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Chapter 1

 


Josephine stood with about fifty other White
Knights, forming a large circle, the entire group holding the palms
of their hands out facing the center. Silver-blue light energy
unfurled from their hands and flowed through the air, weaving in
many directions as the group continued their work session of
maintaining and strengthening the white magic power center of their
city. The city of Briodanis was isolated on a huge island,
protected by advanced and ancient white magic wards that kept it
hidden from the prying eyes of outsiders. Some of the wards not
only shrouded the island in a cloak of invisibility, but they also
created spatial distortions that prevented anyone from venturing
closer than ten miles from it. Any would-be trespassers were
teleported from one end of the spatial distortion to the other in a
seamless transition that prevented them from realizing that
anything had happened. The island was completely off the grid and
had remained invisible to the rest of the world for over a
millennium.

A deep, languid relaxation combined with a
powerful sense of tranquility and excitement permeated Josephine’s
body and mind. This reaction was common for those tapping into the
white magic power center. Josephine could understand why Perry had
devoted so much of his time to maintaining and strengthening the
white magic power center that encompassed her house in Siesta Key,
Florida. All of the White Knights gathered outside glowed with an
effervescent silver and white luminescence and Josephine glowed the
brightest. A frigid breeze caressed her smooth, flawless skin and
sifted through her long, silky, black hair. She was tall and
slender with warm, brown eyes. She was in her eighties but age was
irrelevant for an immortal and her appearance was that of a young
woman in her late twenties. Even though she had only been a White
Knight for three months, her unborn child was special and channeled
great power. It was rare for any immortal to give birth, including
White Knights, and Josephine’s baby would be the first child to be
born of White Knight parents since the White Knights of legend had
returned.

Josephine’s two best friends, Alice and
Helen, stood on either side of her clad in loose-fitting, teal
uniforms with a gold rune symbol, consisting of three wavy lines
tilted at a ninety degree angle over a large oval, embroidered on
the top right-hand corner of the chest. The new dress code had been
established a couple of months ago to promote solidarity among the
White Knights. With less than four hundred members of the Earth
Coalition, drastic changes were needed to ensure their survival.
Helen was a White Knight like Josephine but Alice had been made
immortal through a powerful antidote called a praesentia infinitus
enchantment that had saved her from a curse.

The three women had been steadfast friends
since childhood and had faced many difficult and dire situations
since they had become immortal but they could always count on each
other. Helen was the youngest at eighty-one years, average height
and build, had beautiful green eyes the shade of emeralds and
curly, dark brown hair that flowed just past her shoulders down her
back. Alice’s fiery red hair matched her personality and she stood
at five feet ten inches so she was slightly taller than Helen but
shorter than Josephine. Alice had gorgeous green eyes and a medium
frame with curves in all the right places.

Helen slowly lowered her arms and took a
couple of steps forward. “Thank you, everyone. Your contributions
to the power center are greatly appreciated.”

The other White Knights lowered their arms
and ceased their efforts. Josephine felt a surge of pride towards
Helen. She had never imagined her friend would become a group
leader for these white magic power center sessions and she did an
excellent job. The circle of wizards broke off into small groups
and meandered in different directions. Four, immense, gold pyramids
towered over them from all sides, glittering like jewels in the
early morning sun. These structures were composed of gold wizard
glass, a translucent material capable of storing vast quantities of
light energy or terramezic energy. Now that Josephine had stopped
working with light energy, the unease prickling at the back of her
thoughts returned. In spite of their efforts, the white magic power
center wasn’t strong enough to sustain most of the White Knights in
Briodanis. Because of their age, they required vast amounts of
light energy to prevent burnout, which would most likely lead to
their demise rather than just a loss of immortality.

“Good work, Helen.” Josephine praised her
friend.

“Thanks.” Helen smiled, pleased with the
compliment. “Shall we go for a walk?”

“That sounds like a great idea,” Josephine
acknowledged.

