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Edrick felt a pull toward Middle Earth that he could not identify.  He dismissed it.  The concerns of the humans had not been the concerns of his people, the Tuatha de’Dana for a very long time.

Whatever it was, they would sort it out themselves as they always had.

Or not.

It was immaterial to him one way or another.  

Not his concern.

The nagging sense that he had been summoned—for something of importance—persisted, however.

And the longer he focused on setting it aside, the more pronounced it became until, eventually, he began to think it was actually something that required his attention.

However he had been summoned, for whatever purpose, he had been summoned.

Him specifically.

When the sense had reached such monstrous proportions that it began to feel like alarm, he approached his brothers, Azael and Uriel and asked them if either had detected a ripple of disquiet in the ether.  

“What sort of disquiet?” Azael demanded, his voice sharp with the beginnings of alarm since a disturbance in the ether was never a good thing.

Edrick frowned, irritated because he had not meant to alert either to what he had felt if neither had felt it themselves.  Beyond that, he had no clue of what it was and he was loathe to admit that.  “I am not completely certain,” he said finally, “but if you have felt nothing then I am convinced that it is nothing.”

Uriel studied both of his brothers suspiciously.  “If you are certain it is nothing, why would you ask at all?”

Edrick’s lips tightened.  “To be convinced that I detected nothing at all?” he asked sardonically.

“But what did it feel like?” Azael demanded.

Edrick shook his head.  “I cannot put my finger on it, to be completely honest.”  He hesitated.  “A very tiny voice.”

Azael and Uriel exchanged a long look.

“Human?” Uriel guessed.

Irritation flickered through Edrick.  “Possibly.”

“Well then,” Azael said forthrightly, “if that is the case then it has nothing to do with us whatever it was.”

“Exactly my thoughts,” Edrick said.  “I was merely curious to know if either of you had heard it.  We are three, after all—bound by blood.  It would make no sense for me to feel it if neither of you had—since we are not powerful enough to act alone—and so I must conclude that it is something else troubling me.”

“You did not say that it was troubling you,” Uriel said at once.  “If the voice is quiet and you are uncertain, how could it trouble you?  Why would it?  You should go and find out what it was—or is.  And then if it is something that requires us, summon us.  I see no sense in all of us going if you still are not certain there is anything at all to it.”

Edrick’s lips tightened.  “There is always trouble when we interact with them.  That is why I have not gone to discover what it is.  The council will not be pleased if I interfere in their affairs and resurrect the animosity they have always felt for us.  In this length of time, most, if not all of them, have dismissed our past history as nothing more than stories.  If I do anything at all that they cannot do it will stir up a frenzy—and they react very violently to fear.”

Azael and Uriel both shrugged that off.  “They cannot come to Lower Earth.  If they could have, they would have long ago.  Go and see and then come back if there is trouble.  You cannot bring it with you and it will not matter to our people if they begin to fight because of it.  They are always fighting.  The council will think nothing of it.”

“I will consider it,” Edrick responded tightly and left his brothers, returning to his own concerns.

The more he considered it, however, the more certain he was that they were right.  He needed to discover what it was.  It must be something of importance since it had persisted.

Not that the damned humans were not persistent as hell anyway, but ....

The transition through the portal stunned him.

Well, not the actual transition itself.  That was pretty much what he had expected even though he had not visited Middle Earth himself before.

What stunned him was the ungodly racket and the staggering crowd of humans that were virtually walking all over one another.

He was buffeted by them—very nearly walking all over him as if they could not see him.

This was not a city!

It was ... an ant hill!

“Good gods!” he exclaimed, looking around him searchingly for the ‘object’ that had drawn him forth from his comfortable existence.  

He had seen no sense, after all, to pass through the portal just anywhere and wander around in search of the source.  He had searched before he left so that he could emerge virtually on top of ‘it’, conclude his business quickly and return to his own concerns.

Instead, he had emerged under it/them.

