Sorcerer 2/?

Binding a servant body was usually quite easy for Eodearas. So very few had the sheer power and will that he had. It took him a few minutes to realize that stripped of his magic, things were not as simple as they had been. Sullen, he found a niche in his victim's mind to settle into, to watch and wait for his time.

>>>>

Straker stretched lazily before sliding out of bed and into his slippers. He took a moment to enjoy the early morning silence and the soft texture of the sheepskin lining of his footwear before moving into the bathroom for his usual early morning ablutions. Freshly shaved and hair combed, he was ready to get dressed. He surveyed his wardrobe and opted for a deep navy suit coupled with a dazzling white turtle neck shirt beneath the vest. His fingers fumbled with the zippered closing of the pants, nipping a finger tip. Maybe he should have slept a little longer; he was feeling clumsy, as though he wasn't quite fitting into his own body. 

Foolish idea that. He grabbed his wallet and keys to head out to the car. His car. He let his eyes rove over the slick clean lines of the aerodynamic shape. How long had he driven this beauty? Quite a while, yet he felt no urge to change her out for something more modern. Hers was a striking look, quite in keeping with his high profile image as a movie producer. He nodded slightly and slipped into the driver's seat, moving smoothly through the motions of starting the car and easing her down the driveway to merge into traffic. A small smile accompanied that thought. This was such a quiet neighborhood; there was little traffic at any time of day. If they only knew who lived in their midst.

That prickling feeling as of hairs rising on the back of his neck caught him unawares as he pulled up to a stop sign. Why had he been thinking that way, almost as if he wished his neighbors to find out, to be afraid of him and what he represented? He shook his head and finished the drive to the studio deep in thought, his reflexes taking over the duties of getting him there in one piece. 

Straker walked through the administration building of Harlington-Straker Studios, acknowledging those who greeted him with a sedate nod or a word of greeting in return. Alec Freeman, his right hand both here and in the installation below the studios, waved to him before returning to the lovely brunette on his arm. For a moment, he questioned Paul Foster's absence before recalling that Paul was en route to Moonbase for a few weeks. 

He stopped at Miss Ealand's desk, picking up his scheduled appointments for the day and noted how lovely the woman was before continuing into his office. The first few meetings were with producers, a director and an actress who seemed to think he could do something about how little she was being paid to star in a film. He reviewed the file on the film and determined that as an independent production using HS sound stages, there was nothing he could do. However, he did promise to take a look at the dailies and see if he could seriously recommend a change to her production company. 

“Since they are not a part of the Studio,” he finished up, “there's really not anything I can do to immediately affect your contract. I'll talk to Joseph and see if there is any way to improve things for you.”

She wasn't happy with the answer, but she was calmer and could see his logic. “Thank you. I just … That little slut making twice what I am for half the work …  Sorry. Thank you.”

Slut? Ed looked over the file again. Oh yes, the director's current girlfriend. That would probably qualify her in Desiree's eyes as a slut. He'd have Alec look into that and see if there were grounds for talking to Joseph Blanton, the primary investor. The rest of the day passed without any major issues to be resolved either in the studio or in SHADO HQ. The aliens were mercifully silent and productions were on time and on budget. 

Alec talked his friend and commanding officer into taking dinner with him at a small restaurant where they were well known. They parted company with an admonishment from Alec to get some rest. “It's not often we get the down time,” he said with a smile.

“No, no it's not,” Ed agreed, a faint smile playing around his lips. “I think I'll do just that,” he agreed. 

Bed before the wee hours of the morning was an almost forgotten concept. Straker was so used to working on half the sleep he needed that he lay in the comfort of his bed for half an hour before finally drifting off. 

Ed was vaguely aware that something was off about his dreams. Normally the Technicolor was reserved for nightmares; losing Johnny, Mary falling down the stairs, aliens taking him prisoner. He felt more like a spectator than a participant this time. The world was different in this dream, he could see things in the land, in people; electric lines of blue, yellow, green and even black. 

He stood on a tower in a storm, great black clouds billowing and roiling about in the sky above him. He could feel the surge of energy in the storm and then behind him. Mary. Of course. She screamed at him, her words blown away by the rising winds. John was dead … by her hand? What? He looked down at the head she'd thrown at him. Memories of … No! A part of him responded with pleasure at the thoughts crowded into his head, of abusing a  ... a child? A girl child of his and … With a shriek he grabbed his head, pain flickering through him as though the lightning and he had become one.

Ed sat up with a scream dying in his throat, sweat covering his body and runneling down his skin to pool on the sheet. Shaking, he got up and went into the bathroom, thinking to shower off the sweat. He caught his reflection in the mirror, eyes so blue, blazing in his face. He could almost feel a serpentine uncoiling inside. Mary's face in his dream flickered in his mind, then her garb covering the body he had once yearned for. 

He struggled to steady his breathing. When had it become so ragged, so hard to suck air into his lungs? Mary, golden hair falling down her back to her waist? A silken gown caught just under her breasts and hatred glaring in her eyes. Why did his mind do this? The vision felt more like memory than nightmare. Other images crowded into his mind. Taking her the first night they met, her whimper of pain as he … 

Straker shook his head in denial. That never happened. Mary had come gladly to his bed. Foolish memories of their first night together seeped up, replacing the nightmare. Neither of them had been innocents when they met, but the heights to which they took each other were unlike any they'd experienced before. All right, he couldn't speak for Mary, but at the time, she had seemed happy, fulfilled and quite satisfied with her explorations as well as his. 

He realized he was sitting with his back against the bathtub, the cool porcelain helping to bring him back into focus. He worked on breathing, just getting air into and out of his lungs in a regular fashion. When was the last time he took leave? God, it was going to be hard to face Jackson and Alec to let them know he actually needed some time to himself. With a sigh, he got to his feet and stepped into the tub, turning on the shower and settling into the stream of tepid water. After a few minutes, he added more hot and soaped up, washing away the stench of fear and his dreams as he did so. When he emerged to towel off, he felt better. The dream memories had receded, dim things to trouble him only while he slept.

>>>>>>

Eodearas slid out of the slave's mind and into the golden thread connecting them. Never had he met such a strong will in one without power. He examined the dolt's reactions to their mixing of memories. How could he not find pleasure in using those less than he? To bend or break another to one's will that was the greatest victory of all. Merry, was a means to an end, the binding of her bloodline to his, the creation of the sacrifice to give his lord a foothold in the world, to again spread his worship in blood and pain until the world ran red and madness ruled. There was no other proper way for a world of power to be run.

And now all for naught. The bitch's child lay dead at her own hands. That must tear at her, he thought with satisfaction, though in truth he wished he had his consort in his hands to use again. The memory of the feel of her flesh quivering under him was almost enough to send him back to his useless body to find a way to have her now, fighting and losing to his superior strength. But not quite enough. He was here now, and the slave had power of a sort in this world. He also sensed a flickering of something more, deeply buried. Magic “did not exist” in this world. Foolish concept. If it did not exist, then he, Eodearas Strakerius would create it and bend this world to his bidding. It didn't quite occur to him that only a god could create something that did not exist.

