

    
        
          Silent Spell

        

        
        
          Johan Case Files

        

        
        
          E. M. Aguilar

        

        
          Published by E. M. Aguilar, 2022.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

About the Author

Copyright

Sign up for E. M. Aguilar's Mailing List

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1
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Johan sat in a jazz bar listening to the music of the small band at the far corner. The music ebbed and swirled around him. If he knew about the murder tonight, he wouldn’t be having fun but telling his Master to be careful. He had felt something a few days ago. It was like his Master was yelling at him. He should have called him but he didn’t. He had an appointment to talk to him tomorrow.

Next to him was Cindy, his cousin. Her perfume smelt in the air and was intoxicating to his nose. They had been talking for several months after he saved her from her ex-boyfriend, David Rohard, the infamous Jigsaw Serial Killer. They sat in an Art Deco bar in the back of the Queen Mary boat in Long Beach. Even though he had lived in LA most of his life, he never ventured out to places such as this. 

They sat in red chairs that overlooked a semi-circular area with a bar at the middle. It was called the Observation bar. He drank his beer. It was tangy and bold. 

Cindy was a pretty Filipina. She had large dark eyes with long black hair. She smiled at him. Her slim body was accentuated by her black clingy dress. She graduated from UCLA and this was a celebration drink.

After the jazz musicians stopped playing for the night, he asked, “Cindy, do you want another drink?”

She smiled at him. “If you want another one.”

A waitress came up to them and he ordered another beer for himself and she ordered a gin and tonic, beef order tall with a lime. 

Cindy said, “You probably didn’t know but your mom was not related to my dad.”

“What? I forgot,” he said. 

“My grandparents were very close to your mom's parents. It’s the magic. It connects them,” she said. “So, we pretend that we’re related. It’s a Filipino and magical thing.”

“Yes,” he said. 

Johan could feel her power. It came in waves from her. Yet he sensed somebody close to him, standing close to his table. He thought it was the waitress but it was a cop. It wasn’t a good sign. 

Johan sighed. “Yes, Detective Sloan. Can this wait? I’m having a good night.”

Another man moved closer to them. Johan thought it was the FBI Agent Prentice but it was somebody else. The man wore a gray suit and blue tie. His face looked like a russet potato with dark eyes, a nose, and a small thin mouth with a tuft of brown hair on top. 

“Hello, Agent Johan,” the man said. “My name is Agent Schofield.”

He said, “I didn’t accept the Conclave agent position yet. And how did you find me?”

“You still have your Conclave badge. We can find you that way,” Agent Schofield said. 

“So, what is this all about?”

Agent Schofield said, “Is there a quiet place that we can talk to you?”

“Yes, we can go outside. Can you wait here, Cindy?”

She nodded to him. Johan knew it was bad news and he didn’t want to hear it. This was like the time the cops came to talk to his dad when his mom died. 

They walked out of the bar and toward the main hallway. Shops were on both sides of him. He walked toward the outside deck of the boat. The city of Long Beach was lit up on the far side of the small inlet the Queen Mary was moored in. 

A wind picked up and it made Johan shiver. He felt the wrongness of the night. He couldn’t pinpoint it and it could be just the surprise visit from Detective Sloan. 

Johan turned toward them and waited. 

Agent Schofield said, “Do you know Mr. Craig Zonitch?”

“Yes, and you know he’s my Master,” he said. 

Agent Schofield said, “I’m sorry to inform you that Mr. Zonitch is dead. We found his body an hour ago.”

Johan shook his head. He was supposed to talk to his Master in the morning. His master was going to tell him about his mom and the non-memory spell that was cast over him.

Agent Schofield said, “We heard you had a falling out with him. Is that true?”

“Yes,” he said, “I was angry at him but we were supposed to talk about it tomorrow. Was he murdered?”

Agent Schofield and Detective Sloan looked at him as if he was a suspect. 

Detective Sloan said, “We are not sure right now. We just need to ask you a few questions.”

“Sure, go ahead,” Johan said. His face felt hot and flushed. 

“When was the last time you saw Mr. Zonitch?” Agent Schofield said. 

“I haven’t seen my master for several months,” he said. 

Agent Schofield said, “Where were you two nights ago around ten?” 

