two of the damn things! 

He glanced over at his Emma still hugging his Maker, and felt most,
well, some of the irritation and most of the shock fade away.

At least they didn’t have to move now, and plus, with his Emma by his
side, he’d be fine.

Two of the damn things! 

Damn it. 



Fin

**A/N:  Bye, Andre and Emma…hope to see y’all soon…  *sniff*  So…
there ya have it – has Andre been "revealed" or what?!   Andre has come
a long way, most definitely he has, but some things never change...  He
has his Emma now, and the power and respect of being King of not just
one but  two states,  one of which is  very powerful.  And…he doesn’t
have  to  move,  although  as  beautiful  as  Arkansas  is,  I  wouldn’t  be
surprised if Emma talked him into making their “royal” home there into
a nice vacation escape.   

QSA is free now to go and do and see and explore, and maybe-just-
maybe find a snuggle-bunny of her own.   We’ll have to find out later
whether The Broders will voyage with her – I suspect only Sigebert will
as Wybert has a li’l something going on, and plus Sig’y has been feeling
a bit restless himself of late…but that’s for the sequel I guess.  Godric…
so, how’d  you like Godric’s appearance?  *grin*  He and his beloved
Cara will play a strong role in the sequel, too.

Until then, my friends, I bid you a fond adieu!

•~•0•~•

If you've read this story on my site and left your thoughts, thank
you!  However, if you've never visited my "fanfic and other" site and
this  story  appeals  to  you,  feel  free  to  drop  by
addicted2godric.wordpress.com to check out my other works.
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