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Put Your Lights On 

 

(Sookie Point of View) 

I knew him the moment he stepped off the train.  It was dark on the platform, steam billowing 

up from underneath as the heat of metal met cool October night air.  I had never seen the man 

the boy I loved had grown into, but Eric was everything I imagined he would be and then some.  

I felt his gaze touch my skin like a hand as my feet stepped forward automatically.  I looked up 

at him, taking in his short blond hair and the familiar blueness of his eyes.   

I could see my childhood friend running through their depths on countless summer nights as 

dusk set in.  “Soooookie,” he would sing song my name out as he loped far in front of me, his 

long legs making it impossible for me to keep up.  I wanted so badly to catch him just once.  To 

get close enough to reach out and catch on to the back of his billowing shirt as he ran carefree 

and light down the dirt road to home.   

He was always ahead, but he never failed to look back.  He never failed to come back and help 

me up when my gangly preteen legs failed and sent me skidding in rocks and gravel.  He was 

only a year older than me, but even then I could tell that for all his teasing he hated to see me 
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hurt.  Many was the night he piggy backed me home and sat with me on the steps until I 

stopped crying from my latest spill. 

Sometimes he would tickle me, or sing a song to me as he leaned his shoulder to mine and did 

his level best to help me remember that he was there with me, and nothing and no one would 

ever take us apart.  We knew it with absolute certainty because the worst thing we could 

imagine had already tried.   

I had believed that then, that nothing could separate us with complete and utter innocence 

that only a child is capable of because they have never run out of road beneath their feet.  

Every promise is a bond and every whispered secret is a pledge and no one ever says anything 

they don’t mean when they are kids.  It’s the kind of innocence that life and people start 

chipping at early, leaving you naked without the hope and the fairy dust all beaten off your 

wings.  

I believed I had held onto my fairy dust, my belief in hope, love and magic.  I knew it beyond a 

shadow of doubt when I saw Eric step off that train and come toward me, picking up his pace 

like it was dusk again and he was headed home.  I think I squealed when he picked me up and 

spun me around.  I know I sighed because nothing and no one had ever felt as good to me as 

Eric Northman.  Maybe he was coming home at dusk.  It sure felt like I was. 

His deep laughter echoed through his middle, into the guts of me as he held me close.  My arms 

around his neck squeezing for all I was worth I laughed, too, before pulling back to see him up 

close. My hands touching his face and feeling something settle in the middle of me that had 

been out of place for so long it felt strange having it right itself.   

It had been our way to always speak the truth to each other as children and not knowing the 

man but only the boy that danced in his eyes I carried that truth forward to our meeting.  “I 

didn’t know you left a hole in the middle of me until you fixed it just now.”  His blue eyes 

darkened and the boy slipped away leaving the man he had become in my arms.  I felt my 

cheeks flush as I realized this stranger had just heard a confession meant for someone else.  I 

was too mortified to speak and stared at him helpless to see what would happen next.  I gasped 

softly, feeling like I couldn’t breathe when his eyes slipped shut, and then opened on me again 

with burning intensity as he whispered. 

“I took a part of you with me wherever I went Sookie.  I’m sorry I kept it so long, I couldn’t do 

without it.”  We stared into each other’s eyes, asking questions that needed no words and 

finding answers there as well.  He sighed then and smiled a ghost boy crooked smile.  “It feels 

like you took a part of me in place of it and have now returned it to me as well.”  He put my feet 

gently on the ground and looked down at me admiringly.  My thoughts slipped away with time 

as neither of us moved from the platform. 

I had last seen him when I was twelve and he was thirteen.  I had moved away, a transgression 

of poor circumstance and bad timing.  One could argue I had a better life with my Aunt than I 
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had with my alcoholic mother, but the cost, the loss of Eric Northman was too much to ask.  But 

no one asked me.  They packed me into a car and drove me away with barely a chance to even 

tell him goodbye.  

“I will never forget you,” I sobbed into his shoulder as they called me to hurry up and get in the 

car.  “Write to me, promise?” he said back, his voice sounding as broken as my heart. 

“Promise,” I swore and kissed his cheek just as he turned his head and crashed his lips into 

mine.  Later, I would learn the word bittersweet and always feel I knew it intimately because of 

that brief moment when we breathed only each other, too young to know the preciousness of 

that sparkling touch between us. It was later that I knew it to be a perfect moment, but 

recognized only because in this world perfect moments are fleeting and damning.  Perhaps that 

is for our safety because perfect moments bind us in their memory and curse us to seek them 

again and again, knowing we would never find them, but unable to stop searching. We need 

more of that perfection, we starve for it, manufacture it in our minds if time and circumstance 

deny us.  We are greedy like that when it comes to grace, as though the universe has an infinite 

supply of perfection that it would squander on just anyone at any time. 

If they had asked I would have told them that Eric Northman was worthy of that additional 

grace, by his very nature and his actions as well.  He saved me, you see.  From my mother, from 

the monster that no one else believed was in my closet and even from, no especially from 

myself. In the years that followed that summer and in the holes left behind from the loss of my 

blue eyed angel I sometimes was only able to believe in my intrinsic worth because he did.   

He had loved me and so in that act alone I became worthy of love. It was in the memory of his 

fleeting kiss and ocean eyes that I found the heart and grace to love in return. Each person I 

met, every deed I performed was touched with the kiss of his love, sent out into the universe 

with a piece of me wrapped inside, like notes in a bottle. 

It was my hope that if I was never to see him again, never to have him by my side that someone 

I met, someone I loved would cross his path and help him when he needed it most.  I was 

limitless in my need to reach him and for that need my door was always open.  I could do 

anything because I had no way of knowing what he might need.   

We wrote, I had promised. We wrote all through high school and college.  We wrote when he 

joined the military and was sent to the Middle East to fight some strange man’s war.  We wrote 

while I was in the Peace Corp building villages and digging wells in the dry sand for the miracle 

of water.  I knew that some nights in his foxhole, after he had saved countless lives as a medic 

on the front line that he cried silently for the ones he couldn’t save. He knew that for every 

single child I couldn’t save I worked twice as hard to save the next one. 

We came home each on our own path to the United States but something was calling us, so we 

traveled around.  Not together, but never apart because we wrote.  We never exchanged 

photos and we never spoke on the phone, I think because we needed each other to still be 
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those two innocent children running down that dirt road toward home at dusk.  He was always 

in front of me, and I was always right behind him.  We were always together and to see that we 

had changed or to hear each other speak with grown up voices over long distance air might 

shatter that illusion.  Until he walked off the train he was still thirteen in my mind. 

His hand came up to softly touch my face, a look of wonder in his eyes that I was sure was 

matched mine.  We had traveled the world tethered only to each other and never felt alone. “I 

can’t believe you are really here.  Are you really here, Eric?”  He nodded, his face inscrutable as 

he stared at me.  His tongue came out, flicking his bottom lip and drawing my helpless gaze. 

“You said you needed me, Sookie Stackhouse.  There is nowhere else I could be.”  My core 

melted at his deep tender words.  For just a moment I saw all the places I had been and all the 

people I had met.  I felt all the things I had learned rush through my veins, telling me with 

clarity that I had needed each experience to be ready for this moment.  He shuddered against 

me, like a chill passed through his large rangy frame and I knew that the magnitude of his 

journey to this moment had crystalized for him as well.   

I brought my hands up to his, resting them on top of his large fists that were framing my face.  

“Come on,” I said, smiling at him.  He repositioned his bag on his shoulder and allowed me to 

take his hand and lead him from the train platform. 

 

When we reached the diner on Third Street and took a booth I sat down beside him rather than 

across because I wanted to feel him next to me more than I wanted to see him.  My thigh was 

pressed against his while my hands held the warm cup of coffee like a life line.   He looked past 

me and out the window into the streets of Chicago.   He was waiting for me to say something 

but he didn’t seem anxious or pressed for time.  I looked down at my creamy coffee for the 

words that would help me begin.  They were slow in rising to the surface.  After a few moments 

of companionable silence he leaned his shoulder into me and started to sing song my name 

quietly, his breath stirring my hair. Pleasure ran through my body making me shiver. 

“I missed having you close enough to touch,” he added quietly in my ear, my boy’s words with 

this man’s voice. I closed my eyes and let them blend into one being for me at last. My hand left 

my coffee seeking his. When our fingers laced together perfectly I sighed in contentment.   

“You do feel good,” I told him before I opened my eyes and looked at him.  The stubble on his 

face in the naked brash light of the diner fluorescents made me want to touch it. Was it as soft 

as it looked or would it be harsh and scratch my skin?  He made a soft rumbling noise in his 

chest and licked his lip as he had at the station.  “Are you still my Eric?” I asked him, moving my 

eyes up to his looking for truth. 

It was a brave and reckless thing to ask this familiar stranger beside me.  I felt the twelve year 

old in my chest stand up and shout encouragement.  She, we wanted to know. “Can’t you see 
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him in my eyes, Sookie?” He turned slightly toward me in the booth, letting me look to my 

heart’s content. I nodded, mesmerized.  Something flashed there, a boy on bicycle that was too 

tall for him riding by my house as I cried on the porch. “Hi!” he had said as he sped by, using all 

his concentration to keep the bike up and moving.  “Be right back!” he had called over his 

shoulder as he passed from my sight. 

“Oh,” I gasped out softly, leaning toward him, chasing that boy on the bike in his eyes.  I didn’t 

know I was crying until I felt the tear slide down my cheek.  His mouth opened slightly as he 

caught it on one of his large fingers. 

“It’s happening again, isn’t?” he asked me softly.   

“Yes.” I closed my eyes then feeling more tears slip down my cheeks. 

“Shhhh, I am here now and we will beat it together, just like we did before.  Remember?”  I 

made myself open my eyes then as I shook my head slightly. 

“That’s just it, Eric.  I don’t remember, not everything that happened before.  I’ve tried, but 

over the years the only thing I can see is you. I know…I know you helped me. I know you saved 

me that day when you rode by on your bike.  I know that. It’s just everything else that…I’m not 

sure of.”  His arm came around me then taking all my uncertainty away.   He kissed the top of 

my head and pulled me closer to him. “It’s ok, Sookie. Tell me what’s been happening now.  

We’ll figure the rest out together.  I promise.” 

I promise, he said. It still resonated with power when he said it. Those were words I knew I 

could count on, like the man who said them.  I opened my mouth and tried to make the words 

come out.  At first nothing happened.  Then he pulled me closer and growled in my ear, “Trust 

me, please, like you did before when you were nine and I was ten and nothing could tear us 

apart.”  My arms went around him pulling him closer, breathing in the scent of him.  I hadn’t 

felt that safe in a very long time.  After a moment I started to speak, soon finding a rhythm to 

the words that no one else would have believed except the man who held me in his arms. 

“It started again three months ago in Baton Rouge…” 

 

I was working in dive called Merlotte’s.  A local watering hole where the tips were shit and so 

were the clientele for the most part.  I was just saving enough to move on.  I estimated I would 

be there about another month before I had enough to leave that place in the dust.  I had made 

a few friends there, one in particular named Tara. 

She was a cautionary sign for what I might have been.  Alcoholic abusive mother who ran her 

down and beat her when the bottle ran dry. She was being eaten alive by her anger and poor 

sense of self-worth. Almost every night she was in a fight with some redneck patron over 

something that was really just an excuse to let her mouth and fists fly.   



6 
 

It had been a late night, Monday night football brought out the boozers and the guys who were 

more than willing to provoke her into stepping out from behind the bar so that they could use 

her as a punching bag.  She always got in a few good licks, but I could see in her eyes that what 

she really wanted was to have them wail on her, reinforce her belief that she as worth nothing. 

She didn’t make enough money to afford her own place, and when she wasn’t at home with her 

mom she was sleeping around avoiding being at home with her mom. I thought I could help 

her. I had room over the dollar store on a back street.  It wasn’t much, but I wasn’t looking to 

put down roots. I was just planning to pass through and keep moving.   

I invited her to crash with me. I thought it might give her a chance to save some money and 

maybe get out on her own for the first time.  Maybe it would make a difference in her life.  I 

wanted to help, the problem was she didn’t want to be helped, but I didn’t know that at first. 

She had been there for about a week when I came home from work one night and found her 

drunk as a skunk and passed out on the bed with a bottle still in her hand.  She had tried to 

make something to eat on the hotplate I had there. One look told me that it was beyond saving.  

I remember I went to bed on the floor pulling a blanket and pillow down planning to tell her 

first thing in the morning that this wasn’t working out. 

I woke up a short time later to her screaming.  She sounded so scared the hair on my neck 

stood up straight. At first I couldn’t understand what she was saying but she kept repeating the 

same thing over and over.  I climbed up on the bed with her, which only made her scream 

more. 

“It’s coming for you, Sookie!  Oh, God help me, it’s coming for you!”  I shook her thinking she 

was still asleep but when I turned on the lamp beside the bed I could see her eyes were wide 

open and her face was frozen in terror as she screamed.  “You thought you killed it, you and 

Eric, but you didn’t! It’s coming for you, Sookie!  Oh, God! Run Sookie! Run!”  

Gooseflesh broke out in my arms as her words sank in.  She knew nothing of my past.  Until I 

heard her say those words I’m not sure I even remembered what had happened. When I heard 

her though I saw it again for a minute, like a dream I had forgotten.  I saw Eric glowing blue and 

stabbing something in the dark of my closet with his Dad’s big hunting knife, screaming. 

I slapped Tara across the face to make her snap out of it, pushing back the memory that she 

had pulled to the surface of my mind with her words.  She stopped screaming and balled up on 

the bed sobbing.  She was mumbling now as she rocked, her hands over her head.  She was 

saying over and over, “I know, Sookie. I got the Sight.  It’s in my blood.” 

She had told me, joking I thought, one night about how the Sight ran in her family. “All the way 

back to my great great grandmother,” she had said. I had blown it off until she spoke Eric’s 

name and delivered her nightmarish message to me.  Now her gift and the truth of her words 

felt all too real. I got up and turned on every meager light I had in the room, leaving her on the 
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bed while I sat in the chair with my feet pulled up checking the darkened corners like a sentry 

on duty. 

I kept thinking I was seeing things moving there, and sometimes I would get flashes of  Eric and 

what we did when I was nine and he was ten, but I couldn’t hold on to any of it.  Maybe 

because I didn’t want to.   

Eventually, Tara fell asleep again and I guess I did, too because when I woke up in the chair the 

sun was up and she was gone.  When our shifts crossed at work a few days later she wouldn’t 

speak to me, or look at me.  Finally, I cornered her, and asked her what was going on. 

“You’re carrying something bad with you, Sookie.  I can see it clearly now. It’s not safe to be 

around you.” 

“I don’t know what”- 

“Yes! Yes you do! You know what you and that boy did! Don’t you lie to me!  I wish I could help 

you but I can’t! I got troubles enough of my own to deal with.  Go on now! Go on and get outta 

her before it finds you and takes more than just you back down with it!” 

I packed my bag and left that night.  I had planned to get all the way to Oklahoma City but I 

didn’t have enough saved for that, so I wound up half way between there and Baton Rouge 

working in a diner trying to stop the nightmares that had started after that night.  I was waking 

up screaming, covered in a cold sweat, afraid to turn off the lights. I started working double 

shifts picking up the overnight as well as the evening shift just so I didn’t have to go back to my 

room in the dark.  It didn’t help. 

I had to sleep and when I did it was always the same.  I could hear Eric screaming and see 

flashes of light with images of something dark and horrible rising up in front of him.  I started 

waking up with scratches on my legs like something was reaching for me from under the bed 

and trying to pull me down there with it.   

As soon as I had enough money to move on I headed to Chicago thinking I could escape it if I 

just ran fast enough, but Tara had been right it was coming for me and there was no place to 

run. 

 

Eric had listened to my story with his arm around me, waving the waitress away whenever she 

came near to warm our coffee which was now stone cold.  I reached out for a napkin and blew 

my nose.  There was only a little more to tell, but I felt like I could get through it now.  I took a 

deep breath and sat up straight next to him, still keeping my thigh pressed to his and his hand 

locked in mine.  

Eric motioned for the waitress to come over and ordered us fresh coffee.  When she moved 

away he turned back to me, his beautiful face covered in concern.  “What happened that 
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pushed you to write to me?”  I glanced around the empty diner and made sure the waitress was 

busy behind the counter.  I took another deep breath and looked him in the eye. 

“The day I wrote to you I woke up and found this.”  I pulled my shirt up and leaned back so he 

could see.  Something had scratched ‘Mine’ on the skin of my stomach.  His hand reached out 

to touch it carefully, anger now filling his gaze as his mouth drew down tight. 

“Fuck,” he said softly, pulling his hand back when I dropped my shirt.  The waitress was coming 

back with our fresh coffee.  I added cream and sugar to mine, stirring it slowly with the spoon 

avoiding looking at him again.   

“Sookie,” he said quietly, just before his hand came up under my chin pulling my face toward 

him.  “We’ll fix this.  I promise.”  I tried to smile, but failed miserably.  I took the spoon out of 

my coffee, clanging it on the cup with my shaking hand.  He caught it, removed the spoon and 

set it on the table.  He kissed my hand softly and squeezed it.  “I’m here now, and it’s all going 

to be all right.” 

I believed him like I had when I was nine and he was ten. 

 

 We took a cab to my small apartment.  “Mr. Northman, won’t you please come in?” I asked 

him at the door, thrilled to have him there with me despite the circumstances.  I had always felt 

somewhere in me that we would be here like this one day.  Together again and it felt as good as 

I had always imagined it would. 

He had to duck down slightly to get through the door without bumping his head, but once 

inside there were a couple of feet to spare between him and the ceiling.  “You’re so tall,” I said 

looking at him dreamily. 