“I was in my apartment. You can check my cell phone records if you like,” he said. 

“We have and you’re off the hook. We checked your whereabouts from your Conclave shield. But we have to ask. I heard you apprehended the Jigsaw Serial killers,” Agent Schofield said. 

“Yes, Detective Sloan could have told you the details.”

“He has.”

“Where is Agent Prentice?” Johan said. 

Agent Schofield said, “Oh, he’s on assignment. He speaks highly of you. I’m here to ask you to help me on this case.”

Johan was taken back. He thought he would be on the suspect list.

Agent Schofield said, “I’m only doing this because one of the members of the Conclave asked me to bring you on the case. I have reservations on bringing you on but I know you’ll do your best.”

“Yes. I’ll help. So, when can I see the murder site?” He said. 

“Tonight if you wish. But you’re on a date,” Agent Schofield said. 

“No, tomorrow morning. How did I get hold of you?” He said. 

“I’ll give you my cell number and I’ll pick you up at your apartment,” Agent Schofield said. 

“So, are you an FBI agent like Prentice?”

“No, I have the same classification as you. I’m a Conclave Agent.”

They left him alone standing at the deck of the ship. It hit him. His master who he had known for years was gone. He wanted to treat this like any case but he couldn’t. He clenched his hands and for a split-second arcane electricity coursed through his fist. 

He looked down from the top of the boat's deck and saw the deep waters beneath. He felt the magic permeating everything. He wanted to blast anything with his magic. His anger rose in him. Then he took a deep breath and relaxed. 

He turned around. Nobody saw his display of magic. Walking back inside the bar, he saw Cindy was sipping her drink. 

She said, “What happened?”

“Mr. Zonitch is dead and they want me to help with the investigation,” 

He sat across from her. She placed a warm hand over his and said, “I’m sorry. But shouldn’t you let the Conclave agents look into this?”

“I know. I may be too close to this. But I have to.”

His beer was on the table and he took a big swig. He felt a little better. 

“We should go home,” she said. 

“Yes, I’ll drop you off.”

“If you want me to stay with you, I will, “ she said. 

“No, I like your offer. But not tonight.”
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Johan dropped Cindy off at her dad’s mansion in Brentwood. Her dad didn’t say anything about him taking Cindy out. They have been cordial to each other after he saved Cindy’s life. 

Cindy’s dad, Mr. Aguayo, was a prominent member of the Conclave council. It was Mr. Aguayo who asked him to find his missing daughter, Cindy, a few months ago. Johan drove to his small apartment in the LA district area a few miles from the Wilshire district. He lived close to Farmers Market and Fairfax St. 

Johan thought about Mia, the reporter lady, who helped him on the Jigsaw Serial murder case. She was mad at him because the magical Conclave gave her a gagged order to not print any stories about the murder case. He almost called her but he didn’t. 

He walked up toward his apartment. Johan thought about the paychecks he got from the Conclave Council and it was a hefty one. He realized he hadn’t had a lucrative case for quite some time. Even though he wasn’t hurting for money,  he had to decide if he wanted to be a Conclave agent or not. 

His PI business was barely making it financially. He couldn’t even afford an office. He met most of his clients at coffee houses or just on a street corner. He wondered if he could become a success being a Private Investigator. Maybe, he could attach himself to a divorce lawyer or District Attorney. 

At his front door, he made sure his wards were still working. He added some of his magical essences to the wards. He went inside. His mind was still reeling about his master’s death. It was surreal and shocking. His mind was all over the place. It was hard for him to focus. 

He already knew his Master's death was odd and could be labeled as a homicide. He tried to remember his master’s students. They would need to be informed and questioned. 

He sat on his couch and looked at his new coffee table. He broke it a few months ago while on the Jigsaw killer case. He shook his head.

He didn’t know what to feel. Part of him was angry at his Master for keeping secrets about his life and his mom and another part of himself was sad. Mr. Zonitch had taught him about magic since he was in high school and afterward. He only stopped because he didn’t want to become a Master and teach other students.

He wanted to be a PI. He wanted to solve cases. Mr. Zonitch told him that his mom was a Master Sorceress and teacher. He should follow in her footsteps. Now, he knew that his decision to become a private detective was the right choice.

