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Malachai Owen Straker; hearing his father's name from the Lake Jen was strange enough, being hailed as Holder of the Ways and Defender of Worlds was … well... shaking. He idly wondered if his sanity was simply AWOL and this was all in his head. The Lake Jen, risen from the waters, so ultimately female in spite of the teeth and fins, slapped him hard.

“Mock me not, Sorcerer.” There was anger in her words and in her stance. 

Touching his face where it was now hot from having been hit, he noticed the claws that tipped her fingers and counted himself lucky not to have his face laid open instead of stinging. “I didn't ..;”

She cocked her head to one side, shifting her weight onto one leg and redistributing her hips and breasts in a most fetching manner. The addition of a slight arching of her back caught the attention of his masculine psyche. He shoved the reaction away as was his habit. She stepped out of the basin directly into his personal space causing him to back away. With a feline grin, she stepped forward again, following his each step back to keep close to him. Finally, she caught his arm and held him firmly, pressing his right hand against the chill skin of her breast. The nipple hardened against his palm as he fought to keep from yanking away from her. 

Her breath roughened as though in arousal and she threw her head back, her mouth open to the sky. She shrieked, hurting the ears of those around her, screaming defiance and sorrow to the clouds gathering above them, never releasing Ed's hand. Silence came so suddenly it left his ears ringing. Slowly, she rotated her head back down to look at him, her eyes fully black, no touch of yellow showing.

“Choose well,” she intoned in a voice that came from the depths of the earth. “Destruction reigns but all is not lost. Break the barrier, save the worlds. Sacrifice is your path now and again. To hazard all is to pay the price.”

The Lake Jen blinked, her eyes flicking from hollow to full yellow. She pressed against him, the fish scent of her nearly overwhelming, a feral grin curved her lips and lit her eyes. “Mmm … make them deliver your body to the sea when you die, Edward Straker of the Realm of SHADO. I would feast on thee and add thy greatness to mine own. Choose well,” she finished and faded from sight leaving only the memory of her cool flesh touching him … and an insistent erection about which he could do nothing.

He focused on her words instead, willing his body to relax. Sacrifice. Why was it always sacrifice? What would he have to lose now to finish this? What more could he give? His blank gaze traveled over the people around him, but he didn't really see them. Was the woman telling him he could lose more? Who? Alec, his oldest and probably only friend? Paul Foster, the hot headed pilot who was beginning to shape up for command? Ford? No, please, not Ford … It occurred to him that he had yet to see an analog of Ford here.

Shaken again, depleted by resurrecting the imprisoned oracle, Ed Straker closed his eyes and let darkness take him for a while. 

Heron and Shea caught Ed as he sagged, recognizing the exhaustion that claimed him. With a look to Alaric, they carried the dead weight back to the apartments they shared, putting Ed into the comfortable bed they generally shared with their master. Noting his still aroused condition, they shed their outer leathers and slipped onto the bed beside him, adding their warmth to that of the furs and blankets. Heron gave Alaric a sly look when he checked in on them. Bound to him they might be, but he was never one to say nay to their desires. Had it been Eodearas he found between them, he'd probably have gone and slit his wrists. But this was not the madman. He was not even certain the man would accept what they offered him. The Others seemed far more constrained about their physical desires than Alaric could understand. Had as an alluring a woman as the Jen touched him as she had Ed … Not even the knowledge that Shea and Heron were his would have stopped him; although the Jen herself certainly might have. He left them to rest.