“And you’re so not,” he teased me, moving closer to look down at me.  Of course, he had 

always been taller than me, but now it seemed almost magical. Just standing beside him I felt 

safe and warm all over.  I tried to remember if it had always been this way, and though I 

couldn’t recall any specific moment of wonder other than our bittersweet goodbye I knew that 

it had been. 

“How do I make you feel?” I asked him with a boldness harkening back to our brave youth.  He 

brought that out in me that need to be direct and honest in all our wordy exchanges. I didn’t 

want to play with words when there were so many that needed to be spoken. 

“Like I am home again,” he answered just as concisely, pulling me into his arms.  “Like I belong 

here more than any other place I have ever been.” 

“Yes,” I agreed, melting against him.  “Me, too.” 
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“I compared every kiss I have ever had to our kiss goodbye,” he added leaning down toward me 

slowly.  “They all fell short.” 

“Yes,” I agreed again, perfectly synced with his thoughts and actions.  He kissed me then, a 

hello rather than a goodbye.  His lips so soft, his stubble both scratchy and soft as it grazed my 

cheeks.  “Oh, God,” I moaned before he deepened his kiss.  I was burning alive comfortably in 

his arms.  I knew then how stars burn for so long, locked in buoyant hydrogen fired kisses that 

had no end and no beginning.  When he moaned softly against my lips my hands ran up his 

neck and into his hair wanting him to feel this lovely burning with me.  The way he held me to 

him told me that he did. 

Now was not the time for this, but what if this was the only time we had? We had traveled a 

million miles to get back to each other, learning and growing to be ready.  If this was the only 

chance for me to show him what I had made of myself for him I was too weak to pass it up.  I 

wanted him to see me, know me, feel me and find me worthy of him. I wanted him to like the 

woman I had made in this life. That was more important even than his loving me, though I 

wanted that, too.  But I was wise enough from my travels to know the value of genuinely liking 

someone over loving them.  I was still covered with enough fairy dust to believe it possible that 

I could find both in the arms of Eric Northman. 

 

 

 

(Eric Point of View) 

I had loved her endless nights for what felt like a thousand years. I had traveled the world 

learning what I needed to know to keep her safe. I had known this moment was coming, 

predestined, its tale carved in my very bones. I wondered if she could feel that I had brought 

more than just myself to this inevitable place in time. 

She may have repressed her memory of the day that we came together but I had not.  I recalled 

them first in the dark of my room after she was taken from me and then in the fields of war 

where I waged the same different battle of life and death.  I made a difference in those dark 

places, pulling the wounded from the ditches and rubble while they bled on the ground.   I 

learned there that while I was gifted I could not save them all.  It humbled me, which I 

desperately needed. 

I had to believe I could beat this again, as I had back then, that belief was key, but to charge in 

all flash and fire would be first my undoing and then hers.  I was grateful for the hard lessons I 

had learned in our time apart. My scars, all of them, made me worthy to be here with her now. 
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My hands fisted in her hair as our kiss went on.  Savage gentleness that proclaimed the 

markings on her flesh to be the greatest of lies.  This woman was mine.  There was so much 

more talking we needed to do.  We had stories to tell and scars to compare.  A sharing ritual to 

complete our binding beginning in the black and white scrawls we had used for years to draw 

maps of ourselves for one another.   X marks the spot for the treasure of my heart that wore 

her smile and innocent kiss as she drove away, looking out the back window of the station 

wagon, small liquid shards of her heart rolling down her cheeks in rivers. 

I had used my long legs to run after her that day, as she had behind me on those warm dusky 

evenings before we knew that parting was indeed sweet sorrow.  I caught them just before the 

turned off our dirt road and onto the main highway, my hand pressed to the back glass palm to 

palm with hers.  I could have sworn I felt her through the glass, just like I would swear today 

that she had been beside me in every place I had traveled since then. 

When her hands slid down my back and started to tug my shirt loose from my jeans I wanted 

her touch.  I let her go, feeling my skin tingle when her small hands started back up beneath the 

shirt. When she found the first scars she pulled back, her face frowning as she tried to 

understand what she was touching.   

Her eyes were still filled with stardust kisses, a reflection of my own. I could see her at war with 

desire and fear.  That made me pull her closer to me and reassure her again.  “It’s ok, Sookie.” 

“What is that?  What’s on your back, Eric?” she asked my chest as she burrowed closer to me.  I 

sighed in contentment letting myself have just a few moments more before I answered her.  I 

had told her much over the years, but not everything.  Some things I had saved for this night.  

Above her head I struggled to find the words. How could I tell her enough to comfort her, 

enough to make her understand that I was as prepared for this as I could be without scaring 

her, or worse, making her feel guilt for the roads I had run down to find the answers I needed? 

“Tell me, please,” she begged sweetly tearing my lips open at her command. 

“Come here,” I said as I bent to sweep her up into my arms.  I kissed her lips as I took the three 

short steps to her bed, sitting her on the side before I knelt between her legs placing my palms 

on her thighs.  “Trust me?” I asked her, everything in me hanging on her answer. 

“More than anything or anyone,” she answered fiercely calming the uncertain beast turning 

over in my chest.  Slowly I reached back and pulled my shirt up and over my head revealing my 

chest to her. Her eyes grew round her lips parting slightly, exhaling softly in a rush of sweet 

breath. 

“Oh! Oh, my stars!” she said a second before she pressed her hand to intricate inked designs on 

my flesh. I let her take it all in.  The marks I had picked up from the tribal medicine man in the 

African Congo, the Celtic cross surrounded by ancient Norse runes, and the Sanskrit verses of 

protection that were tattooed above my heart.  Her hand lingered there as if she knew that I 
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had asked for her name to woven in the markings that proclaimed me hers in a language as old 

as civilization itself. 

Long moments passed before she pushed me gently to turn for her to see what she had felt on 

my back.  I moved, bending forward over my knees to stretch my canvas of flesh and bone that 

held a Native American spirit wheel, carved into me causing the skin to scar and pucker.  

I shook uncontrollably when she touched me again, tracing the scars gently. I must have made a 

sound because she pulled her hand back quickly, falling to her knees on the floor behind me 

placing her hands on my arms.  “I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” Her question was breathy and 

flavored with remorse.  I looked back over my shoulder at her. 

“No,” I assured her.  Taking a deep breath she sat back on her heels. 

“What is all this, Eric?” 

“Protection,” I answered, turning to face her.  Her gaze left the ink and pinned my own as she 

repeated my answer as a question. 

“Protection?” 

“Yes. I sought out the wisest people in the all the corners of the globe to learn, to be ready.” I 

watched her face crack as she realized what I was telling her. Her breathing sped up and I saw 

the unshed tears in her eyes. She reached out to me and then her hand fell away, as if its strings 

had broken leaving her limbs limp and useless. 

When I turned to face her again her gaze fell to the top of my low rise jeans. She stared a 

moment before her hand reached out to trace the patterns she could see peeking out. When 

she touched me she came together even as her touch blew me totally apart.  Now I was gasping 

for air like I had run a marathon instead of kneeling before the love of my life. 

“Show me the rest.” Her tone was a command even as her finger slipped down below the edge 

of my jeans going deeper into the denim recesses.  I stood slowly, letting her hand fall back 

away and removed my jeans.  The tattoos and protective markings ran down my belly, over the 

V at the bottom of my abs, spilling down my legs ending at my ankles.   

She turned me slowly again, pressing her hands softly against my skin to guide me so she could 

see it all.  I gasped when her hand came to rest on my left calf where I carried the image of The 

Great Thunderbird inked in green. It was a crude image, but The Thunderbird carried lighting in 

his wings and could summon the most powerful of tempests with a single beat of his mighty 

wings.  “I dreamed of this once,” she said, sounding far away in the archives of her mind as she 

stared at the tattoo.  Slowly, she leaned forward and pressed her soft lips to the image.  “It flew 

through a storm with you on its back, your eyes filled with lightening as you called out my 

name.” 



12 
 

“You never told me that.” My voice was strangled from the combined sensation of her touch 

and her bold perusal of my magical armor.  

“I thought it was just a dream.”  When she looked up at me again my control snapped.  I pulled 

her up into my arms and kissed her before she could say more.  This is the dream, I thought as I 

fell into her soft warm lips.   I felt her walk me back toward the bed.  I let her push me down 

there, never breaking our kiss.   When she sat down on my lap, resting on her knees on either 

side of my hips letting me feel the hot center of her against the thin material of the underwear I 

still had on as I pulled her closer. 

When she stopped a few moments later, pressing her forehead to mine as she tried to catch 

her breath I just held her close, memorizing the feel of her, comparing it to my fantasies. This is 

so much better I concluded, letting my hands move soothingly up and down her back.  Her eyes 

were closed when she spoke again. 

“It’ll happen on Samhain, in two days.”  It wasn’t a question, but it told me that in her own way 

she too had been preparing and studying for these moments with me. “That’s when my dreams 

say it will come.” 

“We have two days,” I answered her.  “Perhaps more.”  It was as close as I dared get to asking if 

she would stay with me when this was over.   

“Perhaps?” she asked, her eyes opening as she cocked her head to side to study me.  I thought 

then of her words to me this night. She had been bold and honest and up to that moment I had 

too.  We deserved better than halfhearted bravery.  We needed more. 

“Will you stay with me, Sookie. Forever?” 

“For all of the ever that is mine to give,” she vowed.  I sealed her promise with a searing kiss. 

 

For the first few moments that we pressed our bodies close I had felt a need to hurry up, as 

though we were dreaming and might awaken at any moment.  I removed her clothes and 

crushed her to me, holding on so tight from need.  The need to be near her, the need to keep 

her with me, the need to at long last feel her in the most intimate ways our flesh could allow.  It 

was not enough. 

I was gasping for air, wanting her out of my head and into my heart, crashing and rushing 

through me until there was nothing left but her fingerprints, her footprints in the ashes of me.  I 

wanted to be one with her forever but in this place and time we were limited in our union.  I 

found the restraints of flesh as bothersome as the hole of her absence.   

Her mouth covered every inch of my tattooed and scarred body with soft moist kisses and 

gentle savage female sounds of pleasure filled wonder. When I could take no more I placed her 

beneath me and mapped her the same. I wished she could read my mind then.  I wanted her to 
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hear how I revered and loved everything she was to me.  I wanted her to know she was sublime 

in her every action thought and deed. 

The way her hands caressed my neck before threading through my hair, making my skin tingle.  

The way my lips felt electric when they touched her beautiful skin.  I was magic because she 

had made me so.  There was so much I needed to tell her so much that could not be said in 

black and white or over the ever connected internet emails.  So much that needed to be 

conveyed in a carriage made of the very essence of my soul which she now called forth as she 

lay beneath me on the bed.  I was made small and infinite by her caress alone. 

I was made for you, I thought to her as I kissed the wounds on her belly, willing them to heal 

and leave her unmarred.  You were made for me, I sent again as my lips closed around her 

swollen pink nipples, engorged from just the anticipation of my touch.  I closed my eyes, to hide 

from the way she undid me so effortlessly and focused only on making her feel the things that 

she inspired in me. 

When she sighed my name and pulled me up over her, she opened beneath me like a blooming 

flower in the suns morning kiss. I felt my entire body shudder with a sharp aching peace.  

Everything fell away then as I joined with her, rocking slowly so that I could continue my 

adoration in wordless kisses.  I begged her to hear me and to know all the things that words 

that could only make a pale showing.  When she rolled us over and sat up above me, rocking in 

the same rhythm I had used I felt that she did know. 

Not able to be even this far from her I rose up tangling my fingers in her hair and kissing her as 

she moved with me and around me.  The feel of her flesh pressed to mine, the heat of her most 

intimate hold on me, the way she fit against me and around me took my reason even as it 

reinforced all my wildest notions of who and what we were in this time and place. 

When her motions sped up, I gasped for air against her hot moist skin.  I couldn’t hold out for 

very long like this.  Showing that perhaps she had heard me all along in her beautiful mind her 

body arched against mine, shaking itself as it locked in peaking pleasure. Pressing as deeply as I 

could inside her I surrendered with her, spilling as I called her name, clutching her tighter.  I felt 

my body fall back into the bed, taking her with me.  My hands were everywhere on her.  Her 

legs flexed, holding me tighter to her and in her as we struggled for breath. 

We lay there for a while, just like that, the way we had always been meant to be together.  She 

kissed my chest and shoulder over and over, her tongue darting out occasionally to sample my 

on salty skin.  My hands drew mindless patterns on the soft skin of her back.  It had been a long 

time coming, but the anticipation had been nothing compared to our joining.   

I was about to tell her to sleep, that I would keep watch and protect her this night when she 

turned her head and said softly, “Tell me a story?”  When I didn’t speak right away she raised 

her head, resting her chin on my chest looking up into my face.  When I looked into her eyes I 

was struck dumb.  Her eyes were glowing, a gentle violet luminescence that could have been 
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written off as a mere trick of light, but I knew otherwise.  It made me feel so many things to see 

her looking at me like that once again. I had not seen it since she was nine.   

The faint sound of her childish sobs echoed in the past of mind.  I could almost feel the bicycle 

under me, teetering dangerously as I tried to tame it to my will.  Suddenly, just like that I knew 

the story I needed to tell her.  I leaned up and kissed her forehead softly, then moistened my 

lips to catch a hint of her and began. 

“When I was young boy, before we met my father used to tell me a story before bedtime.” 

 

Once upon a time in ancient Sweden there was a clan of courageous and strong north men 

called Guardians.  It was said they descended from Thor, the god of thunder himself.  Their job 

was to protect the innocent and guard The Light from being snuffed out by the dark forces 

unleashed on this world by Loki, Thor’s brother. 

These dark forces sought to destroy the Light whenever they could, making it easier for evil to 

claim this realm for its master.  When Odin discovered Loki’s plan he commanded Thor to come 

to Midgard and offer the humans a way to protect themselves and the Light from Loki’s many 

minions. 

These Guardians were sworn even to death to protect the Light, and should they find it, they 

were to bond themselves to it for all time, because in protecting the Light they were protecting 

all of humanity. 

To help the Guardians Thor had gifted this warriors with a magical knife named Gud Mördare, 

God Killer.  They kept the secret of Gud Mördare and used it whenever they confronted the 

minions of Loki to protect the Light. 

 

“My father told me that the Northman line was directly descended from the ancient 

Guardians,” I told her, pausing a moment before going on.  “He even showed me Gud Mördare, 

the winter before we met.”  Sookie snored softly then, snuggling deeper into my chest like a 

kitten.  Her small fretting sounds making me smile in spite of myself.  I had expected a thousand 

questions from her about this revelation, but I had underestimated how tired she must have 

been from keeping vigil alone all these months. 

I closed my eyes a moment, reciting the ancient verses I had learned in my travels while 

directing my spiritual energy into a more tangible form.  When I opened my eyes I was 

rewarded to see our resting place encased in a glowing green orb of energy.  We would sleep 

safe this night, gather our strength and prepare for what we must soon face.   

I rolled Sookie gently to the side and then pulled her back to my chest, wrapping her in my long 

arms.  She fretted but a moment and then settled back into her dreams.  I played with a long 
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strand of her blond hair and thought of how it looked almost as it had that hot summer day 

when I had found my Light for the first time. 

 

I was not supposed to ride my brother’s bicycle.  It was his one rule.  He was five years older 

than me and a foot and half taller when I was ten.  His bike, which he named Hellion, was too 

tall for me.  I think it was that combined with his domineering directive that made it impossible 

for me not to ride it.   

He was gone to summer camp, another thing I was too young for, according to him and my 

parents and Hellion was calling to me.  I had brought it to the steps to mount it and crashed 

three times before I figured out how to pump while standing. My legs were too short to allow 

me to actually sit, let alone stop and dismount without a step, but I was determined to take it 

to the end of our dirt road and back before my parents caught me.  If they caught me, I 

remembering thinking as I got up to pretty good clip and sped down the rutty road, weaving 

and ready to topple at any moment. 

I knew that we had new neighbors in the old Sanders place, which you had to pass to get to my 

house but I had not met them.  I had heard my parents talking one night about ‘that Stackhouse 

woman and her little girl’ but they had noticed me listening instead of watching TV and stopped 

before explaining why they didn’t seem to like Michelle Stackhouse very much.  Their tones had 

made me curious.  I had never heard my folks say anything bad about anyone before, ever.  

There must be something there to see.  

As I sped by the new neighbor’s house I heard the sounds of crying. Glancing over quickly, and 

nearly wrecking Hellion, I saw a girl around my age sitting on the porch sobbing her heart out.  

“Hi!” I called out, unable to stop.  “Be right back!”  I went to the end of the dirt road turned 

around and then sped by her again on my back to the steps to dismount.  I felt brave and 

incredibly happy to have not only defied my brother but to have also ridden this beast he called 

his baby. 

Quickly, I parked the bike exactly as I had found it and then ran back toward the girl on the 

porch.  She was exactly as I had left her.  My confidence dimmed a little as I stood before her 

tear stained cheeks and bright blue eyes.  Her blond hair was in curls around her shoulders and 

she was wearing a little white dress with red flowers on it.  She snuck a glance up at me and 

then hid her face in her hands snuffling.  Mom had always insisted I keep a handkerchief in my 

pocket.  I took it out and handed it to the girl along with my name.  “Here you go.  My name is 

Eric Northman.” 

She took the handkerchief from my hand.  “Thank you,” she said in a voice stained with her 

tears. “S-Sookie.”  
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“Your name is Sookie?” I asked her, feeling my face scrunch a little at the sound of her weird 

name.  She must have heard something in my tone because she her face was buried in my 

handkerchief and then it wasn’t.  Faster than I could track she was up and standing in front of 

me. 