He didn't have anything to go on and investigate. Yet, he decided to do something his master Zonitch always told him to do.

Johan closed his eyes and mediated. He let the magical forces of energy around him come into his essence. He felt the energies tingle around his skin. This was the only way to replenish his arcane powers.  He did this for an hour. 

***
[image: image]


The next day he awoke and took a long shower. He didn’t feel better and he almost called his dad to tell him what happened. Johan sipped his strong brew of coffee. He wished Agent Prentice was here to help with this investigation. 

His phone rang. The caller ID showed as restricted. He picked it up. 

“Johan,” he said. 

“Hey, this is Agent Schofield. I’m parked outside. Are you ready?”

“Yes, I’ll be outside in a few minutes.”

He hung up the phone and walked out of his apartment. Last night, he could barely sleep. But something egged him on to carry on. He was a mass of conflicting emotions - sadness and anger.

Johan saw Agent Schofield was double-parked on the street. He drove a large black SUV almost the same model Agent Prentice drove. They even had the same sunglasses. But Schofield seemed more strict and unemotional. Maybe, it was because he didn’t want him on the case and he was ordered to include him. 

Johan opened the driver's side door and sat. Inside, he smelt coffee. 

“I got you a drink. Black coffee,” Schofield said. 

“Thanks. How did you know?” He said. 

“I talked to Agent Prentice last night. He speaks highly of you.”

Johan said, “Agent Prentice is also a good investigator.”

“Yep, I also concur,” Schofield said. 

Johan understood why he felt odd about him. Schofield seemed like a robot. 

“So, where’s the murder site?” He tried to sound neutral but his voice cracked a little. 

“We found him in Griffith Park. Almost a quarter of a mile away from where you apprehended the Jigsaw killers,” Schofield said. “I have the case file in the back seat. Do you want to look at it?”

“Not yet. I want to see the murder site first.”

“Whatever you want,” Schofield said. 

Johan saw his coffee was on a cup holder in between the seats. He grabbed it and took a drink. It was good and bitter. Just the way he liked it. He took another sip.

“Where did you get this coffee?” He said. 

“A place on Wilshire. They have a small chain. It’s called Brew Masters,” Schofield said. 

“Thank you.”

Schofield drove his car toward Griffith Park. They didn’t speak the whole way there. The car drove up a high incline and then turned along a windy road. 

Schofield said, “He was found by a hiker. His body was on a trail called Dante’s View. I hope you’re wearing your hiking shoes.”

“I’m fine.”

Johan always wore black comfortable shoes. He learned by being on cases that he always had to be prepared. 

Johan saw that they drove into the parking lot of Griffith Observatory. People walked toward the building with one large brown dome and two smaller domes next to it. He had been on a date here with his girlfriend. He recalled how they had so much fun walking among the exhibits and then staring downwards at LA. 

Yet, his musing was marred because he saw several Magical CSI white vans. The Conclave had its own MCSI group but they usually work in conjunction with the local police. 

“The body is not that far from the parking lot. We have MCSI working the scene,” Scofield said. 

“Are we helping LAPD on this?” He said. 

“No, since this killing is a mage. The LAPD decided to relinquish their jurisdiction.”

Johan didn’t want to add that the LAPD didn’t want to add more embarrassment when the large Orc destroyed most of the precinct a few months ago. 
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Agent Schofield led the way through a dirt path. They encountered several MCSI members carrying equipment going back to the parking lot. 

Schofield said, “We shielded off the area with tents and closed this part of the trail for people.”

“The body?” He asked. 

“It’s at our morgue. They’re doing a magical and physical autopsy in a few hours. Do you want to attend?” Schofield said. 

“No, I can read the results later.”

Johan saw the killing field. There was a white tent over a small area a few feet ahead. A few people in white overalls were moving in and out of it. For some reason, Johan felt a low hum of magic and recognized the feeling. A magical talisman was there and it has been in use recently. 

He sensed something else. It was his master arcane power but subdued. It was spread all over this field as if his magical essence exploded all over. Then he realized that’s what happened. He shook his head. 

Agent Schofield said, “Yes, you sense it too. I’m sorry about your master. I heard he was a good man. I have some questions for you if that’s okay.”