“Where the hell are they all going in such a damned hurry?” he muttered, confused, and angry because he was.

They were certainly not fearful of him else they would not be buffeting him and shoving past him!

Then a small ball of energy appeared out of nowhere, racing faster than the others and plowed directly into him so hard it almost jarred him, did actually punch the air from his chest before it ricocheted away from him and sprawled on the rocky surface beneath his feet.  When it landed, the boxy thing it was carrying virtually exploded and thin white sheets flew out of it, were captured by the wind and began to float away in a multitude of directions on whimsical gusts that blew it in first one direction and then another.

It ... she had captured his attention when she slammed into him like a small missile.

She shrieked when she leapt to her feet—one of the things that helped him to identify her as female—despite the clothing she was wearing and the way her hair was cut.

The other being the bountiful pendulums chasing one another across her narrow chest like two pups fighting in a sack.

“My papers!  Oh my god!  My research!” she gasped, racing around and around grabbing up the sheets.  “Help me!”

The people mostly ignored her, trampling her papers all over the walkway and kicking them in their own rush to get somewhere.

Edrick hesitated, but he could not see that any of them had paid him the least mind and he was not dressed as they were.  He should have stood out for that alone.

Shrugging off his doubts, he lifted his hands and froze the flying objects so that she could capture them.  He would  have left it at that except that he could see it would take her a while to gather it all up again.  That being the case, he summoned it and directed it to the box it had escaped from.

The female was staring at him, open-mouthed, when he had done that and he approached her.  “Perhaps you could help me?” he said, but then he broke off abruptly because he realized the thing that he had sensed, that had drawn him, was her.

* * * *
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Evie was in a fog.  She’d been in one since she’d made her discovery.

Maybe fog wasn’t an accurate description?

She’d been so laser focused on her findings that she’d had a hard time sparing any brain function for anything else.

Anything.

Beyond trying to figure out if anything could be done about it.

Until she slammed into the ... man wearing the really strange clothing.

He was absolutely a man.

The long, inky black hair had thrown her at first, because the only thing besides that that she’d retained from her very brief, but very painful, encounter was the long, inky black hair and the strange skirt-like thing he was wearing.

Not a kilt, certainly.

Actually pretty short.  Maybe mid-thigh?  Maybe some sort of shorts?

And he was bare-chested—wearing something along his shoulders sort of reminiscent of the shoulder pads football players wore?

Not just like, but similar, especially in the fact that it only covered his shoulders.

She might still have dismissed him—because distressed didn’t begin to describe her emotional state—except that he did something ... totally bizarre that just blew her mind.

When her papers exploded from her burst briefcase, he just sort of waved his hands, almost like an orchestra conductor and all of the papers just returned to the briefcase.

She stared down at the papers and abruptly dropped to a squat and closed the briefcase before the papers could escape again.  Then she looked up at the man, trying to decide what he’d done.

He’d saved her research!

She smiled up at him.  “I don’t know what you did ... but thank you!  This could ... this is really important!  You can’t imagine ....”

“What name are you called, little one?” he asked in the dreamiest voice Evie had ever heard in her life.

It was almost as if the sound reached right inside of her and ... tickled her libido.

A heat wave washed over her.

Goosebumps erupted all over her and her nipples came to attention.

She cleared her throat, trying to gather her wits and then it popped into her mind that he’d asked her name.  “Evie.  Actually, Evelyn, Dr. Evelyn Langston—but ... Evie’s fine.”  She hesitated, but then glanced at her watch.  “I’m sorry I almost ran you down!  I have a really important ... uh ... interview, though, and I have to go.  Wait!  What’s your name?”

“I am Edrick of the Tuatha de’Dana.”

Evie blinked at him.  “Oh.  Well it was nice to meet you, Edrick, and thank you so much for helping!”

He frowned as she rushed away, but there was no doubt in his mind that she was ‘the one’.

What he could not grasp was why she had called to him.