“That’s my name.  Don’t wear it out!” she sassed me.  I smiled.  She was obviously tougher then 

she looked. 

“OK!” I said, holding my hands up in surrender.  “So, what’s wrong? Why are you crying, 

Sooookie?” I asked, teasing her name out a little just to see what she would do.  She blew her 

nose in my handkerchief and then balled it up in her little hands as she took a couple of deep 

breaths.  Her small chest shuddered from her efforts.  Immediately, I felt bad for teasing her 

even a little.  “Come here,” I said, gesturing to the steps she had been sitting on. “Sit with me 

and tell me your troubles.”  I had heard that on TV a few nights ago and was pleased to find a 

place to say it.  It sounded just as cool now as it had then. 

She looked me, really looked at me for the first time, me sitting now with her standing in front 

of me.  She was undecided.  I had heard my parents say more than once that they were glad to 

have two boys and while I didn’t know what that meant exactly I figured it had something to do 

with girls being different from boys.  As she debated about me I looked right back into her eyes 

and made my own decisions about her. 

Looking at her, something happened to me. It would be many years before I felt anything like it 

again, but when I did it always took me back this moment with her.  It was a sense of rightness, 

a sense of destiny and purpose that made me sit taller and think clearer.  I saw more than the 

red faced girl before me.  I saw a friend.   

I guess she did, too because a moment later she sat down beside me, so close that her leg was 

against mine.  She twisted the handkerchief in her hands and then told me that there was a 

monster in her house. 

“Where’s your mom?” I doubted there was a monster, I had lived on this lane my whole life and 

the most dangerous thing I had ever seen was a snake sunning himself on the dirt lane.  

However, if there was a monster, parents were supposed to handle that sort of thing. 

“I dunno,” she huffed on the verge of crying again.  “I fell asleep after lunch and when I woke 

up she was gone and there were”- she sobbed again like her heart was breaking, “Monsters in 

the shadows of my room!” Before I could dismiss her she turned to look at me and the absolute 

terror in her eyes made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. “They were trying to get me!” 

she said with such sincerity that sent chills through me on a ninety degree July day.  

“But they didn’t,” I tried to reassure her. 
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“I ran outside! I screamed and ran outside so they couldn’t me.  But, I’m not supposed to be 

outside by myself when Momma’s not here.” This last was said quietly as she hung her head 

again.   

“Why not?” I asked, frowning.  It was nothing for my folks to go to the store and leave me alone 

for an hour on my own.  They never made me stay in while they were gone.  Was this one of 

the differences between boys and girls? 

“She’s gonna whip me if she comes home and finds me out here, but I can’t go back, Eric! I just 

can’t! They’ll get me if I do!” She started crying again, her whole body shaking with her sobs.  

Not thinking I put my arm around her.  She turned into my side still sobbing.  A couple of 

minutes later I felt my tank top dampen from her tears.  “I don’t know what to do!” she howled 

into my side.  I was sure I could hear her heart breaking from fear and it made something rise 

up inside me.  Some protective instinct that I had not felt before.   

“I’ll go in with you!” I said fiercely.  “If there is something in there I will take care of it! Then you 

can be in the house when you Mom comes home and she’ll never know.”  Sookie stopped 

crying and looked at me. 

“Y-you will?” she asked, her big blue eyes wide with fear. 

“Yes.” 

“B-but won’t they get you, too?” Again, the hair on my neck rose from the look on her face, but 

the feeling that I needed to protect her came back just as strong as it had before.   

“No,” I said with certainty, sure in that moment that if monsters had come into my quiet 

summer domain I was going to send them packing.  “Come on,” I said, taking her hand in mine 

and started up the steps to the door.   

“It’s locked,” she shuffled again.  “I don’t have a key to the front door.  I came out of the back 

door and left it unlocked.” I stepped back down and tugged her with me.   

“Show me.” 

 

I felt a strange coldness come down across my sweaty skin as soon as we walked into her 

house.  I brushed it aside, determined to show her that there no such things as monsters, no 

matter what my Dad said at bedtime.  And even if there were, I told myself, I was a Northman, 

a Guardian.  My father had said so himself. 

The backdoor opened to the kitchen of the small four room house.  It seemed too dark to my 

eyes for a bright sunny summer day. I glanced back at the still open door.  It was like we had 

stepped through more than a door.  It was like we were in another world, as if we had stepped 
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through a magical wardrobe rather than a back door. I swallowed again, and held Sookie’s hand 

tighter.  “Where’s your room?” 

“This way,” she took a step and I saw something move in the corner of my eye.  My head 

snapped around but there was nothing there.  She froze.  “I saw it, too,” she whispered looking 

even more terrified than she had outside.   

“Let’s go,” I said quietly.  “Show me your room.”  She hesitated a moment and then led the 

way.  The further we went from the back door, the magical square of sunlight and warmth from 

the world outside, the darker and colder her house became.  By the time we came to her door 

it was like it was dark outside. I glanced at the windows.  The curtains were open and I could 

see the light from outside, but it seemed very dim and far away. 

When we stepped into her room I saw the shadows on the room shift on the walls, some going 

to the closet, some coming out of that same location and spreading along the walls. 

“Our girl,” I thought I heard them hiss as they writhed on her walls.  “Yesss, our girl.”  Sookie 

took a deep breath and clutched my hand tighter.  When they slid off the walls and pooled on 

the floor moving toward us like a thick dark oil slick I jerked her back and pulled her behind me 

running back toward the kitchen door as fast as I could.  

Sookie screamed behind me.  I paused long enough to shove her in front of me, and then 

pushed us both faster toward the door.  Just before I stepped through into the warm sunlight I 

felt something cold and wet slither down my neck and pull at my tank top before letting go.  We 

exploded through the door, tumbling off the cement porch and out onto the grass gasping and 

shuddering.  She was panting, her eyes wide with terror.  I must have looked the same. 

She wasn’t kidding.  There were monsters in her house. 

 

She was crying again.  It was really starting to bother me when she did that.  Not because the 

crying bugged me but because it made something in me hurt, too.  She was stuck between a 

beating and a house of monsters.  For a moment I longed for the carefree boy I had been just a 

short time before when the worst thing I had to worry about was my brother finding out I had 

ridden his bike.   

Then that protective feeling rose up in me again, pushing all those thoughts away.  Sookie 

needed my help.  I was a Guardian.  Guardians helped.  It was just that simple.  Taking a deep 

breath I stood up and held my hand out to her.   

“We can’t go back in there!” she sobbed up to me. 

“We’re not. Not yet anyway.”  She wiped her face with my poor old handkerchief again. 

“Where are we going then?” 
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“To get something I need.” She looked around, almost like she was expecting to see her mom 

coming at her furious to find her outside, but there was no one there other than me.  She took 

my hand and I pulled her up.  I kept her hand in mine and started for home.  After a moment 

she spoke. 

“What is it you need?” 

“Gud Mördare.” 

“Good murder?” she asked mispronouncing the Swedish.   

“No.  Well, not really. It’s a Swedish name.” I stopped then, torn as I remembered my father 

telling me that the knife was secret that was to be kept from everyone who was not a 

Northman.  I was torn.   I needed the knife.  I needed Sookie to understand what it was and 

what it could do, but she wasn’t of my blood.  I shifted from foot to foot in the dirt lane unsure 

of what to do. Then I remembered something else I had seen on TV recently.  It was kind of 

cheating, but it was the best idea I had, if she wasn’t too squeamish to go along.   

“Look, Sookie.” I stood as tall as I could and looked as serious as I knew how at ten.  “It’s a 

family secret. I know it can help you, but only those of Northman blood can know the secret.” 

“B-but I’m not a Northman.  I’m a Stackhouse.” I nodded still looking serious. 

“I can make you a Northman, if you trust me.  If you swear that you will never tell another 

person what I am about to tell you.”  Her eyes grew wide again and I felt proud that I was 

conveying this with the proper ceremony.   

“Do you swear and do you trust me, Sookie Stackhouse?”  She nodded, her mouth slightly ajar. 

“Say it!” I said sternly.  “Say the words.” 

“I swear and I trust you, Eric.”  I reached in my pocket and pulled out my pocket knife that I had 

just gotten for Christmas this past year.  It was the first grown up thing I had been allowed to 

have and it was sacred to me for that reason.  Her eyes grew wider still when I opened it, only 

fumbling it a little bit. 

Carefully, I took the tip of the blade and pierced my finger tip, hissing at the sting.  I had seen 

the blood brother ritual on television.  It was the way some Native American tribes had bonded 

with outsiders, making them family by blood where there had been no connection before.  It 

should work the same way here.  If I blood bonded to Sookie then she would be a Northman, 

too, and she could know the secret of Gud Mördare. 

“Now I have to do yours, too.  Then we mash them together and bond in blood.”   

“And then you can tell me the secret of Good Murder?” she asked, her voice filled with awe and 

some dread as well. 



20 
 

“Yes.  We will be one.”  She took a deep breath and held her hand out to me, turning her head 

away.  She closed her eyes and scrunched her face anticipating the sting of the blade.  I did 

carefully but quickly.  She let out a sharp yelp and turned back to look at her wound.  There was 

a drop of blood on her finger tip. 

I placed my wound over hers and held them together with my other hand.  I looked at her as 

our blood mingled together and felt that need to protect her expand in my chest, growing by 

leaps and bounds.  “You’re a Northman now, Sookie.” I said the words ringing in my head, 

echoing in time with the thundering of my heart. 

“Or maybe, you’re a Stackhouse now.  Ever think of that?” She sassed me again.   

“Do you have some Stackhouse family secrets that you want to share?” I teased her back again, 

our finger still pressed together.  A shadow crossed her face, there was something?  I felt it as 

sure as I felt her finger pressed to mine.  “If there is,” I said stepping closer to her, “You can tell 

me.  This is forever, this blood bond.  You can tell me when you are ready, ok?”  She looked 

back into my eyes then.  She was measuring me as she had on the steps of her house when I 

asked her to tell me her troubles.  Finally, she nodded. 

“Ok, Eric. When I am ready, I will.”  Slowly I pulled our fingers apart.  We had nothing to 

staunch the wounds so not really thinking about it I took her finger and brought it to my lips to 

suck the wound clean.  I had tasted blood before from falling down or losing a tooth.  I knew it 

would be metallic and icky.  That didn’t stop me though.  I didn’t want her to get blood on her 

pretty dress.  Just as I released her finger she shocked me by taking my finger and placing it in 

her mouth to do the same. 

I felt my eyebrows go up and my mouth form into a perfect O of surprise.  She made a slight 

grimace and then released my finger.  “What?” she asked making a face and smacking her 

mouth a little as she swallowed repeatedly to get rid of the taste.  “That was part of it right?  

The whole swearing and blood bond thing?”  It wasn’t, but it was done now.  I didn’t answer 

her, I was still too shocked from the feelings that I had experienced when she had bravely 

mimicked me to complete the ritual. 

In that moment her faith in what we had done shook me to the core.  Any doubts I had had 

about our blood bonding being a cheat to make her a Northman were forever banished.  I felt a 

sense of honor and accomplishment that this brave girl was bonded to me in blood. 

 

“You wait out here in the yard.  I’ll be right back.”  Sookie nodded and sat down on my porch 

steps to wait. I slipped inside hoping I could avoid my mother and get the blade from my 

parent’s bedroom where my father kept it wrapped in chamois.   

“Eric is that you?” my mom called out when she heard the front door. 
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“Yeah.” I called back.  She was in the kitchen.  I had a shot at getting to the closet if she stayed 

in there. 

“Who is that I saw you with in the yard?  Is that the Stackhouse girl from next door?” 

“Yes.  Her name is Sookie.”  My mother mumbled something I didn’t quite catch.   

“Eric Northman! Did you leave her sitting on the steps outside?” She sounded almost angry.  I 

stopped in the hall knowing where this was going. 

“I just came home to get something we need to play a game,” I told her.   

“You invite her in this minute, young man!”  Dropping my shoulders I turned and trudged back 

to the door.  I opened it, placing my finger in front of my mouth as I spoke. 

“Mom saw you and wants you to come in for a minute and meet her.”  I hoped Sookie 

understood that I wanted her to keep quiet about, well, everything.  She looked frightened.  

“It’s ok,” I told her holding the door open for her come in.  By then my mom was standing 

behind me.   

“Hello,” she said warmly, looking Sookie over from head to toe.  “I’m Mrs. Northman.  It’s nice 

to meet you, Sookie, is it?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Sookie said standing with her hands at her sides looking like she was going to 

rabbit any second now. 

“Well, come on in here.  I just made some cookies.  Would you like one?”  Sookie looked at me.  

I nodded.  My mom made great cookies, and it would keep them in the kitchen away from the 

closet I needed to get to. 

“Yes, please and thank you,” Sookie responded. 

“Oh, my, what lovely manners you have, young lady!” My mother complimented her.  “You 

come right this way, Sookie.  I have a cookie and some milk ready for you!” I ducked off when 

they entered the kitchen making a show of closing the bathroom door loudly so mom wouldn’t 

come looking for me.  

“You’ll have to forgive, Eric,” I heard her tell Sookie as I crept down the hall.  “I try but his 

manners are something that could definitely use some work.” 

“He’s been very polite to me, Mrs. Northman.”  Mom chuckled.  

“I’m glad to hear that.  So, you’ll be going to school with Eric this year? How old are you dear?” 

“I’m nine, ma’am.”  Their voices faded away as I crept into my parent’s room and opened the 

closet searching for Gud Mördare.  I knew where to look because I had found it accidentally 

while hunting for hidden Christmas presents last year.  I sighed in relief when I found it right 

where I thought it would be.  I slipped out and into my room to get a backpack.  I shoved some 
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toys in on top, a board game to hide in case Mom wanted to know what I was taking. Then 

slipped into the bathroom, flushed the toilet and tromped back down the hall after a moment.  

Sookie was sitting on stool at the counter a cookie in her hand.  There was some crumbs on her 

face that told me she was on at least her second.   I came in, placed the back pack on the floor 

and grabbed a cookie for myself. Mom rolled her eyes, I guessed it must be the manners thing 

again. 

Sure enough, she came around, picked up my back pack and peaked inside.  “The game of Life, 

huh?” I hadn’t been paying attention to what I grabbed but when she said it out loud Sookie 

and I just looked at each other.  After all, that was indeed what we would playing this 

afternoon. 

 

A short while later Sookie and I were walking back along the dirt road toward her house.  I was 

telling her the story of the blade and the Guardians that my father had told me.   

“Maybe we should get your Dad to help?” she asked.  I stopped walking.  It hadn’t occurred to 

me to ask him.  He would be at work until after dark, and we had to get her back in the house 

before her Mom got home, which would probably be before Dad got home. 

More than that, this was something I was supposed to do.  The stories said that if a Guardian 

could help they were supposed to help, not call their Dads to help for them.  I looked at Sookie 

and tried to find the words. 

“You are bonded to me, not my father.  I’m supposed to take care of you.”  It was more than 

that, but I lacked the words to convey clearly the complexities of what I saw in my mind.  She 

nodded, as though she understood everything I had said as well as everything I hadn’t and we 

resumed walking.   

Too soon we arrived back her house.  Still no sign of her mother and I wondered for the first 

time why her mom would leave her all alone for so long.  It had been more than the hour that 

my folks trusted me to be on my own.  Maybe that was part of what Sookie would tell me when 

she was ready. 

She looked at me, waiting for me to tell her what came next.  We moved back to the back porch 

and I reached into the pack and pulled out Gud Mördare.  When I finished unwrapping it I heard 

Sookie make a sound of awe and felt her step closer to get a better look.  “It’s so pretty!” she 

exclaimed.   

The handle of the blade was a dark rich wood that my Dad said come Yggdrasil itself.  It was 

etched with the most powerful runes known to Asgardian magics.  The long curved blade was 

also covered in runes and was said to have been made by the Dwarves of Nildavellir in the same 
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fires that had forged Mjolnir.  It was almost as long as my arm, with a bright blue gem at the top 

its hilt that seemed to wink at them in the sunlight. 

“Odin’s eye,” I said reverently touching the stone. 

“Who is Odin?  Is it really his eye?” Sookie whispered, her gaze still transfixed by the blade.   

“When this is done I will tell you of Odin.” 

“You will?  Promise?”  

“You’re a Northman now.  You need to know these things.  And yes, I promise.”  This seemed to 

satisfy her for now.  She looked at me, finally breaking the spell the blade had on her.   

“Let’s go then.” 

 

When we stepped into the house we were immediately back in a dark world that had only a 

tenuous connection to the one we had come from. It felt like the entire wooden structure 

convulsed around us, trying to expel us back out again.   I was not afraid, and when I glanced at 

Sookie beside me, holding my free hand I could see a look of determination and confidence in 

our ability that bolstered my own.  

Almost immediately the room darkened further as the shadows ran together hissing and 

writhing on the walls of her kitchen.  I held Gud Mördare in front of me and stepped in front of 

Sookie.  In my inner ear I heard the shadows scream when the blue jewel caught some small 

stray ray of light and magnified it casting a blue glow in front of us.  As one the shadows 

retreated back toward her room.  I moved to follow determined to not let them escape. 

When we crossed the threshold of her door it was just in time to see them all slide back into 

her closet.  The blade was thrumming in my hands, growing brighter as the air around us 

became thicker and darker.  Faster than they had moved before they ran toward us on the floor 

taking the impossible shape of large dark hand that clasped Sookie’s leg tightly, yanking her to 

the floor. 

“No!” she screamed holding my hand so tight I felt the bones creak.  I pulled back hard to free 

her.   

“My giiirl,”a voice came out of the darkness of the closet as the hand pulled harder drawing her 

in.  I stepped in and pushed the blade though the shadow arm.  A high screech of pain escaped 

the darkness before us as the arm fell to the floor, thumping loudly before disappearing into a 

dark mist.  Sookie clambered back to her feet and stood beside me her face a mask of rage that 

she directed toward her invisible attacker.   