A gentle but frigid breeze brushed over them
as they walked down one of the paved pathways, a reminder that it
was February. Josephine was grateful that Briodanis was located in
the tropics or the air would have much more of a bite to it.

“I wish we were back home,” Alice grumbled.
“It’s too damned cold here.”

Helen threw her a pointed look. “The weather
here is almost exactly the same as it is in Florida.”

“That’s a load of poppycock.” Alice scowled
as she rubbed her arms briskly to warm herself up.

“We can always go back to the condo,”
Josephine suggested.

“That’s all right,” Alice said in a martyred
tone. “I just have to make do with what life has thrown at me.”

Josephine bit her lower lip to keep from
laughing. She wasn’t sure why she found her friend’s grumpy
demeanor so amusing. Perhaps it was because, in spite of Alice’s
complaints, she was always completely loyal and true to her
friends.

Helen’s attention swerved to Josephine.
“How’s the baby?”

“Still the same.” Josephine had entered the
enascari voluscris stage of pregnancy, which was a condition of
White Knight women involving rapid growth of the baby. When someone
experienced enascari voluscris, their child grew exponentially and
the woman gave birth within several weeks. Josephine had
experienced this condition several months ago when she’d first came
to Briodanis but the rapid growth had halted several days after it
had begun. Josephine’s baby was currently at the developmental
level equivalent to twenty weeks. Her pregnancy was barely visible
but she was always aware of her unborn child. It was a comforting
presence inside her and a reminder of her love for Mark, her
fiancé. Their wedding date was set in May, several months from now,
and she found herself becoming more and more excited.

“You do realize that your pregnancy could
very well last for another year and a half, don’t you?” Alice shot
her friend a pointed look.

Josephine was a category six wizard and her
physiology was such that she was a natural immortal as long as she
tapped into a power vortex on a regular basis. Pregnancies for
these types of wizards lasted two years. Now that the enascari
voluscris had inexplicably halted, it appeared her category six
physiology would dominate this pregnancy.

“I’ve been giving that a lot of thought,”
Josephine said.

“You have?” Alice regarded her with
surprise.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea for me to
stay on maternity leave for that long.” Josephine was the captain
of a research team that included Helen, Alice, Maggie, and Colin.
Colin was the newest employee and Maggie was Mark’s older
sister.

“I can see why you would be concerned,”
Helen said in a grudging tone.

“I’m going to call Virginia.” Director
Virginia Hamilton happened to be the best boss Josephine had ever
had. “I need to get back to work.”

Helen’s vivid green eyes registered concern.
“Even though the enascari voluscris seems to have stopped, it could
start again at any moment and if that happens when you’re not in a
white magic power center, you and the baby will die.”

“That’s not going to happen.” Josephine’s
stomach fluttered with anxiety in spite of the bravado in her
voice. “When a White Knight reaches the state of enascari
voluscris, they give birth within three weeks. It’s now been three
months and my baby is hardly growing. You can’t even tell I’m
pregnant.”

Alice scrutinized her friend’s belly with a
critical eye. “I think I can see just a little bump.”

“It’s obvious I’m no longer in the enascari
voluscris stage,” Josephine continued as if her friend hadn’t
spoken. “The only thing I need to do is take the normal precautions
to avoid burnout. And because I’m part of a magical network with
you two, Mark, and Perry, there’s a lot of light energy flowing
through us all the time so there’s very little danger of that
happening, especially when Mark and Perry are councilors and tied
directly into the white magic power center.”

“Those are very good arguments but perhaps
you should give it a little more time,” Helen suggested. “Things
are still up in the air with the baby. You’re the first person to
ever experience the enascari voluscris stage of pregnancy and then
for it to just go away.”

“Three months is long enough.” Josephine’s
tone was adamant.

Helen let out a soft sigh but didn’t argue.
She knew her friend well enough to know that once she reached a
decision, there was no turning back.

“Are you planning on moving back to the
house?” Helen asked.

“No, I’ll still live here. The Earth
Coalition needs me too. I can do both.”