He could still sense the terror, the threat of great danger.  It oozed from her pores even though she was struggling very bravely to hide it.  

He just could not figure out what that might be when he saw nothing at all he could identify as danger—sensed nothing.

Beyond that, he was ... baffled that she had been able to call him at all.

She had no ability to mind-speak—none that he could detect.

But she had spoken to him.

Specifically to him.

He hesitated, but he had come this far because he was convinced she had great need.  And she had not convinced him that he was wrong.

And beyond that, he wanted to know how she had been able to reach him—in Lower Earth—when she had none of the blood of the Tuatha de’Dana and none of the powers they had.

She was human.  Absolutely.

Azael and Uriel fell into step beside him as he started after her.

He halted and looked them.  “I thought you said you would not come if I did not summon you?” he demanded irritably.

“I felt the pull of a mate,” Uriel said angrily.  “You did not say you had felt that!

Edrick scowled at him.  “Because I did not feel that.  She is human.”

“Ah ha!” Azael exclaimed triumphantly.  “So there is a female involved?”

That gave Edrick a moment’s pause.  He dismissed it.  “She summoned me for help,” he said tightly.  “That is why I came.  It seemed ... urgent and terrifying.”

“You do not think that need might have passed while you were mulling it over?” Uriel asked testily.

“I do not.  Because it was the same call, gods damn it!”

Since he could not shake them, he decided to ignore them and allowed his senses to guide him to the woman, Evie.

He was more puzzled when he found her, however, because she seemed to be speaking to a council of some sort, although nothing else about the situation appeared to be of a political nature.
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“I apologize, Dr. Stevens.  I was ... running late and in a rush to get here at the appointed time.  I ... uh ... collided with a man on the street and dropped my briefcase with my notes and they fell out.  I managed to collect everything, but it’s in ... some disorder.  If you’ll just give me a moment ....”

“You were expected to present your findings at the meeting,” Dr. Stevens pointed out, his voice chill.  “We don’t have time to wait while you pull yourself together.”

Evie’s hands were shaking when she managed to sort the images and found the first.  Placing it on the projector, she pointed to the almost microscopic dot she’d circled.  “I picked this up entering our solar system from the ort cloud in December of last year.  By comparing it to the first series of images I was able to calculate the trajectory and speed.  And then to extrapolate from that the path I expect it to take through our solar system.”  She carefully removed the first image and replaced it with the next four in order and displayed each long enough for everyone on the panel to examine it.

“It is traveling far faster than anything we’ve tracked previously—than anything we’ve ever seen.”

“Just how big is this object?” Dr. Randle asked.

“About the size of our moon,” Evie said a little hoarsely.

“Sooo ... by your calculations, potentially large enough to affect the orbits of some of ... a planet?”

“A planet killer ... if it collides,” Evie verified as she searched a little frantically for the next series of images and finally located those and placed the first on the projector.  “This is the object nearing Saturn in May of this year.  And these successive images show it passing over the next couple of months.”

She collected her notes after she’d shown those images and began sorting them with shaking hands when she’d collapsed weakly into her seat.  “I’ve run the calculations over and over.  It will hit Earth in December of next year.”

Stunned silence followed that announcement and disorder erupted on the panel while everyone tried to object at once.  Finally, the head of the panel managed to bring order.  “That is a wildly speculative and extremely dangerous statement to be making,” Dr. Stevens said with barely controlled fury.  

Evie gaped at him.  “You think ....  You think I’m making this up ... to amuse myself?”

“I think all of your work needs to be carefully reviewed by your peers before you make any sort of statement at all!” Dr. Gordon said angrily.

Evie’s lips tightened.  “I brought it to the panel specifically for verification, Dr. Gordon,” she said angrily.  “Are you saying that I shouldn’t have presented it as my findings when I brought it to the board?  I should have left it open to interpretation?  This is a scientific board.  Whether anyone agrees with me at this point or not, I
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