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Doug Jackson came slowly back to consciousness wondering if it was really worth doing so. He hurt all over, as though the abuse both his agents had suffered had been visited on him as well. In a way, it had. He knew what Grace had seen and experienced. He just wasn't certain how to explain what he'd felt. Jackson also knew that Alec Freeman was not going to appreciate the information at all for at the center of the pain and degradation stood the tall, slim figure of Ed Straker, his eyes blazing like small blue white stars.

As he lay there, eyes closed, the man who was now an English citizen let his thoughts drift back to when he was a child, when the world lay dark under the forces of a madman who believed in his holy duty to rule the world and bring back the glory of the Aryan race. Even as a child Jackson had the gift to read what had passed on a bit of land, could feel and see sometimes the history of a person in the touch of a bit of fabric, a utensil, a weapon. While his family, caught trying to cross the border into Switzerland, had all perished in the labor camps, he had been saved. Cleaned up, fed twice a day, he was taken to Berlin, to the madman, and forced to use his gift to read objects; to find things of power for the Furher. 

Jackson's body shook with the agony of his younger self. The things he'd been forced to see before he ever reached adulthood. Yet he'd studied the men around him even then, learning what they wanted to hear from him even as he learned to hold onto the emotions that drove him nearly mad. The visions and emotions were almost always evil in those days. The man sought ultimate power, he dealt with Ultima 

Thule in the pursuit of his own ends. He sought the power of God.

A smile curved Jackson's thin lips then as he thought of the day they brought him a great treasure and he told them it was not what they sought. The beating nearly killed him. They assumed he lied to them to save his people. Had he thought to do so, maybe he would have, but what he told them that day was the truth. The legend was that whoever held the spear would not lose in war. What the spear point with the nail bound to it with copper wire told him was a slightly different truth. In the war between good and evil, those that held the spear would not lose to evil. The German High Command had already lost that war. The Spear of Destiny would do them no good, it would not back the the Third Reich against the men standing against them. The rage of the Furher was terrifying to behold, the boy he was could feel the energy swirl in the room, yet in his madness, the leader of the German people could not use what he summoned; was apparently unaware of the power at his command could he have tapped into it. 

A wave of tremors ran through Jackson as he brought his thoughts back to what he had felt in the clearing. The energy he'd felt with the spear and the Furher in the same room were a pittance of what he'd felt acting on his operatives. Something had entered their world and taken Ed Straker, of that he was certain. Something that could call and manipulate energy on a personal and unprecedented manner. He sat up with a cry of anguish. Straker was gone and wearing his body was a horror the likes of which the world had not seen in millenia. He had to warn Freeman.

From outside, a tendril of thought came questing as Jackson slipped off the medical bed and pulled on his shoes. It caught at his mind, enveloping it, imprisoning Jackson in a dark world of monsters and blood. The slender psychiatrist dropped to the floor, limp, terrified and helpless before the onslaught of Eodearas' power. Quickly, he pulled up defenses he had forgotten he knew, fighting off the worst the sorcerer threw at him. He saved his sanity, but only just; and he was now trapped inside his head. Jackson could see the glowing sigils, the signs Eodearas was setting against him. They hummed with energy. For now he was content to have survived.

The nurse keeping an eye on the doctor discovered the door jammed and went to get an orderly to help her open it. Her eyes rounded in surprise when they found Jackson lying against the door, unconscious. 

She reported to Dr. Shroeder. “Dr. Shroeder. Dr. Jackson must have returned to consciousness. We found him collapsed against the door.” 

Shroeder returned to the room with the nurse. The orderly had lifted the slightly framed doctor back onto the bed and removed his shoes. As they checked Jackson's life signs, Shroeder frowned. All of    his patient's vital signs were very low, but stable. 

“Get a saline drip going. Put a bag of glucose on standby for him and get the monitors in here.”

The nurse looked curious as she wrote down his orders. “Is this connected with what Col. Freeeman told us?”

Shroeder shook his head. “I … I don't know, Julia. We'll see what I can find out. Before he seemed in shock. Now, I don't understand what has happened to him. I'll let the Colonel know.”  

Alec was startled by the report of Jackson's deterioration. There was still no sign of Straker and no indication that the aliens were involved at all. Grim faced, Alec continued to hold command of SHADO while praying that this mystery of Ed and Jackson would soon be solved. Although the longer Ed was out of touch, the more it seemed they would lose the guiding light of the organization.

Out on the road, Eodearas stopped his journey to the monument the locals called Stonehenge long enough to celebrate his victory over Jackson with Grace's body. He'd discovered earlier that disporting himself with her while she controlled the vehicle was an error. He could not make the machine behave as he desired and had nearly killed Grace when he stripped her naked as she drove. Now he forced her to pull to the side of the back road they traveled, stopped the engine and dragged her from the car. Realizing she was to be assaulted again, Grace tried to fight him as he ripped the clothing from her and took his pleasure in her screams, her tears and her final surrender to his superior strength. He always found it interesting that he could heal the physical and make them virgins again for him to take. The pain of that first and finest taking was such a joy. He left her shaking in the dirt when he was done with her. Weaklings, all of them, he considered with a sneer. 

Stonehenge. What an interesting name for something that was supposed to be a crossroads of power. It had better live up to its reputation.