“That reminds me.” Helen’s eyes sparkled
with excitement. “I’m almost finished with building the new
intergalactic portals.”

Helen was creating one portal at the Siesta
Key MADA field office in Florida and one in Briodanis. She was
still working for MADA, a government agency devoted to research and
development of advanced magical applications, reporting directly to
Virginia. Several White Knights had helped Helen set up a white
magic power center in the field office so Helen would be able to
work on the portal there. The two portals were linked to each other
so that they could recharge faster between uses. Without the link,
the portal at Siesta Key would take months to energize because the
white magic power center was new and didn’t generate much
power.

“That’s terrific news.” Josephine smiled at
her friend, wondering if they could make contact with their missing
friends on Adamas, a colony world that they hadn’t known existed
until fairly recently. Their magical network extended to four White
Knights on Adamas as well as Hermina, a mainstream wizard. “I hope
they’re doing okay.”

“They’ve been through a lot.” Alice’s eyes
shone with sympathy. “We can only hope the return of the original
White Knights helped to liberate the people of Adamas from the
AIs.”

Josephine feared the situation on Adamas
hadn’t improved. The White Knights on Earth wouldn’t be able to
hold off a full-scale invasion force led by powerful androids so
there was no reason to think Adamas was any different. The heart of
the city had been built up with large pyramids and dome structures
composed of brightly colored wizard glass but very few individual
homes had yet to be built. Palm trees and tropical forest
surrounded the buildings and pathways that cut across the island.
It was easy to lose yourself in the breathtaking beauty of the
tropical island but Josephine couldn’t help but feel she wasn’t
meant for this life even though she was a vital part of it. Because
her baby relied on light energy to survive, she didn’t have any
choice but to remain a White Knight. Otherwise, she would have been
sorely tempted to allow herself to burnout and regain her
mainstream powers as a category six wizard.

“I think I’ll be finished with the portals
within the week,” Helen told them.

“That’s wonderful,” Josephine said. “Thank
you for letting me know.”

“Well, you’re my boss, even if you’re on
maternity leave.” Helen teased her.

A surprised laugh escaped Josephine’s lips.
“Hopefully, that’s still true. You never know, I may not have my
job waiting for me.”

“I’m sure you will,” Helen remarked.

“You’re probably right.”

“Will I be able to work in the field office
again?” Alice asked.

Josephine regarded her friend with a wary
gaze. “Is that what you want?”

“Of course it is. I’m sick and tired of this
island,” Alice said.

Josephine had known that but she had hoped
her friend wouldn’t request a transfer. So far, Alice had been
creating her mainstream enchantments in Briodanis. She could make a
lot more at the field office where she had access to the Siesta Key
power vortex. Alice was an expert with mental health magic and one
of the most difficult enchantments to master was the claro mentis.
It required great skill to create as well as to use these spells.
The problem with working away from the island was transportation.
The White Knights possessed a large supply of teleportation
enchantments but they were still limited and not readily available.
Once Helen finished her intergalactic portal enchantments, that
wouldn’t be a problem anymore. Josephine wasn’t sure how everything
would play out as far as their jobs with MADA were concerned.

“I’ll talk to Virginia after our walk,”
Josephine said in a reassuring tone.

“Why don’t you call her right now?” Alice
asked.

Josephine hesitated, not wanting to admit
that she didn’t wish to carry on such a conversation with her boss
while Alice was listening in. Irritation began to creep into
Alice’s visage as Josephine failed to respond. A shrill scream
echoed in the air, drawing their attention away from their
discussion.

“That was Galina.” Dread coursed through
Josephine’s veins as she wondered what had elicited the cry of
anguish and pain from this gentle healer who had assisted Josephine
with her pregnancy over the last several months. Josephine dashed
forward down the path towards where she had heard the cry. Helen
and Alice trailed behind her. Soon, Josephine spotted Galina lying
unconscious on the pavement near the edge of the trail, her long,
black hair spilling across her forehead. One of her friends, Delia,
knelt beside her, staring down at her with panicked helplessness.
As Josephine drew closer, she saw a trail of blood trickling from
Galina’s dainty nose across her check and slowly dripping onto the
pavement.

