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Ed awoke to warmth, gentle breathing and a pair of arms holding him between two deliciously naked female bodies. He luxuriated in the feeling of safety until he opened his eyes to find Shea and Heron regarding him languorously. His first instinct was to get up which, given his position between them, would be rude. 

Shea smiled at him, dark eyes filling with smoldering heat. Heron grinned. “You desire something, my Lord Sorcerer?” she inquired.

“Ladies,” he began hoarsely. He tried again as his bladder suddenly insisted that vertical or not it needed tending. “Chamber pot? Outhouse?” he verbally shorthanded his question. 

Heron suppressed a chuckle as she rolled away and off the bed to indicate the necessary facility. Well, well; indoor plumbing. Ed took his time running over the events that led him to this moment. Comfort restored, he investigated the raised marble tub. He thought it was marble, anyway, but could not figure out the water access.

“You desire to bathe?”

Shea's voice startled him. He turned to see the two women lazing in the doorway. It now occurred to him that they were not the only ones naked. “Yes. If it's not too much trouble ...”

They exchanged a look he found unreadable before Shea went to the tub and started it filling with a gesture. Right. Magic. While Heron brought towels and a robe for him, Shea added scent to the water, placing soap and washcloths on the broad edge of the tub.

“I think I can handle it from here, ladies.” Did he sense disappointment from them as they turned and left him alone. Ed decided the answer was unimportant as he settled into the spicy scented water. The heat soaked into him, soothing away tension and letting him relax again. Ed lay back and let the water work on him.

After twenty minutes of soaking, Ed washed and rinsed off. He could feel the subtle tension that was magic dancing on the nerves of his hands and arms. Magic. He had magic. A veil fell from his mind. The disbelief imposed by his father was for his own protection. He remembered clearly his mother's murder and his father's stern insistence that there was no magic. Now he could feel the fear behind his father's words. Then Ed had not understood. Later he had assumed that his father was merely military to the bone and untouched by the emotions that his son felt. 

Now he could see what his father had done for him. For all these years he had believed that magic was was false and trickery. Now a man well trained and experienced in the use of this power was loose in his world. Eodearas was hated by the people here; used his power to harm. What was he doing on the other side? Was the evil sorcerer trapped in a body that refused magic? His body? Or did his mastery go with him? Was Eodearas terrorizing a world?

While Ed was getting dressed and eating, Eodearas was frothing with rage. He could feel the fields of magic all around him, yet he was restrained from its use. Yes, he could control and use the slave he'd taken, but when he sought to extend his control to other slaves, he could not.

“You.” He summoned Grace to him, stripping her with a gesture and forcing her to straddle him as he lay on the bed. He entered her, impaling her tight canal and held her there, toying with her before asking for an explanation of his restricted power.

“I don't know,” she answered him, crying out as he cruelly handled her breasts, leaving bright red welts on her flesh. 

“Tell me about magic!” he snarled. 

She seemed bewildered by his command. “There is no magic,” she managed to answer before screaming as he slammed magical feelers into her mind to verify her belief.

Blood trickled from Grace's eyes, ears, nose and mouth before he was done. He licked the trails from her face, taking her mouth with his, drawing more blood with his bites as he raped her again. Eodearas left his slave curled up and shuddering on the floor. A gesture healed her damage as he stepped into the bathroom. If he noticed the roaring hate leaping through her, it was only to be expected from a powerless slave.

Grace lay on the floor next to the bed and fantasized every death she could think of for the man who wore her Commander's body. She hated Eodearas more than she had ever hated anyone. The death of her partner coupled with his abuse and torment of her was building an insane, nearly ungovernable need to destroy the sorcerer. Grace knew it would cost her life. She almost laughed at that thought. Death would find her a willing partner if only Eodearas went with her.

<<<<<<<<<<<<<

“How do I get back?”

The question startled Ed's audience. Shea and Heron shrugged their shoulders and looked to Merry, Alaric and Gale for an answer. 

“You can't,” Alaric told him.

Ed's eyebrows rose curiously. “Why not?”

“The barrier. It separates the worlds,” Gale reminded him grumpily. 

“You said the Nightingale might be able to breach it? Eodearas is loose over there, with magic available to him, in a world that doesn't believe ... Lambs to the slaughter.” Did they even care that his people, SHADO, the world he left and understood was in danger of being destroyed by the madman they'd vanquished here?

Merry looked thoughtful. “My father could probably breach the Barrier, though we know not what that would do to the worlds it holds apart. But I do not know where he has hidden himself. I have no contact with him since before the council acted to take down my husband.” She thought she understood some of what he worried about. In a world with no defenses, Eodearas could make himself the god he had missed on this side. 

“Then I'll just have to find him.”

