4 –

Days had passed since Eodearas was defeated and stripped of the power of Magekind. Merry and Gael had sent Jonara’s body on its final voyage. Their union was set for a month from now, allowing time for Merry to mourn her child, her marriage and whatever was worth mourning of her late husband. It also allowed for the bonds with Eodearas to be broken.  While the physical bonds died when his power was stripped from him and bound away in the endless wastes, the legal ones still needed to be seen to. As his widow, she would be unable to marry again; her relationship with Gael would never be allowed and any children born of their relationship would be sacrificed immediately in the ancient ways. Bloodlines could not be broken save by a legal dissolution of the ties made. 

Merry stopped and stared at what remained of the most beautiful man the world had seen in long ages. Beauty and evil so often went hand in hand now. Jonara, their beautiful daughter, conceived in … in pain, delivered only to give him one more weapon, one more … death. Gods, how could she have been so blind? She knelt and wept for her shattered maidenhood, her daughter’s lost life, for all the evil wrought upon the world by this madman. So much power, so much …

Her attention was caught by a flicker near the body. Reveal. Yes, the line was disappearing. Merry smiled in gratitude. They could kill him! Finally, he would … knife in hand she hesitated as she felt life force pour into the body. No! Noooooo! She didn’t realize she had screamed out loud until Alaric and Gael came running to find her lying on the floor, sobbing, knife flung away and her left hand touching the warding symbol of Nordathmal. The symbol hung glowing between Merry and Eodearas. 

“ No,” she begged weakly of the universe at large. This could not be. Not even her husband could do this to her, to them, to all of them. She raised watery eyes to Gael and then Alaric. “He’s taken a slave,” she whispered, the dark misery of her soul stealing her voice. “He’s taken one of Them and sent It here.”

The two men stared at the symbol glowing gently in the air. Nordathmal, Guardian of the Barrier Between Worlds, guarded this body now. What would become of them when It awoke and found Itself here? They had no magic. They went mad when They came here and those on this side were forbidden to kill Them. Frag it.

Alaric looked to Gael and Merry. “I’ll deal with it. We keep It asleep. You get the legal done.” He hesitated over his next words, but what did he not deserve for his part in Eodearas’ plots? “I’ll kill It when you are truly mated.”

Merry’s mouth dropped open in shock. She pulled herself up, using Gael to support her and reached out to Alaric. “No,” she denied his words. “No.” Her voice shook, but she knew that as the Nightingale’s daughter, she could not allow him to make this sacrifice. “You cannot. You would not leave your women unprotected, or your son. We do not know that the doom would not fall on them also. So long has it been since one of Them met death at our hands, we do not know truly what will happen.” Her voice grew stronger as she thought things out. 

Gael held her tight but nodded his agreement. “You have no true mate,” he added in his gruff manner. “We may not have forgiven, but we cannot lose you. Shea and Heron will follow you, you know this. Until your truemate looses their binding, they live and die with you.”

Shea and Heron. True to his House, his companions were life bound to him until he found “her”. He snorted at that. The probability was that Eodearas had found “her” and eliminated the woman to keep Alaric at his side. Alaric’s people mated for life, when one died so did the other. They were a peaceful people; know for large families and long lives. How much of that had Eodearas changed? But, Gael and Merry were right. He owed the two women life, not death.

“We will leave It sleeping until we have made the arrangements we need to make. We will fast in a month. Then, we will allow It to waken and see what happens. Keep It safe until then. Make It a place that will be comfortable and allow It to … do whatever it will do.” Merry looked into Gael’s eyes to see if she was right. He smiled at her and she allowed him to fold her completely into his arms before he scooped her up and strode off with her.

Alaric looked at the body floating there. Was he still so attached he thought he saw serenity there? No. He fooled himself. He wanted Eodearas to be healed, to be whole as … as … as he never was. He turned away with a sigh. There was no serenity in the world now. It would come. But it was not here now. 