Josephine began a psychic scan and quickly
confirmed what she had suspected. “It’s white magic burnout.”

Startled, Delia’s head jerked and her gaze
tore from her friend to lock onto Josephine. Josephine, Helen, and
Alice reached them as Galina rose to her feet.

“I don’t understand how this happened so
quickly.” Fear and anxiety swirled across Delia’s face.

“It’s been happening for a long time.” Alice
regarded her with impatience and disapproval. “Josephine, Mark, and
Perry have been warning you this would happen and what needs to be
done to prevent disaster.”

Josephine winced inside at her friend’s
harsh words but she didn’t react visibly or defend Delia. The White
Knights had been ignoring the harsh reality of their plight for a
couple of months while a small group had come up with a plan to
prevent the Earth Coalition from disaster.

“I will make sure Galina is safe.” Josephine
leveled a reassuring look at Delia. “But the long-term solution is
one that the Earth Coalition must accept before it’s too late.”

Josephine knelt beside Galina’s unconscious
body and rested her right hand on her shoulder. She flowed a
steady, powerful stream of light energy into Galina. Josephine’s
hand glowed with a bright, silver and white luminescence. After a
moment, Galina stopped bleeding and her blue eyes fluttered open.
She tried to push herself up but Josephine laid her other hand on
the woman in gentle restraint.

“Please lie still until I’m finished,”
Josephine murmured.

Galina laid her head back and nodded
wordlessly in acknowledgment. Josephine channeled more light energy
through her right hand until she’d finished the healing process but
this was only a temporary fix. White magic burnout could likely
prove fatal to Galina and most of the other original White Knights
of legend who resided in Briodanis.

Unease prickled the back of Josephine’s neck
as she forced a smile on her face. “All right, Galina. We’re
finished here.”

“I think you may be right about what we have
to do to save our city,” Galina murmured as she pushed herself
weakly into a sitting position. Terror and uncertainty marred her
face and slid into her sparkling, blue eyes. “We should have an
emergency town meeting.”


Chapter 2

 


The entire population of Briodanis fit
easily in the huge, official council conference room located in the
primary operations center inside one of the four, gold pyramids at
the very heart of the city. Sleek, futuristic chairs comprised of
gold wizard glass formed long, tiered rows with the podium and the
councilors’ seating situated at the top on the far side of the
room. The walls were made of the same translucent, durable material
as the outer hull of the pyramids and emitted a soft, sparkling
radiance. Long strips of blue, simulated skylights lined the
ceiling and decorative gold pillars with blue, glowing rune symbols
stood near the edges of the room. Josephine, Alice, and Helen were
seated in the fourth row. They hadn’t arrived soon enough or they
would have sat up front.

Perry, a light being and adoptive son of
Mark and Josephine, looked ill at ease behind the podium. His tall,
muscular frame was covered in the same blue uniform that everyone
else wore but Josephine was accustomed to seeing him in white
clothing, which was his preference. Perry ran a nervous hand
through his thick, curly brown hair then let it fall back to his
side again. His warm, brown eyes reflected his kind soul and they
swept the room until they landed on Josephine. He nodded and a
brief, nervous smile flashed on his face when he found her.
Josephine smiled back with encouragement.

Even though Perry had been chosen three
months ago as the prime councilor by the Selection Fountain, an
ancient magical device that governed the White Knights, he still
didn’t feel comfortable in his leadership role. Mark was one of the
ten councilors and provided good support for his adoptive son. His
slender frame was settled in his chair beside Perry, his brown hair
slightly mussed, and a twelve o’clock shadow spread across his
strong jawline. He was handsome with brown eyes and an easy-going
disposition except for where Josephine was concerned. His love for
her was intense and pure. Nervous chatter filled the room as
everyone speculated what had happened and what may come as a
result.