Johan nodded. He didn’t want to look under the tent even if his master’s body was taken away. He could see things through his magical senses and sometimes it wasn’t pretty when he went to gruesome crime scenes. And this was personal. 

Schofield said, “Do you know why your master would be out here? It was estimated he died two nights ago around midnight?”

“No, we haven’t spoken for a couple of months? But most of the time he would cast his spells at his house. Except, when he wanted to harness pure magical energies,” Johan said.

“Yes,” Schofield said. “The energies are purer here in Griffith Park. Does he make it a habit to cast his spells here?”

“No, but I haven’t been a student of his for several years,” he said. 

“I have read your file. You could be a master and teach students but you decided to become a Private Detective.”

“Yes, that’s true. I wasn’t a good student and I can’t see myself teaching other people,” Johan said. 

“Yet,” Schofield said, “Mr. Zonitch wrote that you were very talented and could teach.”

“That was in my files?” He said. 

“Yes, Mr. Zonitch said this to the Conclave himself. But he was there on a different matter. Are you ready to look at the murder site?”

Johan nodded. They walked toward the tent and he noticed the tent was bigger than it looked from his vantage point. A woman he recognized before was stooped over and chanting words of magic, scanning an object before her. Her name was Cheryl. She’s the head of the MCSI group. 

She turned to him. “Hi, nice to see you again. I’m sorry my team didn’t see the signature clue from the other case.”

He felt embarrassed and said, “Sorry, I wasn’t looking for it myself but I followed my gut instinct.”

Johan saw the object the MCIS woman was casting arcane spells on. He almost went down on one knee. It was the same talisman object the Jigsaw serial killers used to kill their victims. The object looked like a small round vase, but it was much more than that. Except, the talisman the Jigsaw killers used was his mom’s talisman. This object was a replica.

The MCIS lady said, “Yes, this magical vessel also stored arcane power in it like the last case we were on. It’s interesting.”

Agent Schofield said, “I wanted you to see this Talisman. It’s the same type the Jigsaw killers used?”

“Yes, it's the same. My master never told me about this but he wrote about this same object in his spellbooks,” he said.

Agent Schofield said, “So, did Arthur Talon use such object and also taught Mr. Zonitch about it?”

The name Mr. Talon brought horrors to Johan’s mind. In his prior investigation with the Jigsaw killers, the spell used to kill their victims was created by Arthur Talon, who was also his Master’s former mentor and teacher. Johan didn’t like any of this because he was indirectly taught by the serial genius murderer, Mr. Talon.

There were too many secrets his Master kept from him. And now he couldn’t ask him.

Johan said, “No, Mr. Zonitch never showed me how to use the Talisman. So, I wouldn't know if Arthur Talon taught this to my master. How was Mr. Zonitch killed?”

Schofield said, “He was burnt from the inside.”

“That’s impossible. Mr. Zonitch was a powerful wizard. Could it be a spell gone wrong? Was there any magical essence left inside the talisman?”

The MCIS woman spoke, “The vessel was empty by the time I inspected it. But, yes, I believe the talisman was filled with magic.”

Agent Schofield said, “Johan, why would Mr. Zonitch need such power?”

“As you know, Agent Schofield this arcane Talisman is used to store magic to be used later in incantations or spells. I don’t understand why he would do this. We need to speak to his students,” he said.

“I agree. Are you ready? Do you need to check on anything?” Schofield said. 

“No, let’s go question them. I think Mr. Zonith has 3 to 4 students,” he said. 

“Yes, he has several students but one of them dropped out,” Agent Schofield said. 

Johan nodded. Magic was a hard road of studying, meditating, and solitary work. Not many people could complete their training. Many students of magic drop out, only learning the first-level acolyte spells. They usually become shopkeepers of magic and potions experts or in rare cases, their master kicked them out. 
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Johan shook his head. There were too many questions in his head about his master and it wasn’t going to help him. This could be just an accident, a horrible accident. Yet, he had to know what Mr. Zonitch was trying to cast. 

Agent Schofield drove his car toward the city of Pasadena. His master lived near the Norton Simon Museum, about two miles away. Johan would always go visit the museum when he would go see his master and he always had fond memories at the place. Yet, he couldn't recall anything. It was as if he knew something but couldn't quite remember it. 