“No!” she said again, screaming her denial of its claim.  Suddenly, there was a great sucking of 

air from the room, as if some behemoth beast had taken a great breath.  We locked our legs 
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and stood our ground, fighting against the pull that threatened to take us in. I held the blade 

tighter in my hand and glanced at Sookie to make sure she was all right.  What I saw there took 

me away from that moment completely.  She was glowing. 

As I looked I saw a light in her, something so beautiful that I felt tears come to my eyes.  I knew 

then that I would do anything I could, everything I could to make sure that light was never 

snuffed out.  I heard a growl come out of me, deeper than anything I would have thought 

possible, my whole body vibrated with the force of it.  I felt my face snarling, my teeth bared as 

I whipped my head back to the darkness just in time to see two large dark gnarly hands come 

out and grasp the frame of the closet door as Sookie’s nightmare catapulted itself into our 

world. 

It looked like the darkest tree come to life, all winding and roots with arms that reached for us 

from where it stood.  I thought she would scream then.  I thought perhaps I would, too.  Instead 

I heard her growl beside me, nearly as deep and feral as my own had been moments before.  

“Kill it, Eric!” she snarled taking a step toward the horrible twisting creature that was reaching 

for her.  Impossibly, her inner light increased until I could not look directly at her any longer.  I 

think I laughed then.  I was never sure, and when I thought about it later I was sure that it was 

an unhinged sound of abject terror and total domination.  I thought later when I knew such 

things were possible that I was on the edge of madness, caught in her beauty and this 

nightmare that stood before us, but I was never sure.  As an adult I would think perhaps I had 

lost clear sight of the moment that I found myself in. 

When the dark roots nearly touched her I propelled myself forward, still screaming my battle 

cry as I stabbed the hand before it could reach her.  Screams of rage and pain filled the air 

around us, causing her curtains to whip as though they were caught in a storm.  Releasing 

Sookie I moved forward past her and continued to stab the creature that loomed over me, tall 

dark and dank. 

Someone, maybe it was me, yelled.  “You can’t have her!” but the voice was impossibly deep 

and it didn’t sound like me at all.  I felt a rush of power travel up my arm from Gud Mördare.  

When the creature swept me up into its embrace I cut and stabbed at it viciously.  “Back to the 

dark with you, demon!” the voice said again, clear loud and strong over the noise that filled the 

air around us. 

The creature threw me to the floor hard, taking the wind out of me.  I rolled over gasping for air 

and saw it moving toward the bright corona of what could only be Sookie.  It reached for her 

but screamed when her light brushed its ancient horrible skin. I made myself move, rising and 

leaping onto its back, Gud Mördare held high.  I brought the blade down into the creatures 

head as hard I could, feeling my skin tear on the creatures sharp edges, but beyond caring at 

the time.  The pain bolstered my strength, making me press the blade deeper into the monster.  

I saw my own skin light up, a blue that matched the jewel in Gud Mördare, the feeling of infinite 

strength filled my small frame again, giving me the final bit I needed the bring the blade home 
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deep.  Hissing screams filled the air as the creature stumbled, words that I couldn’t understand 

filled the room like rolling thunder shaking my very bones as the creature fell taking me with it.  

It turned to smoke beneath me, leaving me to fall to the floor still clutching the blade tightly. It 

was gone. 

I lay there panting, my body shaking so hard I couldn’t move.  The sudden silence was 

deafening.  I felt Sookie cover my back with her body, her hands checking me for wounds as she 

called my name from far away.  She was crying again now.  I tried to speak but my throat hurt 

too badly for me to speak at first. I managed to roll over only to find her face right in front of 

me so close that I had to blink to focus.  Her stare was intense.  The look of worry on her tear 

stained face caused something in me to find the strength to try and tell her I was all right.  I 

must have managed a smile because she smiled back at me before sitting on heels and letting 

out a deep shaky breath. 

I watched her look around slowly.  I sat up slowly and followed her gaze around the room.  It 

was a sunny bright child’s room on a sunny bright day, nothing more.  The shadows were gone.  

I was hypnotized by the dust motes in the beams of sunshine that were streaming through her 

window.  “Thank you, Eric.”  I looked back at her.  I remember thinking that in that moment I 

could see more than the girl she was. I could see the woman that she would be.  She was going 

to be beautiful. 

She helped me to my feet, and by the time we got back outside all those too old thoughts were 

lost along the way.  When we stepped outside she was just nine year old Sookie Stackhouse 

again and I was ten year old Eric Northman.  We wrapped Gud Mördare back into the chamois 

cloth and sat down beside each other, our feet dangling off the edge of the porch.  After a while 

I told her the story of Odin, as I had promised. 

 

 

 

(Sookie Point of View) 

I woke up slowly in the arms of my angel.  He was really here with me at last. It wasn’t a dream.   

My face was next to his long graceful neck, close but not close enough.  I tilted my head back to 

admire him in the pool of sunlight that covered our resting place.  I noticed the one little 

whisker that rebelled, standing out against the grain of his beard making me want to touch it.  I 

kept my hand still, letting only eyes caress the sleeping giant beside me.  

I worked to keep my breathing quiet and even so as not to disturb his rest.  My palm was 

splayed flat against his beautifully inked skin.  I memorized what I could see above the sheet 

that pooled around his waist. He took my breath away, my quiet gasping causing him to stir 

beside me.   
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“Sooookie,” he growled deeply beside me, his eyes still closed as smile flirted with his lips.   

“You stop teasing me about my name, Eric Northman!” I whispered to his chest fighting a smile 

of my own at the memories he evoked.  Summers of lightening bugs and laughter. Warm nights 

when we never ran out of road beneath our feet.  He made me believe like that again just by 

being here with me.  I never wanted him to be anywhere else again.  When he chuckled at my 

reprimand and snuggled me closer I felt like he had not only heard my wish, but that it mirrored 

his own.   

I ran my hand lightly down his chest, thrilling at how the hard muscle trembled beneath my 

fingers.  He made me weak with wanting things that had no names.  I hesitated at the edge of 

the sheet, my hand quivering just above his skin.  I was wrung out with wanting to know all his 

secrets, with needing to hold them close to my heart and plant them with my own.  I felt his 

body tense beside me, as captured by what I might do next as I was.  We were more than who 

we were, and less than we could be together.  The size, the sheer magnitude of the times that 

lay before us humbled me.   No matter what I surrendered or what I gained to pay for this 

journey to the center of infinite possibility I could only cling to the edges refusing to let go.   

When I thought of words to convey my thoughts I was left empty and seeking. 

No words or gestures were adequate.  My entire being was a naked truth that only he could 

hear.  “I want to kiss every mark on your skin until my lips are raw and bleeding.” He shuddered 

beside me as my hand slid the sheet down revealing him to me.  I moved to the foot of the bed 

pulling the sheet down all the way and placed myself at his feet tracing his Siguls with my 

finger.  I wanted the story of each one.   

He heard my wordless plea, keeping his large frame still beneath my caresses he began a 

recitation of his journeys marked by the map on his skin.  Each time he spoke I placed a soft kiss 

on the mark to thank him for his story before moving on to the next one.  I slowly traversed the 

world following the roadmaps etched into his skin. 

I raised his feet to rest on the mattress and turned on my back between his legs tracing the 

marks around his long graceful calves.  His words became a jumble, sometimes running 

together, sometimes strained with the effort he was exerting to remain still at my insistent 

fingers and thirsty lips.  When I kissed the back of his knee, licking the sensitive skin his hips 

came up off the bed thrusting helplessly as the air hissed between his teeth.   

I turned over and rested my face on his thigh admiring his hard dripping beauty that told of his 

need for me.  My body responded, making me press my thighs together slowly rubbing them to 

reduce the ache I was feeling.  I had barely covered half of his journey, losing myself in the 

sounds that he made in my head when I touched him. He tinkled and clanged a music like no 

other in my brain as I played the instrument of his body. Sliding up his long thighs I took the 

head of his shaft in my mouth, turning my head in slow sensuous circles, letting my soft moist 

inner lips caress the tip of him.  He was sweet and salty when I pulled back and licked my lips to 

get every trace of him.   
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His fists were knotted in the sheets at his side, his blue gaze burning me.  “I love you, Eric,” I 

said as I took him in my hand pumping him slowly, loving the feel of him in my hand.  This part 

of him so perfect to touch and squeeze.  I pulled another groan from the center of him as he 

thrust gently into my touch, moisture slipping out of him faster now, sliding down my hand that 

held him rapt. Looking in his eyes I leaned up and licked him from my hand, caressing his hard 

shaft lightly with my tongue to make sure none escaped my now voracious hunger for him.  

When I growled my pleasure it snapped him in exactly the way I had needed. 

The air left my lungs when he sprang up and flipped me beneath him in one smooth gesture.  

He caught my legs in arms folding me as he thrust into me with one long smooth push.  I made 

noises I had never heard before, overwhelmed in sensation when he filled me completely. I 

writhed beneath him trying to push closer to him.  He came up on his knees pulling out of me 

slowly only to press back working himself deeper every time he came down into me.  The 

sounds he made were making me crazy.  I felt his face hovering above mine commanding me in 

grunts and growls to open my eyes for him.  When I met his eyes I felt him move through me as 

well as in me.  I gasped at the intense feeling of oneness that came to me feeling his body and 

his soul align with mine. 

I stared into his eyes as he moved, rising up to welcome him every time he came down.  I lost 

touch with my body floating away in his eyes while at the same time I was completely absorbed 

in the feel of him as he moved inside me again and again.  He pressed my legs back closer to the 

bed, sinking deeper still as he held my gaze invading me in every sense of the word.  When I 

came for him my whole body locked tight, trapping him inside me, refusing the surrender the 

sensation of him.  He rocked his hips as I took him with me to the place where we were one 

again as we had been in different times and places. 

 

Sometime later we were sitting in another diner a few blocks from my apartment having 

pancakes and bacon.  Again, I was sitting beside him.  I couldn’t stand not touching him.  We 

had been apart for so long it was inconceivable that we not do everything we could to make up 

for all those years. 

When I finished my breakfast he captured my hand in his, turning it in the bright light of the sun 

coming through the window.  He stared intently for a moment at the tip of my finger before he 

brought to his lips for a soft kiss.  “Do you remember?” he asked, still looking at my finger.  A 

memory flashed through my mind of him at ten with his pocket knife, his own finger bleeding 

from the wound he had just made. 

“I do.” 

“I have often thought that moment that we bonded was the most important of my life.” I 

reached for his hand now, looking for his mark.  It was faint but still there.  I pressed mine to it 
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and was surprised to feel a spark of electricity shoot between our connected scars.  We both 

gasped at the sensation. 

“Me, too,” I assured him, our fingers still pressed together.  “I remember when I read my first 

vampire novel where the heroine bonded in blood to her vampire I thought of that moment.”  

“Did you fancy me in a dark cape flying in to take you away from all this?” he gestured around 

the diner.  There were a few people in booth around us but it was mostly empty.  It was late for 

breakfast. 

“Not really.” I laced my fingers with his.  “The girl in the book didn’t appreciate what she was 

being offered.  I remember it made me angry that she was so dismissive of such a great 

gesture.” 

“Is that what it was?” he asked me, the smile evident in his lightly teasing tone.   

“Yes, I was always smart enough to know that, even at nine.  When you looked at me and told 

me we would be one it brought the greatest sense of…peace.” 

“For me as well, though I was much older before I could place a name on such things.”  He 

kissed my palm.   

“I was very lucky that day when you came by on your brother’s bike.” 

“Oh, he beat the crap out of me for that when he got back from camp,” Eric said, laughing. 

“I remember. I was going to take a stick to him but you wouldn’t let me.”  I was mad when I met 

him to play and saw the bruise on his face.  He leaned against me in the booth, still laughing. I 

suppose the image of little me attacking his big brother was amusing. 

“Oh, Sookie.  I do love you.  You know that right?” 

“Well, of course I do.  We Stackhouse’s have to stick together.” 

“Northman’s,” he corrected still laughing. 

“That’s what you think, buster.”  He was still laughing when we walked out hand in hand. 

We walked that way for hours that day.   I showed him my favorite spots in Chicago.  There 

weren’t many. I hadn’t been there long. It was the early afternoon when we found a second 

hand book store and went in to peruse the offerings.  Eric had told me earlier that mining for 

lost treasure in old book stores was one his favorite things to do.   

I had never been much of a reader.  I had nothing against books, it was just that living out of a 

back pack as I bounced first around the world and then around the country was not exactly 

conducive to keeping a large book collection.  I was delighted to have found something that 

brought that look to his face that reminded me so much of the boy I had known before. 
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“Be out in a minute,” a man’s voice called from the back when the bell tinkled over the door 

announcing our entrance.  Eric called back and then led me deep into the musty stack of books 

that filled the shelves and lined the walls in huge leaning stacks.  I sneezed a couple of times 

from the musty dusty air. His large hand rubbed my back soothingly as his eyes searched the 

titles on display. He was reaching up to pull down a book far above my head when I felt the hair 

on the back of my neck stand up.  The bell above the door tinkled again. I turned toward the 

sound, pressing my back to Eric. I was startled but not surprised when a tall thin woman with 

dark hair appeared before us in the dark narrow isle.   

 I had blinked and she was there.  A feeling that was all too familiar rose up inside me as she 

licked her glossy carmine lips and gave us a feral smile. “I thought that was you!” she said, 

leaning closer, sniffing me.  Her eyes fluttered shut in pleasure.  “All that goodness.  All that 

Light.  So ripe. Master will so be so pleased when he comes for you.” 

Eric stepped in front of me.  I took a step back to keep him from getting too close and then 

pulled him back toward me by the back of his shirt. My hand brushed something hard and long 

strapped to his back, but there was no time to ask.  He resisted at first and then gave way, 

backing away with me from the stranger.  She looked up at Eric, her poisonous smile never 

wavering.  “The Guardian,” she said, just before her whole body convulsed in one long shudder.  

“Come and see,” she said just before he head snapped up with her now glowing red eyes fixed 

on us. 

I had forgotten a lot of what had happened the day Eric and I had met, or so I thought.  The way 

it came rushing back to me then I realized I hadn’t so much forgotten as repressed it.  Seeing 

those eyes however took me right back to my bedroom the day that Eric had used his father’s 

knife to save me from the monsters in my house.  I clutched Eric’s shirt tighter in my fist as 

formless waves of terror crashed through me. 

“Your green light shines like a beacon, Guardian.”  The voice was a more a hiss than anything 

else.  It was hard to make out the words as I peeked around his shoulder to see the thing of my 

nightmares.  “So easy to see.  To find.  To crush.” Eric stood taller in front of me.  What did it 

mean ‘his green light’? 

“You have no claim here, demon.  The woman is mine.” 

“For now,” the demon acquiesced. “But come midnight tonight, the beginning of Samhain my 

power will be at its peak in this mortal world.  You won’t be able to keep her from me then.” 

I could feel Eric getting ready to say something when I heard someone behind me. Before I 

could turn something flew by my head hitting the demon squarely in the chest.  There was a 

smell of something dank and rotten in the air when the demon hissed and evaporated.  I turned 

quickly to see a young man slightly taller than me, with auburn hair and striking gray green eyes 

standing behind me.  He moved past us and bent to pick up the book he had just thrown.  He 
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went to the door, looked outside, flipped the OPEN sign to CLOSED and locked the door before 

he turned back us. 

“I don’t like demons in my store,” he said stiffly, smoothing his button down shirt fussily with 

the palms of his hands. He looked us over for a moment and then inclined his head slightly. 

“However, a Light Bearer and her Guardian are always welcome. I am Godric.” 

 

Before I could process what was happening I found myself in Godric’s small apartment above 

the second hand bookstore.  Eric was sitting beside me on a small love seat while Godric 

banged around in the kitchen.  “Are you ok?” Eric asked me softly.   

“I remember…everything,” I said back to him, looking in his eyes unable to stop my hands from 

wringing helplessly.  I could feel the ghost of Eric’s handkerchief in my hand as it had been that 

day.  I remembered then that I had washed it and returned it to him the next day when he 

came to get me to play.  I also remembered that he made a point to keep it on his person at all 

times from that day forward.  He was always ready to dry my tears.  Not just when I fell running 

behind him, but sometimes when I revealed the Stackhouse secrets he had teased me about 

the day I proclaimed him mine rather than give in easily to his charming proclamation of 

adoption to his clan. 

I felt his hands take mine, his thumb rubbing the back of my hand.  “I’m here,” he reminded me 

again.  Impulsively, I leaned up and kissed his cheek, but as he had done the day we said good-

bye he turned his head at the last moment meeting my lips with his own. Magic kisses, I 

thought as I let him love me briefly in a stranger’s small apartment. Godric interrupted by 

breaking something in the kitchen, swearing loudly and then entered carrying a tray of 

refreshments. 

He pretended not to notice our murmurings of love, keeping his gaze off us until he was seated 

and pouring coffee.  I rested my head against Eric’s a moment and then sat back.  With the 

burden of memory came the obligatory need of information.  

“What’s a Light Bearer?” I asked Godric.  Both he and Eric answered me at the same time. 

“You are.”  I raised an eyebrow and looked at Eric, waiting for more.  Godric spoke before he 

could. 

“They are spoken if in ancient Nordic lore.  “To keep the Dark at bay Odin placed thirty- two 

bearers of Light in Midgard.  Souls forged to contain the purest of Yggdrasil’s magic. No one 

knew them, for they must be kept safe at all costs. To protect them he imbued a clan of 

Norsemen to be Guardians, charged with protection of all innocents through the magic of Gud 

Mördare. 
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“The Guardians were to protect all the innocent, even unto their death, to ensure that the 

thirty two remained constant.  If the Guardian were to find a Light Bearer he would bond 

himself to them, protecting them from the ever seeking Darkness unleashed by Loki upon this 

world.” 