Perry activated the voice magnification
enchantment embedded in the podium. “We have called this emergency
meeting because of some troubling news. One of our kind was
afflicted with burnout. She was found unconscious and
bleeding.”

Gasps of astonishment and hushed whispers
erupted throughout the audience.

Mark rose to his feet as he addressed the
city. “It’s time for us to reconsider our plan for saving this
city.”

“This is outrageous!” Vesta leapt to her
feet. Her black hair was pinned in a tight bun and her hazel eyes
sparked with anger. She carried herself with a regal bearing even
though she was no longer prime councilor. The Selection Fountain
had transferred that honor to Perry during the selection process
three months ago, but that didn’t stop her from behaving as though
she were still in charge. “Who is this victim who has allegedly
burned out?”

“It’s me.” Galina stood up on shaky legs,
her skin pallid. “Josephine healed me and prevented the burnout
from ravaging my body. I could feel my body failing. I would have
died. I was foolish to avoid the truth for so long.”

“Josephine is not a healer.” Vesta’s
condescending tone rang out through the room.

“She has the power of an elder,” Galina
said.

“We don’t have elders anymore,” Vesta stated
in a brusque and businesslike tone. “I am the closest thing to an
elder and therefore you all must heed my words. We continue on the
path as things are now. The power center is growing stronger. We
have new recruits–”

Mark interrupted her before she could
continue. “We wouldn’t have any recruits if you were still prime
councilor. You put a halt to the recruiting program because it was
a waste of resources. You may sit down, Vesta. The Council would
like to hear from someone else.”

“Deactivating our ancient wards is no way to
protect this city,” Vesta stated in disapproval as she sank into
her chair.

Many people voiced their concerns over Perry
and Mark’s plan. Mark waited patiently and allowed everyone to
speak their mind before he interjected with his own thoughts.

“I understand how terrifying this is,” he
said. “You’ve been hidden from mainstream society for as long as
you’ve been a White Knight. You’ve lived through a terrible war and
now you’re stuck in a different time where mainstream society seems
very primitive. We aren’t going to shut down all of the light
energy wards, just the ones that make this island invisible and
that generate the spatial distortions. We don’t have the numbers to
sustain that kind of power. We’re just one city with only about
three hundred citizens. We’ve built up our defenses with strategic
defense centers and LRS towers across the entire island. They are
operated with terramezic energy so that our white magic power
center is freed up for us and our enchantments. We are ready for
this and I think there are others besides Galina who are on the
verge of catastrophic burnout.”

Firenze, another councilor, stood from her
desk and prepared to speak. She was average height with a lush,
curvy body that the blue uniform did little to conceal. Her brown
hair was secured in a ponytail and her green eyes raked over the
crowd, her expression dire. Josephine’s stomach clenched in
anticipation of her words. Firenze had always been strictly opposed
to the idea of dropping the primary ancient wards that protected
the city. The secondary wards were also very powerful but they
functioned in the same manner that all light energy wards operated.
They must perceive a threat before they became active or one of the
councilors must activate them. Josephine feared that the arguments
presented before the Council probably hadn’t swayed Firenze’s
decision.

“My friends, I must say that I’ve always
believed the primary wards protecting our island are absolutely
vital to our survival. They have protected us for over a
millennium.” Firenze spoke in a passionate voice that carried
easily through the room. “The thought of intentionally shutting
them down fills me with dread but it’s time for a change. I just
finished scanning Galina for myself and I can see that she would
have died without Josesphine’s intervention. There’s no doubt about
it. I’m sure many of you have also scanned her and can see the
truth for yourself. The fact is, the wards haven’t always protected
us. Our cities were breeched on numerous occasions by hostile AIs
and dark wizardry. We were all trapped by the carceris
incircumscriptus enchantment in spite of the ancient wards that had
remained active on Briodanis. I vote to lower the primary
wards.”

