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Eodearas found the phone book and surmising it was a repository of information, began to peruse it. That so many would allow their names to be written in a book in the keeping of his slave body made him think better of the fellow. Without magic in common use, such a guide was indispensable to be able to find those one wished to use.  It took him a minute to figure out why some pages were white and some yellow. 

Swiftly, he looked up book houses and libraries for here he would find the tomes he sought, those that would tell him of magic in this world. He could feel the tingle of the power at the periphery of his consciousness, but the body he wore knew nothing of it or its manipulation. That thought produced a twinge again. Eodearas lay upon the couch, still in his body’s pajama bottoms, and concentrated. This slave knew something and was hiding it. Without the spirit that had been there to interfere, he sought out the stored memories that kept twitching when he thought on magic long enough.

With a wrenching feeling, he pulled forth the memories buried so deep the slave had forgotten them or believed he had. A small child watched in horror as his mother was slain. The knife in her assailant’s hand hesitated in mid-strike, as did the vituperation the man was pouring on the woman. He felt the tremor in the child as he tried to stop the death strike, not with his hands, but with his power.  But he was young, no more than three or four and held no command of the ability. He failed to protect where he felt he should have. Hidden well by his mother, only able to peep through a small hole, he was not found by those who forced their way into their home.

Silent through the night, he wept openly only when his father returned to find his wife dead. The man hailed the child out of his hiding place and landed a ringing slap against the boy’s face, demanding to know what had happened and silencing the child’s apologies for not helping. The man was strong. Eodearas wondered how the slave could have become so enmeshed with helping those weaker when his father so obviously had the right ideas.

He snorted and released the memory. There must have been a woman to weaken him so. Well, no matter. The Other was now where the council would deal with him as Eodearas, destroying him and themselves in the process; while he, Eodearas, had a world to conquer.

The peal of the phone ringing broke into his thoughts. He knocked the thing away and was surprised to hear a voice from the receiver as it lay on the floor. Picking it up, he listened. 

“Ed? Ed, it’s Alec. Ed?”

“Yes?” His magic might still be bound from him, but this was Alaric’s voice and Alaric had been his to bend for so very long. 

“Are you all right?” The tinny but familiar voice asked; worry so close to the surface.

“Of course, Alec. I am … tired, but otherwise well. Is there a problem?” Best not to sound too eager. 

“No,” the answer came too swiftly. “No. Just … uhm … checking in. I was worried.” He tried to make it bluff and hearty, but the underlying concern was all too evident to Eodearas’ ears. 

“I think I was right about just being tired. Give it a couple of days and I’ll be back, unless you need me before that, of course. You know where to find me.” Just the right touch of selflessness, Eodearas thought. Apparently Alec thought so as well as he rang off with a quick good bye.  “Good bye,” Eodearas echoed and replaced the receiver as he picked up the rest of the unit and set it back on the small table .

So, that was a communications device, was it? He picked up the phone book and browsed it again. A listing in the yellow pages caught his eye: ley line locater. What was a ley line? Why did the words draw him to them? There was a bank of numbers adjacent to the part of the device one spoke into and there were numbers next to or under the listings in the book. Curious, he pushed the numbers corresponding to the ones for the ley line locater.

Half an hour later, Eodearas was not only aware of hunger, but of a great deal about how the people regarded “magic” here. He dressed swiftly in one of the more elegant suits in the wardrobe, collected the keys and wallet that seemed so important and went out to regard the vehicle in the driveway with some ire. The door that should simply have opened at his presence didn’t. That meant he was going to have to prod the fool’s memories again. These, however, were not stored away, but close to the surface, more physical than mental. The key opened the door … Eodearas dodged the gull-wing door as it popped up. He refrained from shouting at the inanimate object, although he did scowl at it as he took the seat behind the wheel.