I let out a gasp of air.  Eric’s head snapped around to pin the small man with his gaze.  “And 

who the hell are you, that you know that?” Godric smoothed his shirt nervously again sitting 

back in the too small room that was suddenly full of distrusting giant Northman. 

“I’m a scholar,” he said unconvincingly.  “I read things.”   

“Uh-huh, and that is how you know how to banish demons?”  Godric smiled a small tight small.   

“A good book will banish any demon.”  Eric growled beside me, he was impatient with the 

dodgy answer.  Godric shifted under his gaze.  “There are rumors of a Light Bearer and her 

Guardian who banished a Shadow Demon as children.  Are you them?” 

“If we were?” Eric asked him, being evasive himself now. 

“People say that…that the Shadow Demon thought her to be easy to catch at so young an age, 

before she came into her own.”  Eric sighed and turned to face Godric now, leaning closer, his 

face displaying every bit of his frustration. 

“And that was important because…?” 

“Because if she reached maturity, if she were to complete her destiny then she would bear the 

brightest Light this world has ever seen.  She would be able to…” he stopped looking for words.  

“There would nothing she couldn’t do.” 

“Flowery, but not helpful.”  I thought if Godric kept dragging this out Eric might become violent.  

I ran my hand up his back again, feeling for what I had found earlier under his jacket.  I was 

pretty sure I knew what he had concealed on his person, and if I was right then I knew he could 

use it very well. 

“I have not been able to ascertain the true meaning of the words.” Godric looked away again, 

still evading. 

“And yet you are not surprised to see us or a demon wander into you bookstore today?” 

“Untrue!” Godric said looking hurt at the implication of his complicity in these strange 

circumstances.   “You of all people should know that when you spend your life preparing for 

something it’s hardly a surprise when it arrives.”   Eric stood then, rising swiftly and standing 

between us.   

“What do you mean, ‘me of all people’?”  Godric’s jaw fell open as he craned his neck to see 

Eric’s face far above him.   
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“You are legend.” His tone gave me chills. Eric grabbed him up by the collar. 

“What do you know, little man?  Who are these people who spread these rumors so 

recklessly?” 

“Your father never told you.” It was clearly a surprise to him that this should be the case.  

Godric was realizing that Eric wasn’t merely being cautious, he was genuinely confused and 

very angry.  Before it could escalate further Godric spoke quickly.  “The Guardians communicate 

in secret and protected ways.  The story of you and the Light Bearer is in the Great Book that 

has been maintained since the Beginning.  It’s how they know when to pass Gud Mördare on to 

other Guardians in times of need.  Your father, he should have told you. We…I was sure he had 

told you.” 

Eric’s father had died in a car accident a year before I has been taken away.  It had been brutal 

and sudden with no time for shared family secrets.  But if what we had done was in the Great 

Book, then Eric must have told his father before he died.  “Your father so was proud of you, 

Eric.  I hope you knew that.” I remembered the twelve year old boy who had sobbed in my lap 

when he came to tell me the news.  His pain as fresh and distressing to me now as it had been 

then.  I embraced him from behind, my hands on his sides.  I pressed my face to his back, and 

hugged him.  Slowly, he released Godric and turned to pull me to him, placing a kiss on the top 

of my head.  As one we sat back down on the small love seat.  I pressed as close as I could to 

remind him this time that I was there with him.  Godric resumed sitting as well, fussing over his 

rumpled clothing. 

“I didn’t realize that you didn’t know.  The Guardians have tracked you all over the world, Eric.  

They assisted you in making contact with the people you sought out to arm yourself whenever 

they could.  They found your approach novel and intriguing. There are pages and pages filled 

with praise for your crafty thinking and unshakeable bravery.”  

“If they followed me, knew of my journey and my quest, why did none reveal themselves to 

me?” 

“They waited for you to call them.”  Eric raised an eyebrow at this.  I still spoke Northman well 

enough to understand that quite plainly.  Eric had not known they existed, let alone how to ‘call 

them’.   Before he could ask the questions swirling in his mind Godric turned to me. 

“And you Light Bearer.  They also speak of you and your battle to overcome the circumstances 

that first brought you together and then took you apart. Did you never wonder why wherever 

you chose to dig water would rush to the surface, giving itself to you and the villages you 

visited?  

“It is believed that there were terrible circumstances in your life, more mundane than Shadow 

Demons but no less able to dim your Light.  If even half what is suspected is true of your life 

then you are every bit the miracle that this mystic warrior by your side is.”  I squinted at Godric, 

pushing away the hype about me. 
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“For you to know all this you are more than you claim. Tell us or we will leave now.” Godric, still 

stalling for time reached for his coffee and sipped it before he answered. 

“Just because this Guardian is tall and beautiful doesn’t mean that it is a job requirement.” 

“You’re a Guardian?” Eric accused him more than asked. 

“I was once.” His face shifted as some dark memory roiled up inside him.  “We were not all as 

successful as you.”  I understood the implication but I wanted him to say the words. 

“Tell us, now,” I insisted again. 

“I made a mistake once. It cost many innocents their lives.  I don’t wish to discuss it.”  When we 

refused silently to allow his avoidance any further he sighed and seemed to shrink down in his 

chair.  “I was prideful, though at the time I thought it was the best course of action.” He sighed. 

“From the moment I was told as a child of the Guardians I was absolutely certain I knew my 

destiny.  When I was eighteen my father took me to the place where the Great Book resides 

and told me of all the fabulous deeds our kind had achieved.  I was filled with the greatest of 

joy at first, to know that I was tied these magnificent warriors in blood and deed.  But then I felt 

such great sorrow for them all. So many had fallen, so many will still fall, I thought…I thought I 

could change things somehow.  I thought I could stop the inevitable from happening.” 

“What did you do?” Eric asked him.  His tone was stern but softer now.  Perhaps he knew 

something of what Godric had felt when he was inundated with a truth too large to truly 

comprehend. 

“I called forth the Shadow Demon in his true form, planning to rid all the worlds of his evil once 

and for all.”  He wrapped his arms around his middle tightly and started rocking slightly back 

and forth.  We were in his deepest scars, poking at wounds that would never heal.  “It killed 

three other Guardians before we managed to banish it again. It nearly killed me, too.  I was 

such a fool to think that I could do the impossible.”  

As he humbled himself before us I saw so many things in him and around him.  He could have 

been my Eric in another set of circumstances.  I felt then what I had always felt when I 

encountered someone in such great pain.  I was moved to embrace him, to heal him because if 

he were indeed my Eric I would want to do that for him.  I would want someone else to do that 

for him if I couldn’t be there.  Even as he sat beside me I was still paying forward for the gift of 

his love.  I moved around Eric and knelt on the floor in front of Godric placing my hands on his.  

I had no idea what I was going to say until I heard the words and felt the rightness of them.  

“We all are required to follow our hearts, Godric.  No one should ever dare to presume to know 

or judge those actions.  I am so sorry for your pain and you loss.” I felt something inside me 

open then, it was a familiar sensation that did indeed call to mind digging the wells he 

mentioned earlier.  I had felt at my best in those moments when the children danced and 

splashed around me.  He had been right. I had always known just where to dig. I could feel it in 



34 
 

the very bones of me.  I could feel it now.  I heard both men gasp but I was locked into feeling 

for the words I needed. 

“I would never dare imagine how hard this path has been for you to walk.  I would only ask you 

to try and understand.  Understand that those terrible things put you on the road that brings 

you to us now.  The reasons are more than we can ever hope to understand, but the fact that 

you are here, on the edge of this same battle that you have yourself fought tells me that this is 

where you were meant to be.  You still feel that, too, don’t you, Godric?”  His eyes were wide as 

he met mine, the look of awe on his face almost hypnotic.   

“Yes,” he whispered. 

“Then let the rest go.  We are born into this world to do a job.  Try and believe that you have 

done that, the rest will be forgiven for us, as soon as we can forgive ourselves.”  I felt something 

rush out through my hands and into him then. It was the most excellent feeling, comparable 

perhaps only to being in the arms of my lover.  It was warmth, strength and above all mercy 

and love.  Godric let out a strangled sob before falling forward into my arms.  I held him until he 

quieted.   

When he sat back and looked at me smiling from his heart for the first time since we had met 

him I thought perhaps I had been wrong.  His wounds could be healed after all. 

I returned to Eric’s side, taking his hand in mine again as Godric watched us with an awed 

expression.  I felt faintly uncomfortable under his gaze, not sure what I had done but clearly 

from the change in the man before us I had done something.  I glanced around for a clock and 

saw it was nearly five.  I started when I realized that if the woman possessed had been right 

there were barely seven hours before our battle would begin.  I looked at Eric and felt his hand 

squeeze mine.  Looking into his eyes he reassured me wordlessly that he was ready and he was 

more than capable to handle what was coming. 

“You have it with you, don’t you?” Godric asked, interrupting our silent conversation.  We 

turned to look at him.  I knew the answer was yes, but I was going to leave it up to Eric as to 

whether we confirmed that Gud Mördare was strapped to his back.  There was a long pause. 

“Yes,” Eric finally confirmed.  Godric’s face was a shifting storm of emotion.  He was delighted 

and terrified and unable to settle on one between the two. 

“It will be here then?”  

“So it would seem,” Eric confirmed.  I looked around the small dark apartment that smelled like 

the bound occupants on the shelves downstairs and fought a sneeze.  I looked at Eric my 

eyebrow up this time.   
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“Yes,” he said to me this time. I nodded.  Wherever he made his stand mine was at his side.  

That was the one thing in this that was for absolute certain as far as I was concerned. 

“Very well,” Godric said, standing and bustling quickly around his tiny living room. He was 

pulling items out of cabinets and drawers quickly filling his arms with herbs, candles and a small 

crystal bell.  He moved back to where we were sitting, removed the coffee and the tray and set 

about drawing a circle in salt on the table top.  In the middle he placed a small copper bowl and 

filled it with a dried herb.  Then he lit the candle and knelt beside the table closing his eyes and 

becoming perfectly still. 

Long minutes passed with none of us speaking.  I watched his breathing calm as he centered 

himself before he reached out and lit the candle and the herb in the bowl.  Slowly the sweetest 

fragrance I had ever smelled filled the tiny room, erasing the smell of old books.  When the 

smoke of the burning herb crossed the fire of the candle, the flame jumped tripling in size.  In 

the light the apartment seemed to triple in size as well and then continued to grow into a 

cavern where the ceiling was taller than I could see the walls were hundreds of feet away. 

Amused, I wondered what herb he was burning that could play such games with my senses.  

Probably not the kind I was thinking, the smell wasn’t right, but of course there was more than 

one kind of weed that made that you see things that weren’t really there.  Suddenly I felt like 

giggling.  I worked hard to keep it down.  

Godric’s demeanor was not unlike that of Eric at ten telling me that we had to blood bond 

before he could tell me his family secrets.  This was serious magic, not the time for silly giggles.  

That made me want to do it even more.  I raised a hand to cover my mouth and looked at Eric 

to see if he was also bitten by the giggle weed.  The look on his face sobered me instantly.  

Eric was totally hypnotized by Godric’s actions.  I saw then that he was trying to reconcile the 

fact that information and help had been at his fingertips all these years and that he was a little 

angry that he had been left out of the loop by his own ignorance of how to access those 

sources.  He was working to push past that anger and resentment and focus instead on the 

lesson unfolding before us.  I pulled myself together and remained quiet so as not to distract 

him at a crucial moment. 

As the flame surged high and the smoke filled this shifting space around us Godric picked up the 

small crystal bell and rang it seven times.  I gasped at the first ring, it was a heartbreakingly 

beautiful sound that continued on, layering itself with each new ring of the bell.  It carried and 

moved around us, through us and out into the room.  I thought for a moment I could see the 

smoke swirl as it passed through on its way to the outside world, seeking…something. 

After the seventh toll of the bell he placed it back on the table and let the herb burn itself out.  

Once it was nothing but ash he moved the candle to the window that looked down onto the 

street in front of his store. 

“What did you just do?” I asked him when he turned back from the window. 
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“I put out a call,” he said coming back to sit down with us again.  “They should be here shortly.” 

“Who?” Eric asked this time, his whole frame tensing beside me. 

“All that bear, guard or know the Light within the sound of our call.” 

Eric practically exploded off the loveseat and started pacing around the now tiny room.  It had 

returned to its regularly scheduled size as soon as the herb burnt to ash.  He ran his hands 

through his hair, his tension filling the room making it seem even smaller.  For a moment I felt 

claustrophobic.  Godric, for once more attune to me than Eric stood. 

“Come with me downstairs, Eric.  I have some books that may prove helpful that I would like to 

show you.”  Eric stopped and looked at me.  I nodded and smiled, assuring him that I would stay 

here while he looked.  When they were gone a let out a long slow breath and fell back.  I must 

have closed my eyes and nodded off because they next thing I knew Godric was beside me 

shaking me gently awake. 

“Where’s Eric?” I sat up, looking around frantically.   

“He’s reading downstairs.  I wanted to talk to you alone for a moment.”  My insides tightened in 

dread of what might be coming now. 

“It was necessary to send the call.  We will need the help. It was not without risk, though.” I 

sighed, wishing that just once this man would speak straight and clear. 

“What do you mean?” 

“The call will bring those who wish to aid us, but it could also bring others.  It could,” he 

hesitated again, “It could also bring the minions of the Shadow Demon to this location.  It’s why 

we don’t use it often or unless it is absolutely necessary.  However, since the minion had 

already followed you in and summoned its master to this location I considered the additional 

risk to be minimal.” 

“Because they are coming anyway,” I said.  He nodded. 

“When they arrive, the ones we called to help us, I will need you to meet with them.  Some will 

understand why they are here, and some may need help to understand what is happening to 

decide if they want to stay once the truth is before them.” 

“Why would they come if they don’t understand?” 

“The call acts as subconscious suggestion.  Not unlike having a song stuck in your head.  It is 

playing over and over even when you are not consciously aware.  The call will make them feel 

that they need to be somewhere and will find themselves driving there or walking there 

without fully realizing they are being summoned.” 
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“And the minions?” 

“Like moths to a flame.  Even the dimmest Light is like the sun to them.  They hate it even 

though they find it irresistible because it is the one thing they can never have.”  I glanced at the 

candle he had left in the window understanding at last that it was a beacon to the called.  For a 

moment it seemed horribly unfair to drag more innocents into this fight.  I would have sent 

them all away to safety if I could have, but as I told Godric before, we are all required to follow 

our hearts.  I had barely even begun to understand what I was or what I could do.  If I hadn’t 

figured myself out yet, who was I to think I knew what was right for anyone else? 

“I will meet them as they come and I will tell them so that they can choose.” 

“Good,” he said.  “And thank you, for before.  What you did, I feel better than I have in years.  I 

could never repay you for that.” 

“Pay it forward,” I said to him.  He frowned.  “When you meet someone who needs help, help 

them.  Tell them to pay it forward. See one, do one, teach one.  It’s the only payment I could 

accept.”  He smiled then, letting his head drop as he nodded to the floor unable to look at me 

directly. 

“As you wish,” he said quietly.  He rested his hand briefly on my shoulder and then rose to 

rejoin Eric downstairs.  I asked if I could use his bathroom before following him down.  He led 

me through his bedroom, which was somehow smaller than his living area and left me at the 

door. 

I went in and handled my business, sure that pee break time outs were something that were 

not allowed.  I smirked at myself and then wondered seriously for a moment if there was a 

manual somewhere that explained The Do’s & Don’ts of Practical Demon Slaying. 

Chapter One- find yourself a Guardian and accept that he had made and marked himself into 

something else entirely to protect you.  That hit me right in the gut.  It was my first moment 

alone since I had met Eric at the train.  I understood what he had done, I was appreciative of it, 

but the magnitude of it was crushing when I looked at it head on.  I loved this man with 

everything that was in me, and that love had led him through dozens of dark and dangerous 

alleys.  That love and led him to transform himself into something else entirely at least on the 

outside.  That love might very well get him killed tonight. 

I sobbed as I splashed cold water on myself to try and shake off these maudlin thoughts that 

served no purpose.  I wasn’t the one who set us on this path.  I didn’t make him a Guardian.  I 

had just made him my Guardian. 

That helps, I thought sarcastically as I dried my face on a towel and looked at myself in the 

mirror.  I made myself leave the bathroom, action would keep my head straight.  Before I went 

downstairs I felt myself pulled to the candle in the window.  It was almost six thirty now and the 

sun was nearly down.   
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I don’t know what I was expecting to see when I looked outside but what I found was a 1965 

Corvette convertible in tuxedo black pulling up in front of the bookstore.  I watched a tall 

brunette emerge from the driver’s side and stand for a moment looking around as though she 

was scenting the air.  No, that wasn’t right.  She held her head like she was listening to 

something.  She was dressed in black leather pants, with a jacket that matched.  The flickering 

street lights bounced off the zippers on the jacket and something silver around her neck.  When 

her head turned up and her eyes met mine I felt my heart skip a beat of fear and excitement.   

The first to answer our call had arrived. 

I hurried down the stairs moving toward the door to let her in when Eric grabbed me from 

behind.  “What are you doing?” 

“Someone is here.  I was going to meet her.” 

“No,” he said, stepping in front of me.  “I will do it.”   I wanted to reassure him that this was one 

we expected but I knew it would be pointless.  He was here to protect me.  The sheer 

magnitude of his efforts to do that squashed any arguments I could have made. I let him open 

the door.   

I looked around him in time to see her face when she got her first look at my Guardian.  