Josephine stared at the councilor with shock
and it took several seconds before a surge of hope rushed through
her. If just one more councilor who was opposed to the plan went
along with Firenze’s way of thinking, it would be enough votes to
make it official. Josephine hoped that lowering the wards would be
enough. There was no question that taking this heavy burden from
the white magic power center would greatly strengthen it, but there
was no way to know if this would be enough. Josephine hoped that
the Council hadn’t dug in their heels for too long. Many White
Knights were on the verge of burning out and this meant they would
need even more power to heal and recover. The disc-shaped, blue
opal pendant suspended on a black cord around Firenze’s neck glowed
for several seconds, indicating that she had officially cast her
vote to the Selection Fountain. Every councilor wore the exact same
pendant except for the prime councilor who had a slightly larger
rainbow moonstone pendant instead.

Perry acknowledged Firenze’s vote with a nod
and called on the next councilor to cast his vote. One by one, the
councilors made their decisions known. Josephine held her breath as
she waited for the outcome. The final two councilors to take their
turn were Perry and Jazlyn. Jazlyn had befriended Josephine but had
firmly believed that the primary light energy wards of Briodanis
should remain intact at all cost. Jazlyn’s long, red hair flowed
freely down her back. She was tall but slightly shorter than
Josephine and had a kind, patient disposition. Her blue eyes, the
shade of sapphires, hinted at wisdom beyond her years. She was also
the swing vote. Without her support, Perry wouldn’t have the votes
needed to save the city.

“This is a scary time for all of us,” Jazlyn
announced. “We were trapped for so long that we don’t want to take
any chances. We have so many enemies beyond the borders of our
great city. Dark wizardry is more prevalent than ever before, there
is corruption in the world governments, and there is the threat of
AI invasion from our former colony worlds. On the other hand,
seeing the evidence of Galina’s near miss with burnout and a
painful death has opened my eyes. I’ve scanned the room and I see
evidence that many of us are on the verge of losing our abilities
and our lives. I can’t let my fear of the unknown cloud my judgment
anymore. I fully support Perry’s recommendation to drop the primary
light energy wards.”

Jazlyn’s blue opal pendant glowed for
several seconds and then she took her seat.

“Thank you, Jazlyn,” Perry said.

Vesta leapt to her feet once again, her face
flushed with ire. “This is the most foolhardy plan I’ve ever heard!
We can’t expose ourselves to our enemies! Turning our backs on our
ancient protection will be our undoing. I demand the Council
reconsider their decision and cast the official vote tomorrow.”

Perry gaped at her with astonishment,
clearly struck speechless by her hostility. He wasn’t good at
confrontations like this.

“We’ve already cast our votes and considered
our decision and options very carefully. We’ve been weighing
options for months,” Mark said in a firm tone.

“You’re barely nineteen years old. You
should never have been appointed to the Council,” Vesta
snapped.

“You’re out of line,” Mark said in
reprisal.

“And you!” Vesta thrust her finger toward
Perry. “You’re a light being and less than a year old. You don’t
belong here.”

Mark rose from behind his desk, pinning her
with an authoritative gaze. “The Council has been lenient with your
constant disruptions and flagrant disrespect because of the
stressful circumstances of our current situation but our patience
has limits. Consider this an official warning that further displays
from you like this one will result in disciplinary action.”

Vesta glanced around and realized that most
of her peers, and even some of her friends, were either pointedly
looking away from her or openly staring at her with disapproval.
She crossed her arms defensively across her chest, sniffed
disdainfully, and flounced back into her chair. Josephine kept her
face carefully neutral, knowing that because of her status as
Mark’s fiancée coupled with the fact that she had saved these
people from the carceris incircumscriptus enchantment that had
trapped them for so many years, people would be watching her and
she didn’t wish for anyone to misconstrue her reaction. She
sometimes wondered how the Selection Fountain worked and if it made
mistakes. After all, it had chosen Vesta to be the prime councilor
many years ago. It was difficult for Josephine to imagine that
Vesta had ever been a good leader for the Earth Coalition.

