Sorcerer 1/?

Eodearas stood on the pinnacle of his citadel and screamed his defiance of the council. He summoned fire and great balls of plasma to destroy those gathered below him. Metal armor melted under his onslaught sending his enemies to screaming death as they burned, superheated air searing their lungs shut in a fraction of a second. Eodearas laughed, his long silver white hair fanning out on the forces he held to him. A storm gathered above him and he pulled that energy into his destruction as well. 

“Husband.” Merry called to him, her voice soft and seductive. 

“What?” he demanded his voice booming and harsh above the crackle of doom. 

“I bring a gift, oh mightiest of Magekind.”

A gift? Did she think to bed him with the cleft of her body? Foolish woman. “What gift? Your daughter?” Bitch. The girl was already his, swelling with the get of his dread lord. 

She tossed something at him. As he batted it away, his blue eyes blazed with anger. Jonara's head bounced across the stone to land staring sightlessly into the sky. Jonara, slain by her own mother. Merry then threw the bloodied blade at him. Only blood of his blood could break his shields. Power sluiced away from him as he tried to dodge the sword. His foot slipped in Jon's blood and he fell, plummeting to the earth like a fallen star.

In the darkness, as they stripped him screaming of all magic, he found the one thing he had not imagined. Glowing faintly in the black of his prison, a lifeline. Blood of his blood, he grabbed onto the line and followed it to … the Barrier Between Worlds.

He stared at the Barrier, the Opaque Wall that defined the boundaries of his world. The line in his hand passed through it.

>>>>>

Ed Straker, Commander in Chief of SHADO, awoke from clouded dreams shivering as with fever. The moon shining in the windows was full, lighting the sky and throwing shadows. Fear gripped his heart as it had never done before, or, perhaps, only once before, when he was too late to save his son.

If there was one thing he wished he could undo in his life … He sank back into sleep, restless and afraid.

>>>>>>>

Merry Strakerius, daughter of the Nightingale and soon to be consort of Gael of Rutland Mohr, stared at the body of her first consort. Freed of his gaeus, she marveled at how innocent he looked, his nearly white mane floating around him, his body relaxed. Nothing of his insanity showed now, stripped of power and life. 

Wait. His chest rose and fell in shallow respiration. With a scream, Merry drew dagger and launched herself at this cause of all the horrors in her life. She rebounded from an invisible wall and fell to the stone floor sobbing and screaming.

“Why is he alive??!” She gained her feet, summoning lurid red flames to her hands. “Why?” she screamed again.

Alaric Freedman stepped forward. If anyone deserved to die at Merry's hands it was he. Bewitched by Eodearas, he had brought the woman to his friend and stood by as she was abused. He then brought Jonara, Merry’s daughter, to her own father to be given to the dark god Eodearas worshipped. Jonara was barely twelve. Yet he could not stop any more than he could walk away from the horror his friend had become. 

“We cannot finish him. Look.” He made the symbol of revealing with his hand. A thin golden thread looped around Eodearas' left wrist, the end plunging into his wrist, the line running across the hall, out the window and on until it vanished in the hazy distance. 

“So? He has tied himself to someone. They are better off dead.” Her pale eyes flared with power as she released the flame and scooped up the dagger again. 

A shy, dark haired young man eased forward then. She recognized him as the one known only as the Fordkeeper. “It passes through the Barrier.” His gentle voice seemed to suck all the air from the hall. No one knew exactly what lay beyond the Barrier, only that magic lay in these lands and not those beyond. To kill Eodearas was to kill whoever he linked to on the other side. To kill an Other was to die a horrible death here.

Robbed of her rightful prey, Merry's blade slashed Alaric's face to the bone, narrowly missing his right eye. He stood, stone still, letting her anger and hate wash over him. Gods knew he deserved it. But most of the rest here were victims, just as Merry was. Let him die for his sins, not them.

“Bind his wound,” Merry ordered, her voice shaking. She wiped off her blade and sheathed it. In her heart, she knew Alaric was as much a toy as any of them. He'd only figured it out much later than the rest. 

“Find a way to break that binding,” she got out before collapsed weeping into Gael's arms. As sinister looking as Eodearas was fair to look upon, the glow in his eyes bespoke tenderness and caring for his betrothed as he swept her into his arms and vanished. 