Thunderstruck didn’t even touch it.  She looked at him like she knew him already.   He had no 

such reaction to her, and when he stepped closer to her and out of the shadows where she 

could get a clear look at him the moment passed for her as well.  Whatever it was she thought 

she saw had been merely a trick of the light, or a ghost on her grave. 

“Yes?” Eric said, prompting her to speak on why she was here.  She tilted her head again, 

listening to something I couldn’t hear before she spoke. 

“My name is Jane Black.  I was driving through town when I heard the call to come here.”  

Godric came up behind me and then stepped around both of us to stand before Jane.  She was 

several inches taller than him, her body tone and well represented in her leathers.  Her eyes 

were a blue that was green and gray all at the same time and I noticed that she had a black tank 

top on under her jacket.  Her boots were steel toed and built for combat, laced up over her 

pants to her knees.  The silver at her throat turned out to be a pendant of Yggdrasil.   

As soon as Godric’s eyes lit on the necklace he relaxed and invited her in.  Eric stepped back 

keeping himself between us as she entered.  When the door was closed behind her she stopped 

in the middle of the bookstore and waited.  Godric looked at me, raising a brow and nodding 

slightly to indicate that this where I was supposed to do the thing we talked about upstairs.  I 

glanced at Eric’s back and shrugged.  How was I supposed to do anything with him in full on 

Guardian mode? Jane laughed and raised her hands in the air.  I noticed the zippers on the 
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bottom of her sleeves and how they danced in the light of the store.  Jane Black had an air of 

magic around her. 

I took a deep breath and realized she smelled like the herb that Godric had burned when he 

sent out the call.  I stepped closer, Eric moving with me, to get a better sniff.  She tilted her 

head again, listening. 

“You did call me, but not just me.  I came to help.” She paused again still listening before going 

on.  “I am not here to hurt her,” she said to Eric.  “And I am here with the seal you see around 

my neck as a sigil of my intent,” she said to Godric.  “It was a gift from my lover, in another life,” 

she finished looking back at Eric with something like longing for just a moment.  I understood 

then that he reminded her of that lover.  I could also hear in her voice that she had lost him.  

Knowing what that would do to me I immediately wanted to hug her.  She laughed again and 

looked at me.  “If you do hug me, this one will likely rip my arms off,” she jerked her thumb at 

Eric and rolled her eyes, one girl to another about over protective men.   

I was getting a handle on what she brought to the table.  “You’re a”- 

“Psychic,” she finished my sentence for me, smiling again.  “Yes, and other things as well.” 

“Good things?  Light things?” my lover asked, looming over her making it clear that he would 

indeed inflict bodily harm if he sensed the answer to his questions to be anything other than 

yes. 

Her smile disappeared.  “Anyone who claims to be all goodness and light is either a liar or a self-

deceiver.  I am none of those things, but in this battle I will stand with you if you will have me.” 

“I will have you, Jane Black,” I said, stepping around Eric and holding my hand out to her.  She 

listened a moment and then took it.  I led her upstairs with Godric and Eric following close 

behind. 

Two hours later the small bookstore and tiny apartment was filled with those who had 

answered our call.  Each one had been subjected to Eric’s scrutiny before being allowed to 

enter.  Jane was also standing back working her mysterious mojo to make sure that the threads 

she could hear confirmed the truth of their words.  She said she heard music and in the music 

she could see the threads of what all possible outcomes to a situation could be.  She said that 

she could sometimes steer a situation toward a certain outcome and that sometimes on rare 

and truly magical occasion she could change what was to happen by rearranging the events 

that led to an undesirable outcome. 

She also told me that she was a creature who fed on the life force of others.  She was blunt to 

the point of pain on the fact that she had killed when she was learning what she was, but it was 

accidental and not done with malice.  She had learned, she said, with the help of her patient 

lover to be who she truly was, to embrace it and revel in it while using her gifts in the best way 
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she could.  She was a pretty woman, but whenever her thoughts turned to the lover who had 

molded her she was breathtaking, her love for him shining on her face.  It was his love that gave 

her Light.  I understood and in the short time we had before the others came I felt a kinship to 

this woman that was unexpected but not unwelcome. 

She only left us once, and that was to move her car.  She didn’t say why, but I guessed she saw 

something bad happen to it if it remained in front of the store.  Godric had told her to pull it 

into the alley and around back into the extra space of the two car garage he had there.   

I would have talked with her all night but I also wanted to know the other who came to us, 

answering a call that plucked them out of their everyday lives and into this war with us. 

Andrea Barnes had come next.  She was seventeen, a chubby high school girl with long brown 

hair and a quick smile on her face.  She had been on her way home from the library and gotten 

a sudden urge to check out the second hand bookstore.  She was an avid reader who had been 

past the store many times but had never been in before.  Godric had immediately taken Andrea 

under his wing, proudly showing her his stacks as he explained what was happening.  I smiled 

because it was pretty clear that she was crushing on Godric.  When she talked about books her 

face lit up the way Jane’s had when she spoke of her lover.  There might have been some 

mutual appreciation going on there despite the probable decade of age difference.  What is it 

out about seeing people truly connect and appreciate each other that made it almost as much a 

pleasure to watch as it was to experience?  Their mutual admiration of literature and each 

other made me seek out Eric for just a moment and hug him tightly.  It was a good feeling and I 

wanted to share it. 

Next came Mac, with a skateboard under his arm, his shaggy dirty blond hair covered with giant 

headphones that seemed to always be on his ears or around his neck when he was forced to 

remove them.  “Music is my thing,” he said in his offhand unintentionally handsome way.  In his 

early twenties with long shorts, baggy T and windbreaker he moved with a lithe grace that all 

skaters seem to possess.  He had been on his way home from the skate park when he heard the 

call.  When I had explained what was happening he had nodded seriously and then said, “All 

right,” before he placed his headphones back on and sat down on the floor beside a bookcase.  

While I suspected he took everything in his life with that same attitude I was still surprised to 

not get the “Are you crazy, lady?” speech from him.  If skating contributed to this mellow state 

of being maybe I needed to get a skateboard?  

When Samara came in I felt the strangeness of this day and looming night rise up in me again.  

Her appearance was so unusual, so different that my first thought was that she was not human.  

“She’s not,” Jane whispered into my ear, “But be cool about it, ok?” I nodded, desperately 

searching for that cool.  “Lemme get this one?” Jane asked. I nodded, still not finding the cool, 

and watched Jane approach her.  Samara’s head barely reached Jane’s shoulder.  She had long 

fiery red hair that was braided down her back and golden eyes that seemed to glow in the light 
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of the bookstore.  She looked like an elf, or a fairy and when she pulled out her bow and arrows 

I was sure that she was indeed one of those things.  As Godric passed by I grabbed his arm.   

“This call we sent out, did it go…beyond this world?” He glanced at Samara and then looked 

back at me.   

“It’s possible.  You know of Odin, Thor and Midgard?” I nodded still looking for my cool.  I just 

knew it was around here somewhere.  “There are more worlds than these, Sookie.”  I nodded 

again, settling for polite if cool was MIA.  I closed my mouth and smiled at Jane and Samara.  

For a moment I heard Mrs. Northman compliment my manners again as she had the day we 

met.  I’ve come a long way, baby, I thought back to her, but I still remember the importance of 

being polite.  I saw Mrs. Northman smile at me again, and that was all I needed to get myself 

back together. 

While I was still trying to make Mrs. Northman proud of me, Eric who had been watching over 

everyone in the room with an eagle sharp eye stepped up when the doorbell tingled again 

admitting one Barton Davis, a gunslinger.  He was in town for a sharp shooting competition and 

had been on his way back to the hotel to meet his wife when he had taken a wrong turn and 

wound up here.  He was about forty, with dark thinning hair and deep warm brown eyes.  The 

pudge on his middle told plainly of his love for beer, but there was a feeling about him that just 

put you at ease when you he looked at you.  As I watched Eric explain how he came to be here I 

saw Barton remove his green ball cap and scratch his head once before pulling it back down 

tight.  He shifted from foot to foot for a moment before he locked in and reached out to shake 

Eric’s hand. He turned to go out but Jane stopped him and whispered something in his ear.  

“Much obliged,” he said.  A few minutes later he was back with two duffle bags and two nine 

millimeter automatics strapped across his chest.  He took another corner of floor and set about 

cleaning and loading his guns. 

“A gunslinger,” Eric leaned down to whisper in my ear.  He sounded amused and maybe a little 

envious. “If he’s not exaggerating he should be something to see.”  I put my arms around him 

and laughed, overcome with his heightened emotion and the memories of all the Eastwood 

films he had shared with me when we were kids.  My boy had always loved a good Western, 

and I had because he did.  It was hard not to love them because they meant so much to him.  I 

was about to start teasing him over his Clint crush that had clearly grown into manhood with 

him when the door opened one last time.   

All of my joy evaporated when I saw a small boy enter carrying a stuffed T-Rex in his arms.  “Oh, 

God, Eric! We have to get him out of here!” Eric was already moving toward the boy with me 

close behind.  Trying not to scare him with his large size Eric knelt down and spoke softly to the 

child.  “Hey there, big guy.  Are you lost?”  The boy shook his head. 

“I’m Jake and this is Boppy,” he said holding out the T-Rex for Eric to get a good look at his 

friend.   
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“Hi Jake, Boppy,” Eric said, smiling gently at them both.  He’s gonna be a great dad someday.  

The thought crashed through my mind unexpected and definitely out of place in his impending 

war zone, but I couldn’t help it.  There isn’t a female alive who doesn’t get all gooey when they 

see a man they love being gentle and kind to a child.  “Are you lost?” Eric asked again.  Jake 

shook his head no, again.  “Can you tell me where you live?  Who your parents are?  We can call 

them to come and get you.” Jake shook his head again. 

“We’re here to help.”  Eric’s mouth opened and closed again.  I sat back feeling the shock roll 

through me.  Guess there are no age warnings on demon battles?  This couldn’t be right.  

Looking at Jake he couldn’t be more than seven years old.  What business does he have here in 

this mess? We had to get him out!  I looked for words that would not frighten him, he couldn’t 

possibly know what was happening here.  He was too young to answer this call!  He was just 

child! 

Eric turned to me, as always in sync with whatever was in my head.  “So were we,” he said 

answering my unspoken thoughts.   

“Eric! We can’t”- 

“We came to help,” Jake said again, holding his T-Rex closer to his small chest. Refusing to listen 

to him or Eric I stood and reached out to take Jake’s hand.  I was going to get him out of there 

before it was too late.  When I touched him something between us sparked and little Jake lit up 

so brightly that I turned away closing my eyes tightly from his Light. 

Distantly, I heard the others Andrea, Samara, Barton, Mac and Jane exclaim as the shop filled 

with a blinding glow.  I dropped Jake’s hand and the light dimmed.  In a few moments he was 

just a small boy again, in a Spiderman T, jeans and sneakers with short brown hair.  “He’s like 

you, Sookie,” Eric said looking up at me from where he was still kneeling.  “He’s a Light Bearer.” 

I stood there trying to think this through. No matter if he was or not he was still a little boy and 

he did not belong here.  “Pick him up, Eric.  We need to get him out of here,” I insisted.  Eric 

moved slowly toward Jake, extending his arms to let him know that he was going to pick him 

up.  Jake obligingly raised his arms in return, going along gracefully with our efforts.  I stepped 

out of the door and into the street for the first time since we had entered the bookstore.  I 

looked to the left and then to the right only to come to full stop.  Eric who had been focused on 

Jake bumped into me gently.   

“What’s wrong, Sookie?” I pointed.  At the end of the block on both ends there as a wall of gray 

mist from the ground as far up as the eye can see.  I listened and there was only silence, no 

sounds of Chicago could be heard.  It was like we had slipped off into a pocket universe of our 

own where only this one city block existed.  I glanced around at the other buildings on the block 

and saw that all the shops were closed and all the lights were out in what could presumably be 

apartments much like Godric had above his store. 
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The whole world had gone out to catch a movie and have a bite.  We were totally alone here 

now.  “We can help,” Jake said again from Eric’s arms.  We stood out there a few minutes 

longer on the empty abandoned street.  Then we went back inside with the others. 

Half an hour later the demon’s minions started to appear in the street outside the bookstore. 

 

(Eric Point of View) 

Don’t fight the war before it starts. 

That was what my commanding officer had taught me on the eve of my first battle. It was a 

waste of valuable resources and energy to waste of time anticipating and guessing at things you 

could not know.  It was far better to conserve your strength for the real battle and keep your 

mind focused on the present.   

I had been in many skirmishes before I truly understood his words, but once I did I could sleep 

like a baby even on the edge of the bloodiest battles.  It sometimes spooked the guys in my 

unit.  They thought me to be cold hard and made of stone when actually the opposite was true.  

I let it work for me though because when they were down and saw me coming through the 

smoke and gunfire my unshakeable calm presence lent itself to them in some way I could not 

quite grasp. Many of them told me later that watching me come for them had been just as 

important as the medical attention I gave their wounds. 

Viking was the call sign they gave me, which amused me for about a million reasons that most 

of them would never understand.  It was a tag I wore with pride throughout my tour.  

When we came in from the street after seeing that any escape had been cut off I could feel how 

shaken Sookie was. I bent down and set the boy on his feet.  He stood a moment and then 

made a beeline for the one who called herself Samara.  I watched a moment as he introduced 

himself and present his toy to her for inspection. When I saw her smile and speak with him 

quietly I turned back to Sookie and took her hand. My gaze caught Godric’s and I motioned for 

him to follow us upstairs. 

When we reached the top I turned to him.  “We need a few minutes alone.”   

“What’s happened?” Godric asked his concern evident for the slightly shaking silent woman at 

my side. 

“The streets are closed off now and there is no way out of here.  Let the others know and tell 

them we will return shortly.” Godric thought a moment.   

“Yes, of course,” he said.  “You won’t be long?  There is still the binding to complete.”  

“What do you mean?” 
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“It is a ritual we need to complete to connect to those who have come to aid us.  A bond of 

covenant.”  He placed his hand on my shoulder squeezing gently.  “I will prepare for that while 

you take a moment with Sookie.” He pointed to his bedroom and moved off toward the kitchen 

where a moment later I heard more banging. I closed the door to his tiny room and turned to 

Sookie. 

Pulling her into my arms I held her tightly and let the incredible feeling of having her with me 

again fill me from the inside out. Her arms held me just as tightly as her face rubbed my chest 

reassuring her that I was there and real, too. “Remember when we built the dam in the creek 

behind my house and made that small creek deep enough for us to swim?” 

“Yes,” her voice was small. 

“I think that time with you, making that dam and playing in the water with you was the best 

summer of my life.” 

“Mine, too,” she sniffled a little. 

“Even with everything else?”  She clutched me tighter.  When her mother had found out that 

Sookie was sneaking away to swim with me she had beaten her with a belt in an alcoholic rage 

screaming at her about how her daughter wasn’t going to be a whore sneaking off to fuck boys 

behind her back.  It had been a few days before I saw Sookie after that.  She waited for her 

mother to leave on her own endless quest for liquor and men of her own to fuck to come and 

see me. 

I remembered that she moved slowly and I knew that something was wrong from that alone. 

Add to that the fact that it was August and Sookie was dressed in jeans and long sleeves it was a 

blaring alarm.  I had finally convinced her to tell me and then to let me see.  

We had faced monsters together but the sight of bruises and welts were more frightening than 

any beast summoned from Hell.  What could I do to protect her from someone who was 

supposed to love and care for her?  I had raided my medicine cabinet and put Neosporin and 

peroxide on her back the whole time raging in my head at being so fucking powerless. 

It was the first time I ever wanted to commit violence against another human being, made 

worse by the fact that my blood bonded friend told me that it wasn’t the first time.  When I 

finished bandaging her up and drying her tears with my handkerchief, I swallowed my rage and 

asked the question that I hated more than the wounds on her back. 

“Would it stop the beatings if we stopped playing together, Sookie? Would me never seeing 

you again keep me safe?”  I would never forget the look on her face that my words caused, nor 

her answer to me. 

“Not seeing you again would be worse than anything she could do to me.”  Since that was 

exactly how I felt my sigh of relief almost turned into sob as I realized we were in a terrible 
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spot.  She had crawled into my arms then and I had held her as gently as I could so as not to 

hurt her bruises. 

Sookie pulled me back to the present when she answered the question I had asked her.  

“Especially with everything else, Eric.  That time with you was exactly what I needed to survive 

everything else.  You showed me that life wasn’t all monsters and Monsters.”  I heard the 

capital M on the last one and knew what she meant.   

“I hated it when you went to live with your Aunt, but I was glad, too.  Because she couldn’t hurt 

you anymore.” 

“I always thought it was Mrs. Northman who turned her in.”   

“It was, though it was a long time before she told me.  It wasn’t that she didn’t care, Sookie. She 

knew what you meant to me. That was why she did it, to keep you safe.” 

“Did you tell her about the beatings, Eric?” 

“No.  I didn’t have to.  She figured it out.  Apparently, there had been rumors for years about 

what was happening with your mom.  She saw the long sleeves and pants and figured it out for 

herself.” 

“It’s funny, lots of people don’t notice kids.  I mean they see them, but they always seem to be 

flying right below the radar most of the time.  They can do something big enough to draw 

attention sometimes but most of the time they are almost invisible.  I felt invisible most of the 

time unless she was beating me or…when I was with you.  I had the worst thing in the world 

and the best thing in the world happening all at once.  If I had been old enough to really 

understand then it might have made me crazy.  But my time with her and my time with you was 

all I knew.  I think I knew even then if I had to take the beating to be with you that it would have 

changed nothing.  I still would have chased you down that dirt road running as fast as I could to 

catch you.  You made me feel alive and I knew that no matter what else might happen I was 

safe with you.” 