“The decision has been made,” Perry said
formally. “I will now drop the primary wards.”

Perry’s rainbow moonstone pendant flared
bright as he tapped into the source of stored power within the
Selection Fountain. It only took several seconds for him to finish
his work. The pendant went dark and everyone looked around, taking
stock of their surroundings as if they could see something
different about their environment now that the ancient wards were
inactive. Josephine heightened her psychic senses but couldn’t
sense anything different. The white magic power center that weaved
throughout the city thrummed with its steady and invisible energy.
Nothing had changed. Josephine couldn’t understand how that was
possible.

“This meeting is adjourned,” Perry
announced.

The assembled White Knights dispersed in
small groups as people speculated over what would happen next.
Josephine couldn’t help feeling disappointed over the lack of
results.

A troubled frown marred Alice’s beautiful
face. “Dropping the wards didn’t have any effect at all. How is
that possible?”

“I’m sure the white magic power center is
stronger but we can’t feel the difference,” Helen hypothesized.
“Maybe it’s too spread out. We may have to pull the power center so
it only covers the heart of the city.”

“That will take a lot of time,” Alice
noted.

They waited several more moments for the
room to clear out before they stood up and approached the
councilors who were speaking in low tones among themselves. As the
three women approached, Perry and Mark smiled in greeting. Perry
rose and embraced Helen, his girlfriend. Mark hugged Josephine and
when he pulled back, his hands brushed over hers in a brief caress.
Callan, one of the councilors and Galina’s husband, nodded politely
to Josephine and her friends. Callan was average height and weight
with black hair, blue eyes, olive skin and a dimple on his chin. He
was a very serious and studious individual without too much of a
sense of humor. He was also very loyal to his friends and those who
proved themselves to him as Josephine had managed to do.

“If you’ll excuse me, I need to make sure
Galina is okay,” Callan said to the group as he left them to join
his wife.

Firenze gazed at Josephine with trepidation.
“I was hoping there would be a lot more power released when the
wards fell.”

Josephine opened her mouth to agree but a
flood of intense light energy coursed through her. She closed her
mouth and performed a psychic scan to determine what had just
happened. Joy and relief made her heart swell as the strands of
light energy that comprised the white magic power center came into
visibility via her paranormal senses and they were brimming with
new vitality and power. Their plan had worked after all.

“Wow!” Helen exclaimed. “This is
extraordinary.”

A wide smile spread across Firenze’s face as
she turned to Perry. “You were right. The white magic power center
is exponentially stronger. It should be more than enough to keep us
safe.”

Pasi shifted in his chair, looking dour. He
was one of the councilors who had voted against the deactivation of
the primary white magic wards. He was friends with Vesta but didn’t
approve of her hostility towards the newcomers. He had apologized
for her rude behavior on more than one occasion and felt that Perry
and Mark deserved respect. In spite of their differences, he
recognized that they were an asset to the Earth Coalition. Pasi was
short at five feet and seven inches with blond hair and hazel eyes.
He was an intense, serious man and a traditionalist who had been a
councilor during the time period that Vesta had ruled the Earth
Coalition so he still valued her opinion.

“I’m afraid I disagree with our recent
course of action.” Pasi spoke in a grave tone as he sat stiff and
formal in his chair. “All that we have done is traded one disaster
for another.”

“We still have our secondary light energy
wards active and the capability of shielding the island with
terramezic energy,” Mark pointed out.

“I realize that,” Pasi acknowledged. He rose
to his feet. “If you’ll excuse me.”

He shuffled off along with five other
Council members. Presently, the only ones who remained were those
who had voted in Perry and Mark’s favor.

Firenze peered at Josephine wistfully. “I
wish you truly were an elder.”