A few months ago he found out when he was younger, his master cast a non-memory spell over him. He lost his memories from his time when he was in high school until he was maybe around twenty. Usually, these spells were not permanent. So, he hoped and feared that if his memories did come back he wouldn’t be overwhelmed and become a blithering idiot. Yet, he did get a few glimpses of his memory from his high school years. And it was usually concerned his ex-girlfriend. But it was fuzzy and nebulous. 

Agent Schofield took the freeway which wasn’t bad at this time of the day in LA. Traffic usually got hairy around 3 p.m. 

They got off the 210 freeway and turned down a narrow street. Schofield took a different route to Pasadena. Johan only saw the barest outline of the Norton Simon Museum from the car. 

Schofield moved into a residential area. Mr. Zonitch's house was built in a  Craftsman-style home. It was colored green with white trim. It had eight bedrooms, 3 baths, and one large master bedroom. Also, in the back of the house was one large building. This was where he conducted his spells and teachings. 

Johan always liked the mansion and Mr. Zonitch always told him to stay at his home instead of his small apartment. Yet, he always refused because he needed to be out on his own especially since his job as a PI made him operate at odd times of day and night. 

Agent Schofield drove into the long driveway that went up to his master's mansion home. He saw several cars parked in the front. Schofield stopped his car close to the front double entrance doorway. 

Schofield said, “They’re waiting for us. I had one of my agents call ahead.”

“Do you know their names?”

“Yes, the senior mage teacher is named Logan Worden and the students are Rhana, Chris, Derick, and Tawny. Do you know any of them?” Schofield said. 

“I only know Logan. He’s a good mage and should be Master now since Mr. Zonitch is gone,” he said. 

“How about the other students?” 

“I have only seen them a few times but I never spoke to them.”

Agent Schofield nodded and they both got out of the car. They walked to the front and the door opened. A servant stood at the doorway. 

“Come inside, Agents,” he said. 

At the large foyer stood Logan. He was tall and thin with short brown hair. Logan was strong in the arcane arts. He could feel it emanating from him. 

Logan said, “Johan, sorry, I haven’t seen you for a while. I have been out of town.”

“It’s fine,” he said. He wondered where Logan had been.

Logan said, “The police already told us what happened. Mr. Zonith was a good man and master. We will miss him.”

There was an awkward silence for a few seconds. 

Agent Schofield said, “We’re here to question you and his students. Do you have a place we can do that?”

“Sure,” Logan said. “We can go to the dining room.”

Logan led them to the back of the house and toward a dining room area. One long table was in the middle that could sit about fourteen people. Johan always joked that his Master would have extravagant dinners with powerful wizards. Johan smiled and then felt sadness creep on him. Tears flooded his eyes and he wiped them away. 

They sat at the foot of the table. 

Logan said, “Who do you want to speak to first?”

Johan looked to Agent Schofield. The agent gave him a look like it was up to him. This was a change and he wanted to know if he was the lead on this case. 

Johan said, “We’ll start with you.”

They all sat. Agent Schofield took out a small notebook. 

“Your name please?” Schofield said. 

“Oh, I’m Logan Worden. I’m the senior mage here.”

“What is your function?” Schofield said. 

“I help in teaching the students here.”

“Sure anything else?” Schofield said. 

“Yes, I help Craig Zonitch on his conjurings,”

“I know the cops already asked you these questions but where were you two nights ago around midnight?” Schofield said. 

“I have been in China for a month. I have been studying with another Master there. I just came back,” Logan said. 

“So, do you know why Mr. Zonitch would go to Griffith Park to create his spells?”

“He rarely ventured outside our home. It seems odd he would go that,” Logan said. 

Johan said, “Is there any time he would go outside to conjure spells?”

Logan hesitated just a second and shook his head. Johan felt that he was lying but he wasn’t sure. He knew his master, Mr. Zonitch, would occasionally go out and create magic outside. It was how he taught spells. 

His master would always say magic was purer away from man-made buildings and homes. Agent Schofield took out his phone and showed him a picture. 

“Do you recognize this?”

It was the talisman shown at the scene. 

“Yes, I have seen this before. It’s a talisman that stores magic. It’s very dangerous.”

Johan said, “If a wizard used this talisman in the wrong way it would destroy from the inside.”

“Yes,” Logan said
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