“You still are,” I told her. 

“I know.”  I kissed her slowly and gently to show her how right she had been about me, and 

about us.  “It’s what got me through everything that life has thrown at me,” she said when the 

kiss ended. “It’s what’s going to get me through tonight.”  She stepped back from me then and 

looked at me with her eyes glowing as they had last night and as they had when she was nine. 

“You claimed me when I was nine, made me yours in ways it would take me years to even begin 

to understand.”  She was glowing now all over with a light so beautiful that it brought me tears 

to my eyes.  “Thank you for saving me, Eric.”  I blinked away the tears when she became blurry 

in my sight.  “Thank you for everything you had done for me,” she went on, stepping closer to 

me and sliding her hands under my shirt to touch the markings on my skin. I could feel them 

tingle as her Light and magic set off a chain reaction along their lines.  It traveled to my back 
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and down my legs.  For just a moment I could have sworn the green thunderbird on my calf 

flexed his ink wings in the wake of her power. My knees gave way and I fell to the floor at her 

feet dislodging her hands for a moment.   

She placed them then on my shoulders as I looked up at her helpless and enthralled in her spell 

of love.  “Light is eternal,” she said placed a soft kiss on my forehead setting off another 

explosion through my markings.  “And so are we.”  I felt her words echo through me and I 

found the peace that I needed and seeking to give it to her.  I had brought her here to reassure 

her, to bolster her for the fight ahead.  

As she had when she was nine and had fearlessly licked the blood from my finger she turned it 

on me again, providing for me what I wanted desperately to give her.  “We go on beyond this 

night and nothing would ever stop me finding you again.”  I felt the tears slide down my cheeks 

while my skin shivered and danced from her power and my chest tightened until it felt like I 

couldn’t breathe.  “I love you, Eric Northman, Guardian, friend and lover, with everything I was, 

everything I am and everything I will ever be.  I am yours.”  

A strangled sound escaped me as I pulled her down to me, clutching her desperately.  I knew 

her words were true.  I knew that any separation would never keep us apart but still I rebelled 

against the idea that it could happen.  “I will save you,” I whispered savagely into her hair.   

“You already did.”  I held her until the Light faded from the small bedroom.   

When we came back down the others were gathered at the front of the store looking intently at 

something outside the window.  We moved hand in hand to join them.   

“What’s happening?” Sookie asked Godric. 

“They are gathering. The first one appeared shortly after you came in from the street.  There 

are five more now.” I looked out the window and saw six shadowy figures standing in the street 

stock still pointing at the bookstore. Their lips were moving but I couldn’t hear what they were 

saying.   

“They can’t come in, at least not yet. I have warded the door.  It won’t keep the Shadow Demon 

out but the minions will be unable to enter until he arrives.”  I looked around for a clock and 

saw that it was nine thirty.  Glancing back to the window I saw a seventh figure appear. 

“Come,” Godric said.  “All of you upstairs. There are some things we need to do.”   

Godric, Eric and Barton moved the chair and loveseat back to the walls leaving just enough 

space for us to form a circle. He then took the candle from the window and placed in the center 

of the circle along with a loaf of bread and a cup of water and then joined us in the circle.   

“Each of you answered a call tonight. When you arrived you were told what was going to 

happen here and you have agreed to stay.” Jake fidgeted a little placing his T-Rex on the floor in 
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front of him and then picking it up again.  Samara was beside him and she reached out to take 

his hand in hers.  He smiled up at her golden eyes and calmed almost immediately.  

“Before we step onto the battlefield as one we will tell our stories and break bread together to 

bind us as one in purpose and deed. I will go first. I am Godric, this is my bookstore and my 

home and I am a Guardian.”  Andrea who was sitting beside him gasped quietly at his words 

causing us to all look at her.  She didn’t speak so we all turned back to Godric.   

“Once I made a terrible prideful mistake and summoned the Demon we are face tonight 

because I thought I could end him and prevent this night and countless others like it from 

happening.  My failure caused the death of other Guardians and for a long time I was consumed 

by anger and guilt.  Today, Sookie and Eric came to my shop and she healed me with her Light.  I 

offer myself to stand with them on this night and on any to come when I may be of service to 

their cause.”  It was Sookie who answered him, somehow knowing what needed to be said with 

him as she had with me a short time ago upstairs. 

“Godric, we accept your offer and welcome you to our circle.”  He nodded and then turned to 

Andrea at his side.  She hesitated, still clutching the book she had brought in with her close to 

her chest like a shield. He took her hand and encourage her to proceed. 

“I am Andrea and I was called her when I was on my home from the library.  I have always lived 

in my books, reading tales of love and magic wishing I could be in one myself.” She laughed 

then, “I suppose I got my wish.” She paused then and looked at Godric smiling.  “I have always 

felt like I was different from most people, that I was either missing something that would have 

made me like them, or them more like me.  I try to help out when I can.  I volunteer at the local 

mission on weekends passing out soup and reading to the kids who wander in from the streets. 

I also help them learn to read if they want because to me there is nothing more powerful than a 

good story.” She paused then, chewing the strange words that she was about to say a moment 

before she set them free in the room.  “I pledge to stand with you this night and any other that 

I may of service to you all.” 

Again, Sookie accepted her pledge and we looked at Jane who was next. 

“I am Jane.  I was driving through town on my way to somewhere else when I heard the call to 

come here.  There is no name that I know for what I am, I once called myself a vampire, but I 

don’t feed on blood.  I feed on the life force of those around me.  I once killed a man in a 

grocery store by taking too much before I learned how to control myself.  It is something I 

regret, and would not do again, but it holds no power over me.  I once saved a demon fighter by 

giving him back a piece of his soul in New Orleans.  I once had a great love in my life.  He made 

me know myself and accept it, the good and the bad.  I can hear the music of the universe and 

through its music divine possible outcomes.  I offer this gift to you tonight for the battle to 

come and pledge to stand at your side for this and any other battle against the enemy you 

face.” 
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Sookie accepted the pledge and we moved on to the next member of the circle. 

“My name is Mac, I’m a skater and sometimes I wait tables.  I was on my home from the skate 

park when I heard the call to come here.  Like Andrea said, I always felt a little on the outside of 

things.  They don’t really make a lot of sense to me.  The only time I have felt at peace is when I 

was skating and with my music.  I write songs and sometimes I go to dive bars on open mic 

night and sing them for people I can’t see.  No, that’s not right. I sing them for people I want to 

see but who are never there.  I think I when I sing I am looking for someone who can really hear 

me, who can really see me, ya know?  It’s like holding a match up in the middle of the night 

trying to see something that you hope is there even if you have never seen it.  I am here tonight 

to stand with you, to hold my match up in the dark and seek with you to find what I have only 

sought alone until now.  I pledge to stand with you all for the battle to come this night and any 

other against the dark.” 

Sookie accepted his pledge and we moved on. 

“I am Samara,” she began.   

“Samara,” Jake said beside her, causing her to look at him and smile.   

“I was hunting when I heard the call.  I am from another land called Alefdene and came here by 

way of a portal.  There is a legend among my kind that portals used to open often between all 

the lands and that travel was frequent between them.  The forest I was hunting was said to be a 

major nexus point for this network though it had not opened in my two hundred years of life. In 

my land I, too am a Guardian, trained to protect our King and Queen who rule with kindness 

and love though there are many forces who oppose them and seek their thrones.  I came here 

to stand with you this night against the dark in this realm because all Dark and all Light are 

connected. To of service to you is to be of service to my beloved King and Queen.  For this night 

and any other that you have need I am at your side.” 

Sookie accepted her offer and we moved on. 

“I’m Jake and this is Boppy,” he said holding the dinosaur up for all to see.   “We heard the 

music while playing in my room and followed it here.  It was pretty.  We came to help.” 

Sookie accepted his offer with the same ceremony and solemnity that she had with all the 

others, and we came to the last. 

“I am Barton, I’m a professional gunman.  I travel around the country for target shooting 

competitions.  I was on my back to the hotel my wife and are I staying at when I heard the call.” 

He paused a moment and looked down at his hands.  “This being a professional shooter was a 

dream of mine.  I used to do something else but I was afraid to take a chance and go live my 

dream.  My wife, Ann, she had a dream, too.  She wanted to be a writer so when she finally 

started selling her books she convinced me to take a shot at my dream.  She told me that she 

could write anywhere, and the only thing she called home was me.”  His voice cracked a bit, he 
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cleared his throat and looked up with a smile.  “Everyone should have a chance to live their 

dreams with the woman they love.  For that and for the fact that something wanted me to be 

here I will stand beside you this night and any other that I may be of service to you.” 

Sookie accepted his pledge as she had the others and then she turned to me. 

“I am Eric.  I have been a soldier, a medic and someday I would like to be a doctor in small town 

where I know everyone and everyone knows me.  I am also a Guardian and this,” I said 

gesturing to Sookie, “Is my Light. I have known her since she was nine and I was ten.  I have 

loved her for just as long.  With everything I am I thank you for your service this night.  It is a 

debt that cannot be paid, but if you ever have need, you may call upon me and I will be there.” 

They shocked me when as one they said, “We accept your pledge, Eric.”  I felt Sookie take my 

hand.  After a moment I took Godric’s who was next me.  He was still holding Andrea’s hand, 

she reached over and took Jane’s, who in turn took Mac’s and so on until we were all joined as 

one. 

Sookie closed her eyes and I felt a trace of the magic that had touched me upstairs.  As it moved 

around the circle there was gasps and exclamations from our band of warriors.  When it 

reached Jake he exploded into Light that matched Sookie’s and there was a sound in the room 

not unlike the crystal bell the Godric had used to bring these warriors to us.   

Her Light was like gentle hug and a soft kiss on the forehead of everyone pledged to us in our 

circle.  “Brave warriors, thank you all for your gifts of story and allegiance.  I am Sookie and I am 

a waitress, a traveler and a Light Bearer.  I pledge to you the same on this night and any other. 

If you have need you may call upon me as well and the Light will guide your way.” 

When the light faded Godric released me and Andrea to lean forward and take the bread from 

the circle.  He broke off a piece for each of us and as one we ate it.  Then we passed the cup of 

water, each taking a drink. 

Once the ritual of Binding was complete I felt very connected to each of them, not as much as I 

did to Sookie, but there was something like a sense of family amongst us. As far as team 

building exercises went this one could be considered a success.  Jane finally broke the warm 

silence with an unexpected request. 

“So, I told you guys what I am and what I do.  Tonight is going to be tough.  Is there anyone here 

who would consider letting me feed?” To my complete and utter surprise they all agreed to 

offer her sustenance.  Perhaps it was a consequence of the Binding that her request seem 

reasonable, almost right.  Their response had been something that she had clearly expected, 

hence the whole psychic gig, maybe, but even so, I could see that was incredibly moved by their 

complete trust and willingness to help her.   

I was surprised even further when Sookie stood and held out her hand. “Just me,” she said 

looking at Jane in a way I had never seen from her before.   
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“Sookie?” I asked rising to stand beside her, not sure about this at all. 

“It’s ok,” she said looking up at me.  “Everyone here will need all their strength for what is 

coming.  I offered myself to all of these brave warriors in their time of need.” 

“I did, too.  Let me do it!” 

“No, darling.  You most of all must conserve your energy.”  It must have been the Binding that 

made me acquiesce, I could think of no other reason to trust Sookie’s care to anyone but 

myself.  Despite my agreement I demanded that I be allowed to supervise. 

“How does it work?” I asked ready to change my mind at the first word I didn’t like. 

“I find the threads of her life force and I drink from them.” 

“Does it hurt?” 

“No,” Jane assured me patiently.  “In fact it is unlikely she would even notice if she didn’t know 

I was doing it.” 

“So then you could have done it without asking?” I pressed taking a step closer to Jane, looming 

over her.  She met my eyes unflinching in the face of my accusation. 

“Yes.  I could have.  But that is not who I am nor what I do.”  God help me, I believed her.  When 

said nothing else she took Sookie’s outstretched hand and pulled her gently into her embrace 

turning her so that Sookie’s back was pressed to the front of her.   

As if there was music playing somewhere that only Jane could hear she started swaying gently, 

moving Sookie with her in a dance of sorts.  Jane closed her eyes and then kissed Sookie’s neck 

gently, her arms tightening around her waist slightly.  Sookie’s head fell back onto Jane’s 

shoulder a gentle sound escaping her lips that traveled right to the center of my desire for her.   

In any other circumstance seeing my beautiful Sookie like this would be erotic to the point of 

insanity.  Here and now, I was more focused on her wellbeing but still, the sight before them 

entangled and swaying together did not leave the man in me untouched. 

“Oh, that is lovely,” Sookie said, turning her head further to the side as Jane swayed slowly with 

her.   Jane purred. 

“You taste like cotton candy,” she sighed into Sookie’s hair.  “So sweet and light.” I could 

discern no physical connection between them, but clearly something was happening.   

“I want to see,” Sookie whispered to Jane.  I was aware that everyone behind me was held as 

captive by this unfolding scene as I was.  Silence swelled in the room making their every sound 

amplified to the point of thunder.  A moment later Sookie gasped, “He does look my Eric,” she 

said, her hand coming up over Jane’s in a comforting gesture.  “They could be brothers.” 
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“Put your lights on,” Jane said quietly, hands coming up to rest beneath Sookie’s breasts. She 

started glowing a moment later, softly, like a night light.  “Holy fuck!” Jane exclaimed pulling 

her tighter to her body.  “Honey, that’s like hot honey sliding down my throat.”  Sookie dimmed 

then and I could sense Jane pulling back from her disengaging whatever connection she had 

used to feed.  A moment later she let her hands fall from Sookie’s waist, but let her continue to 

lean against her body until Sookie was ready to stand on her on. Just before she stood up 

straight Jane kissed her neck softly and whispered, “Thank you.” 

Sookie came into my arms immediately.  I ran my hands over her checking for wounds I couldn’t 

see.  “I feel great,” she said into my chest as she hugged me tightly.  “It was like an all over 

massage.” She purred again, rubbing herself against me.  “You liked it, too, huh?” She teased 

me as she rubbed herself against the physical proof of my undesired desire.   

“It was something to see,” I whispered in her ear.  “We will definitely speak more of it later.”  

She giggled and turned around to face Jane smiling. 

“Better now?” she asked her. 

“Definitely,” Jane said.  It looked like she had just had a gallon of coffee and possibly some 

methamphetamine.   

“So, uh, you’re not still hungry?” Mac asked from behind me sounding hopeful.  Jane laughed.   

“No, I am good to go.” 

“Oh, well, if you need a snack or something lemme know.”   

“You bet,” Jane said winking at him. When I turned with Sookie in my arms I saw a similar look 

of disappointment on everyone’s face, except Jake.  He looked a little bored.  I envied him.  It 

was eleven o’clock. 

 

As one we moved downstairs and looked out the window.  Dozens of the minions were out 

there now.  More than the single width of a street should be able to hold.  They were all still 

standing still in some sort of formation with their fingers pointed to the store.  Their lips were 

still moving in unison.  Now I could hear the buzzing of the words but they were not clear to 

me. 

Mac took up his corner again, placing his headphones back on his ears.  He closed his eyes and 

bobbed to the music.  Barton went to his duffle bags and began organizing his extra weapons.  

In addition to the two nine mils he had strapped to his chest he had two Smith and Wesson 

revolvers in holsters around his waist.  I could also see a small Beretta strapped to his ankle.  I 

felt my eyes grow wide and my liking of him grow when he pulled a submachine gun from the 

last duffle.  Seeing my admiring glance he tipped his head to me and smiled.  “Anniversary gift 

from the wife,” he said smiling.   
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“Lucky guy,” I told him. 

“Yeah, I really am.  More than you could possibly know.”  His face lit up again making me 

wonder if I looked like that when I thought of how lucky I was as well. Right on cue Sookie 

stepped up and put her arms around me. 

“What are you thinking of?” she asked me in a teasing tone. 

“Do you love me enough to buy me a machine gun for our anniversary?” I asked her, still 

looking at the gun.  

“Definitely,” she assured me.  “Possibly two.” I laughed knowing she was kidding and also 

knowing she was not.  Barton wasn’t the only lucky guy in this room. Looking around I saw 

Godric and Andrea whispering in the corner. He was rubbing her shoulders in a comforting 

gesture while she showed him the book that she was still clutching tightly. 

Samara had secured her bow and arrows and was sitting on the floor with Jake thumbing 

through a children’s book.  He was reading to her in a halting voice and answering her 

questions about the story and the pictures in the book.  I said a silent prayer for him and for 

her, for all us. 

Jane was still at the window watching. Her head was tilted to the side as she listened to 

something only she could hear. Wait, I could hear it, too now.  Their volume of the minions 

outside suddenly increased.  Either there were more of them or they were getting louder.  

Going to the window I saw it was both. 

“Come and see.  Come and see,” the chanted in unison. 

“They are opening a portal for the Shadow Demon,” Jane said calmly, but loud enough for 

everyone to hear.  When they moved closer Mac took off his headphones and joined us. 

“How can you tell?” 

“I see the threads of possibility, there is only one thread to their chanting.” 

“Yeah,” Mac chimed in beside her.  “The tones of their voices are doing something to the air 

around them. It’s almost musical in some dark twisted way.” Jane looked at him with interest 

but didn’t say anything. 

“There are so many now,” Sookie said, pressing close to me.  “Why is this so different than last 

time? They were just shadows the last time we faced them.” 

“This battle was always going to happen,” Godric spoke.  “It was forecast almost from the 

beginning that the Shadow Demon would seek the brightest Light.  The first time he thought he 

could take you before you became so strong and win the day.  He had not banked on you 

defeating him.  You were just a child, you both were. He thought his victory was assured.  Now, 
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when he is at full strength he can bend the minds of the weak and embody his Shadow 

creatures in flesh. 