Josephine had developed certain abilities
that only an elder could do, such as use telekinesis, tap into the
white magic power center with far more dexterity and strength than
the average White Knight, and she could heal without the aid of an
enchantment. On the other hand, she still hadn’t mastered the
ability to create or activate enchantments. Those were skills that
she should have shown great improvement in yet her progress was
negligible.

“I know.” Josephine wished she could do more
to help the White Knights. “Too bad all of the elders are
gone.”

“We’ll get more,” Firenze said. “It will
just take time.” Her face clouded over with anxiety. “I do agree
with Pasi about the threats to our city. We were in a feud with the
Dark Knights before we became trapped. Now that we’re back, they
will resume their attacks on us.”

“The Dark Knights attacked you?” Perry gazed
at her with concern.

“They tried to destroy our Selection
Fountain on many occasions,” Firenze explained. “As you know,
that’s the source of the Council’s power.”

Josephine’s brows furrowed pensively. “How
would that benefit them in a feud? You still have countless
enchantments ready to use.”

“There are dozens of enchantments contained
in these pendants.” Firenze gestured at her blue opal. “We can
teleport almost continuously, cast niveus imperiums, and we can
banish intruders from the city.”

“I realize that but you don’t leave the city
to track down dark wizards, do you?” Josephine asked.

“Sometimes, we lead quests to track down
dangerous criminals like the Dark Knights.”

“We need to learn more about the Dark
Knights,” Josephine stated. “What is their main goal? Do they want
to take over the world like the Valituras?”

“Not exactly,” Firenze said slowly.

Josephine arched a bemused brow at her.
“What do you mean by that?”

“The Dark Knights started out as an
organization to hunt down dangerous dark wizards,” Jazlyn
explained. “Their purpose was to maintain balance in the world,
support governments and organizations that are just, and to protect
the innocent.”

“That was a very long time ago.” Firenze
shot her a disgruntled look. “And it may not even be true. The
Council of the Dark Knights was established way before we were even
born.”

“They sound like they should be good guys,”
Perry observed.

Firenze flinched as though he had just
slapped her. “That couldn’t be further from the truth. The Dark
Knights stopped hunting illegal dark wizards long ago. They
actually cursed themselves with immortality so they can live their
self-indulgent lives for an eternity. The only real threat to their
criminal way of life is the Earth Coalition.”

“How do they collect their dark energy?”
Perry asked.

“I assume they do it the same way as any
other black magic practitioner. What difference does that make?”
Firenze asked.

“I’m just trying to understand how they
adopted such a heroic purpose,” Perry responded.

Jazlyn suddenly looked decidedly
uncomfortable. “The White Knights founded the Council of the Dark
Knights.”

“That was a long time ago,” Firenze said in
an annoyed tone before her colleague could say anything else on the
matter. “The White Knights realized it was a huge mistake less than
a year after creating the Dark Knights.”

“You taught them black magic?” Mark stared
at her with shock.

“The Earth Coalition didn’t teach black
magic. They recruited category five and six talents and taught them
how to create special dark energy collectors using mainstream
magic. These dark energy collectors take great skill to make and
can absorb dark energy from free-standing dark enchantments and
curses before they infect their victim,” Jazlyn explained.

“I’m not sure I understand.” Perry’s brows
wrinkled as he contemplated her response.

“Dark Knights can absorb construo letalis
curses and frigus exitialis curses for example,” Jazlyn said. The
construo letalis curse was a deadly manifestation that usually took
the form of a human but could shape shift to any animal. It was
impervious to most forms of magic and could bypass all types of
magical protection except for white magic. The frigus exitialis was
used to surround a building. It formed an impenetrable dark energy
barrier and froze everyone and everything inside.

“That’s extraordinary!” Josephine exclaimed.
“Can they do that without actually practicing black magic?”

“That’s what they were trained for,” Jazlyn
responded.

“Except the Dark Knights quickly became
corrupted by their power,” Firenze stated heatedly. “They weren’t
satisfied with the advanced mainstream magic, they wanted
immortality. A couple of them managed to learn to cast the
immortality curse and cast the spell on
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