Why was there a wheel inside the vehicle? Oh, yes. Steering mechanism.  He closed the door firmly, inserted the key and turned it. The noise of the engine was quite satisfying, but it didn’t move.  Why? The gearing took a minute to recall, but as he relaxed, the body seemed to move smoothly of its own accord, the ingrained habits of driving surfacing and moving the vehicle onto and down the street with little issue. This constant checking of mirrors annoyed him, but it seemed natural to the state of “driving” so he put up with it. He even neatly negotiated finding the food place the slave had gone to the day before where he ordered as the slave had and received the food he desired. Eodearas might not have been as satisfied with himself had he realized the bill he used to pay for the food was far larger than necessary. 

The smell of cooked meat from the bag beguiled him until he found a place to park and eat. Finished, he tossed the debris on the floor of the passenger side of the car before taking off again. He had found a memory of a secluded wood, exactly the sort of place he needed for what he wanted to do now.

Eodearas was unaware of the vehicle following him, as he was unaware of the thoughts of the two agents watching Ed Straker. Grace had been with SHADO longer than her partner. She had watched the man who ran the organization for several years now and had a very bad feeling about what she was seeing. Ed Straker at McDonalds? That just hit all the wrong chords at once. And his driving; she’d seen him tool around in that elegant vehicle with far too much horsepower under the hood like it was a part of him.

“There is something wrong,” she muttered for the fifteenth time in the last few hours.

Dwayne scowled at her. “What? You keep saying that, but we already know the boss thinks there’s something off.”

Grace took her eyes off the road long enough to glare at her partner. “McDonalds?” 

Dwayne shrugged his bulky shoulders. “Maybe he didn’t want to cook. I eat there when I don’t want to cook.”

“You’re a peasant,” she told him with a laugh. “I wouldn’t think Straker knew what a McDonald’s is. Unless the studio made a commercial about it. Where the hell is he going?” She slowed and took them off the main artery onto a side road. There was less traffic on the street, more likelihood that Straker would spot them. Just what she needed, a reaming out by the Commander and them by Jackson.  

Not normally nervous, Grace was not happy when Straker headed down a country road an hour later. They were well outside the city and not on her turf at all. “Dwayne, do you think he’s spotted us?”

The engine died, leaving the car stranded in the middle of the dirt lane.

Ahead of them, Eodearas parked his own vehicle and got out with a wolfish grin splitting his face. So, two little mice in a trap he’d not yet set. He reached out for the line of power he could feel surging beneath his feet. Yes, there it was. He summoned it to him and felt the barriers go down. Eyes blazing like beacons in the dark, he strolled back to the other car where two foolish humans would teach him what he needed to know about this world’s magic.

Grace, smashing out the window on her side of the car so she could get out, took one look at Straker’s face and screamed. As she felt the flow of something like static electricity around her, holding her captive and yanking her out the window, she knew the man she would have followed anywhere was not the one facing her. How had she even thought this was Commander Straker? It was so clear that the man wielding whatever power this was that bound her was not.

She struggled against the bonds she could feel but not see. He turned her so she could watch as he slowly took Dwayne apart, limb by limb and joint by joint until finally he ripped off the head, blood spurting everywhere, and left the torso lying on the bonnet of the car. Grace emptied her stomach somewhere during the proceedings, knowing that her fate would be so much worse.

>>>>

On the other side of the Barrier, Ed Straker screamed and curled into a ball at the torrent of pain that flowed through him. As the wall in his body’s mind had gone down letting the power flood through Eodearas, so the power that had been stripped from Eodearas seared him as it returned to the body it had left. Alaric and his ladies stared for a moment at the reaction, seeing the pale blue light around Ed Straker, yet not realizing what they were seeing.

“Magic!” Shea yelled over the rising tide of wind and loose power.

Alaric grabbed an ancient cloak from the wall and threw it over Ed. The wind faded as did the glow. Alaric looked ashen as he stared at the now unconscious Other. “There is no magic,” he barely mouthed, stunned. What would happen to them all now?