“His plan was much like my own, full of arrogance and self-assurance.  As I lost, so did he the 

day he faced you both.” 

“Why can’t we just go out and kill them now before he arrives, then we can just focus on him?” 

Samara asked her tone indicating she was more than ready to fight.  To our surprise it was Jake 

who answered. 

“No.  We have to wait for the magic.” We all turned and looked at him.  He looked at us like 

only a seven year old could, like we are all just a little dumb to not understand he rules of the 

game.  “You know, the magic,” he said again, as if that would help us understand.  

Unfortunately it was like talking louder to people who are deaf.  I knelt down to him. 

“What do you mean, buddy?” I asked him, hoping for different more informative words. He 

sighed in an exasperated exaggerated way. 

“The rules!” he said, “The rules say we have to wait.”  Still as confused as ever I was about to try 

again when Godric screamed behind me. 

“OH! I know! I know what he means!” A second later he was pushing through and running to 

shelves of his bookstore.  We all hurried to follow him, scared and excited as he screamed, “Of 

course! Of course!” over and over.  A few moments later he came out with a giant book, so 

large it was a strain for him to carry it. 

I recognized it as the book he had given me to read earlier.  It was full of lore regarding the 

Guardians.  Frantically, he flipped through the ancient pages so fast I felt as though he might 

tear them out in his need to find the information he was seeking.  When he stopped he 

skimmed the page his lips moving frantically as he sought the passage.  “Here! Here it is!  A 

battlefield of Light and Dark is separate from the worlds.  Shrouded in mists and in magics that 

work fully for both sides once the battle is engaged.  As the magic works for one so it does for 

the other that a true victor might emerge.” 

“So that’s why the street is closed off,” Sookie said. 

“And getting bigger,” Jane added looking back toward the window.  Sure enough the other side 

of the street was now gone, also clouded in mist.  There were minions now as far as our eyes 

could see. 

“If we wait to engage then not only is the Demon at full power, but so are we.”  That made me 

feel better and worse because part of me had been wondering what a teenage girl and a 

skateboarder were going to do in this fight.  It was something that had been on my mind since 

we completed the Binding.  For that matter what was a seven year old going to do, but Jake had 

already proven his worth because somehow he had known about the importance of when to 

engage. 
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I felt again the same shame I had when I thought that bonding with Sookie in blood was a cheat 

to make her a Northman.  Just like she had done that day, Jake had shown me that there was 

more to what was happening here than what I could see and reason. Looking around at them 

again I was struck with the notion that everyone had their own unique magic.  I placed my hand 

on top of Jake’s small head.  When he looked up at me I apologized.  “Sorry, Jake.  I get it now.  

Thanks, buddy.” 

“No problem,” he smiled a gap tooth grin back at me.  I glanced at the clock again and was 

shocked to see it as eleven thirty-five.  Was time speeding up?  Fuck, were we ready for this?  

Looking at them all again I felt the answer swell up in my chest, rising like a thousand tiny 

bubbles.  Fuck yeah, we were ready.  I let the laughter out and soon they all joined in with me, 

the sounds of our joy drowning out the chanting from outside completely. 

I had often though that battle was like standing in the sand and waiting for the waves to come 

in.  You could see it, you could hear it, you could know it, but there was nothing in the world 

like feeling it when it rolled up on you cold wet and pulling you into it. 

We had just picked up our weapons a moment before.  It had just been eleven thirty-five a 

moment ago.  I had just kissed Sookie a moment ago, but somehow something slithered itself 

into those moments, cracking them open and inserting itself into them as though it had a right 

to be there. Somehow midnight had crept up when we glanced away, the clocks entering 

service of a darker master and answering the knock of the magic that insisted it be let in. 

The waves took us. 

First, the bookstore around us was jerked away, wrapped in some large monstrous claw that 

picked it up like a child’s play building.  The sound was deafening as the wood and stone 

splintered.  The screams of our compatriots were buried in the destruction and the chanting 

that was now growing closer.   

At the same time I reached under my shirt and pulled Gud Mördare from the harness I had 

ordered special made for the blade, and I reached for Sookie’s hand which I found reaching 

back for mine.  Moments later we were overrun by the possessed minions that had gathered 

outside to wait for their Master.  Sookie lit up and I started slashing my way through them.   

They disappeared into mist and smoke at the touch of my blade and when the fell within the 

pool of Sookie’s golden light, but there were so many of them I felt overwhelmed just in the 

sheer numbers.  The brief glimpses I caught of the pale faces and sharp teeth with dark holes 

where once their eyes had been chilled me.  I knew instinctively that the Master had taken their 

eyes when they looked upon him and swore their allegiance to his cause.  All that he might be 

the last sight they ever see.  A tribute to his vanity that sickened and saddened me.  
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These fallen had been mothers and fathers, sisters and brothers to others before they had 

fallen into the dark and lost their way.  My anger rose at the thought of them being taken 

advantage of in such a weakened state, while at the same time I swore that I would never allow 

that to happen to me or Sookie.  The true death was better than servitude to one such as the 

Shadow Demon. 

Then a scream pierced my heart through the mist.  “Andrea!” Sookie shouted moving in the 

direction of the scream taking me with her.  None could touch Sookie from the front as her light 

grew even brighter as she pushed toward Andrea. None of could touch her from the back as I 

moved Gud Mördare with a deadly speed that I could barely follow with my eyes in the dark 

mist.  I was operating on pure lethal instinct. My forefather’s blade was glowing as it had the 

first time I had used it. Its power vibrating through me touching all the marks I had laid on 

myself for this day. 

As Sookie pulled me on I recited an incantation I had learned from the Hopi shaman who had 

given me the thunderbird.  As I finished my leg felt as though it had caught on fire that burned 

me to the bone for a moment.  I screamed, Sookie slowed and turned back to me just as my 

pants leg burst open and my tattoo took flight around us, growing in size with every beat of its 

wings.  By the time its cry broke through the sounds of battle its wing span was at least thirty 

feet.  Circling above us it came back in a strafing run breathing lightning onto the minions 

coming toward us, evaporating them to dust before rising again into the misty night sky seeking 

more prey.  I turned back to Sookie in time to see Andrea over shoulder.   

She let out another scream, this time of fury and opened the book she had refused to let go of 

all night. I watched in a moment of utter amazement as a light much like Sookie’s sprang forth 

from the opened pages and evaporated two minions nearest her.  “Take that!” she screamed as 

she turned to face her next attackers.  Godric was on the ground at her feet not moving. 

At that moment an arrow wisped by our heads and I heard another fall behind us.  Samara ran 

by, nocking another arrow, her eyes on fire with glee as she disappeared into the mist.  In the 

distance I heard machine gun fire and knew that Barton was still standing.  Jane ran past us out 

of the mist almost too fast to see. “Move Northman, incoming on the left,” she shouted as she 

ran past calling for Mac. 

I turned in time to see three coming up from the left I took them down  and turned back to see 

Jane come riding past on the skateboard with  Mac was holding her by the waist looking 

ecstatic as she threw silver daggers at the minions in their path evaporating them.  “You need 

to do you thing now, Mac, ok?” She called back him, still throwing with lightning speed and 

deadly accuracy. 

“You got it,” he called back.  I wondered what his thing would be.  Then I turned to look for my 

Thunderbird.  It was so far away I could only see the brightness of it’s lightening through the 

dark swirling mist.  Go get ‘em, boy, I thought, sending more energy into the manifestation of 

my will.  I felt the power surge through me again, limitless and golden and I knew that Sookie 
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was charging me up as she had in Godric’s bedroom. Turning to her I pulled her to me in a 

reckless but necessary kiss to show her my appreciation.  When I pulled back she laughed, her 

eyes full of fire and love. 

“Incoming on the right Northman,” Jane came by again, running this time.  As I turned to face 

them I realized this is what she was doing for everyone.  She was using the energy that Sookie 

had given her to be everywhere and see everything to change our fates.  If she would have 

slowed down long enough I would have kissed her, too.  Her laughter came back to me in the 

mist. 

“Later, Northman.”  I slashed to the right as she shouted back from further away, “Maybe both 

of you, if you are game.”  She needed to stop distracting me!  Those images were- before I 

could finish my thought waves of rolling pain burned up my leg.  My Thunderbird’s screams 

filled the night as did mine.  I turned toward it in time to see it plucked from the air and crushed 

by a much larger version of the same dark gnarly hand I had first seen in Sookie’s bedroom. I 

fell to the ground still screaming as I looked into its giant red eyes, watching it come closer to 

us. 

 

Sookie knelt beside me extending her glow to protect us both while I was down.  It was 

flickering slightly now.  She was weakening.  As the Shadow Demon came closer I pushed back 

my pain and tried to rise.  As I gained my feet the night was filled with a new sound.  This one 

stole my breath with its beauty. 

“Go, Mac, go!” Jane yelled from somewhere in the mist as Mac’s voice filled the night.   

Now I've heard there was a secret chord 

That David played, and it pleased the Lord 

But you don't really care for music, do you? 

It goes like this 

The fourth, the fifth 

The minor fall, the major lift 

The baffled king composing Hallelujah 

Hallelujah 

Hallelujah 

Hallelujah 

Hallelujah 
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The sound of his voice filled the night, resonating causing the minions around us to drop to the 

ground covering their ears rolling in pain.  I looked back toward the Shadow Demon and saw 

that even he was struggling under the weight of Mac’s magic.  As he sang on the air around the 

creature seemed to thicken and slow his movements toward us. It was then I felt the ground 

tremble beneath us.   

Sookie gasped at my side where she was holding me up.  I followed her gaze up and up in time 

to see a life size T-Rex run by with a small glowing boy on his back in a Spiderman-T, his brown 

hair swept back in the breeze as Boppy ran toward the Shadow Demon stomping minions in his 

path.  Boppy did not slow down when he slammed into the Demon, opening his giant mouth of 

razor teeth to take a bite.  I was terrified for the boy and delighted when I heard the Shadow 

scream in pain as he made me do just moments before.   

Mac’s singing continued causing the minions around us to evaporate as his angelic voice 

pierced them as well as Sookie’s Light or the blade of Gud Mördare. Boppy had the Shadow 

Demon pinned down tearing at it with his claws and teeth.  Sookie and I started to move 

toward them, I could sense those of our circle around us moving toward them as well even 

through the mist. 

There's a blaze of light 

In every word 

It doesn't matter which you heard 

The holy or the broken Hallelujah 

Mac’s voice was moving as well to converge on the fallen Demon.  We were nearly there when I 

heard Jane call out, “Mac, behind you!” His voice stopped suddenly cut off like a light switch.  

The Shadow Demon no longer held by the soothing sounds of his voice rolled to his feet 

dislodging Boppy flinging him away like a rag doll. Jake screamed once and then fell silent as 

well.   

From nowhere Barton appeared in front of us out of mist a nine mil in both hands screaming as 

he fired continuously hitting one of the Shadow Demon’s eyes snuffing out the glowing red  

light like blowing out a candle.  While Barton attacked I closed my eyes and summoned another 

protection spell. This one I had picked up in India from a fakir who taught me to channel my 

energy into different forms.  I handed Gud Mördare to Sookie, closed my eyes and summoned a 

spear of blue light.  Just as Barton ran out of bullets and was reaching for the guns on his hips I 

hurled the spear with all my might aiming for the wounds the T-Rex had left on the creature. 

It was a square hit, causing the Demon to writhe in pain. Unfortunately, I went down, too 

screaming along with the creature.  The Demon had hacked my magic when he took out the 

Thunderbird, tying us together.  Whatever my magic did to him it also did to me.  I could feel 

Sookie frantic at my side as I rolled and screamed in unison with the Demon.  Part of my mind 
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separated, a trick that I had learned in the Middle East.  I was still screaming but I was also 

thinking.  My magic was done. I had nothing left but the blade to take the Demon down unless I 

was willing to take myself down as well. 

Barton was nearly out of bullets and we were nearly out of time.  I took a breath to begin when 

Jane slid in beside us like this was a fucking baseball game and she was coming home.  “Don’t 

you fucking dare, Eric!” she said jerking me out of Sookie’s lap and into her face.  “It won’t go 

the way you think it will.” 

Behind her Andrea stepped up beside Barton and opened her book. When the light from inside 

its pages hit the skin of the Demon he screamed again writhing back from it, but she and Barton 

pressed forward, him pulling his ankle piece now to continue firing. 

“What?  What is he going to do?” Sookie demanded, her light fading even more now as 

exhaustion pressed deeper into her. 

“Something else!” Jane screamed at me through locked teeth, her eyes dancing like a lightning 

storm.  I jerked from her hands and rose to my feet swaying slightly. Taking the blade from 

Sookie I gave her one last look that I hoped was filled with the love I felt for her.  Then turning I 

ran toward the Shadow Demon.   

“Eric!” Sookie screamed following behind me.  I ran faster.  I had to finish this before it was too 

late.  Just before I reached them the hail of gunfire ended and I saw the Demon sweep out with 

one of its gnarly limbs to swipe Andrea and Barton away.  They flew through the mist out of my 

sight as I leaped screaming toward the Demon, Gud Mördare held above me head with both 

hands to land a killing blow as I had done before. 

When I landed on the demon I brought the blade down as hard as I could aiming for its other 

eye.  The blade sunk in just below that all the way up to the hilt. The monster bucked beneath 

me but I held on the blade with both hands refusing to let go.  

I managed to pull it free but before I could strike again it flung me the ground and rose above 

me to land its own killing blow.  Then Sookie was over me, her Light on bright again as she 

reached up to touch the limb reaching for me.  She burned it, badly causing it to fall again to 

the ground.  Still unwilling to let her go another tendril came toward her wrapping around her 

ankle pulling her away from me. 

She clutched at me desperately, and I held on with everything I had left feeling desperately for 

the blade that had fallen somewhere near me when I landed.  “No!” I cried out when I saw her 

Light gutter out completely, allowing another tendril to wrap around her middle and increase 

the pull.  

“Eric.” She said my name like a loving caress before her hand started to slip from mine with so 

much love and passion in her eyes that I couldn’t stand it.  Just before I lost her completely her 

eyes widened and she said my name again, “Eric?” Seeing the question in her eyes I opened my 
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mouth to speak when her middle lit up like a super nova with the brightest blue light I had ever 

seen.  The limbs around her were burned to ash before they could pull away.  Then from out of 

the mist came Godric. 

He was bleeding from a head wound and moving unevenly, but it was with the purest grace 

that he bent to scoop up Gud Mördare from the ground without slowing his pace.  He lunged 

onto the Shadow Demon screaming in a way that I had no doubt would have made our Nordic 

ancestors proud as be brought he blade down into the head of the Demon, cutting and sawing 

before extracting it and then plunging it again into the creature until finally it withered and died 

beneath him. 

He rolled off of it and onto the ground still clutching the ancient blade to his chest.  He had 

been right in his certainty that he would be the one the end the Shadow Demon once and for 

all.  I looked back at Sookie who was kneeling beside me her middle still glowing a faint blue. I 

scooted closer to her pressing my hand over hers against her stomach. 

“Is that what I think it is?” My hand was trembling from more than just exhaustion. 

“I think so,” she told me with a smile that made her look for fragile than ever as it underscored 

the dark circles under her eyes.   

“It saved us,” I said.  “Baby Northman saved us,” I said pulling her into my arms not knowing 

whether to laugh or cry as I cradled them to me. 

“Baby Stackhouse,” she said sassing me still, causing me to choose laughter over tears. 

When the mist parted we were sitting in the street outside a second hand bookstore on a street 

in Chicago.  Our friends were around us, some standing, some not, some alive and sadly some 

not, but the battle was over, the day had come again. 

Mac and Samara had both died in the battle.  Godric promised to make sure that Mac’s family 

was notified and that he would give them both a funeral worthy of two such great warriors.  

We said good-bye to Barton, Andrea, Jake and Jane.  Sookie cried, so I handed her my 

handkerchief as we exchanged email addresses and promised to keep in touch.   

I asked Sookie to come home to Rhode Island with me.  To my everlasting joy she agreed 

without any argument at all.  She really had meant that all the ever she had to give was mine.   

Godric and I made plans to talk soon.  I wanted to meet the other Guardians and see this Book 

he has told us about that had all the history of our kind from the beginning.  He had returned 

Gud Mördare to me after the battle.  I reminded him that we were now bound and he was to 

call me should he ever have need of the blade again. He in turn gave me nightmares for a week 

by clapping me on the back and telling me that there are always more demons to fight. 
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Sookie and I took the long way home on her bike.  I enjoyed days of riding through the country 

side with her pressed against me, the motorcycle roaring beneath us, her arms clasping my 

middle tightly, our child nestled between our bodies. 

I was going to be a dad.  I pretended for several days to not know how that could possibly have 

happened.  Sookie gladly explained and demonstrated it to me patiently over and over in each 

hotel room we stopped in for the night.  “Like this?” I would ask her as I moved deep inside her 

loving the feel of her around me.  “Yes. Yes!” she would tell me, her head falling back as I took 

her voice away from her with the movement of my body inside her.   

Once we were done I would forget again.  She would sigh and take me again with her body and 

heart determined to make the best of my failing to remember just how we made a baby 

together.  

 She couldn’t see it but I smiled all day as we rode through the country remembering her 

lessons from the night before as I planned new ways to have her teach me more when we 

stopped for the night. I would hold her close tonight and tell her that with her patience and 

generous teachings that I was sure I would remember how we made a baby when we had a 

dozen or so.  Then I would sing her name in that way that always made her smile and tell me to 

stop teasing her.  Then I would hold her close to me while she slept as I guarded her and our 

unborn child.                

 

~The End~ 


