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Chapter 1

Jason Flanigan awakened shortly after three
in the morning, the inky black darkness of his spacious bedroom was
absolute. Because several attempts had been made on his life, he
had taken numerous precautions to prevent any leakage of light to
make it difficult for enemies to target him which included closing
the curtains, unplugging his alarm clock and turning his computer
off rather than allowing it to remain idle. Jason was extremely
tall at six foot three inches with robin egg blue eyes and wavy
black hair. He was refreshed and alert with less than five hours of
sleep because of his unique physiology as a category six wizard.
Practically everyone in the world nowadays possessed some kind of
magical talent and it was mandated by the government to have your
strength measured and reported. Jason had grown up with the average
power of a category three but a couple of months ago his category
six talent had activated. A couple of benefits that came with being
a six was immortality and the need for a lot less sleep. Jason,
along with his younger brother, Benjamin, and his cousin, Amy, had
inherited this home a couple of months ago. They had also inherited
the problems that came with a centuries-old struggle for power. A
secret society known as the Valituras wanted to possess or destroy
this house which was imbued with powerful and ancient magic.

For generations, the house had been owned by
members of the family with the potential for white magic. Those who
awakened this powerful and unique ability, which was completely
different from mainstream magic, were called White Knights. Jason
preferred to remain a category six while Benjamin and Amy had
managed to awaken their white magic talent. They were still in the
early stages of developing their power. Jason scanned the quiet
room with his paranormal senses to confirm there were no intruders.
Jason reached out with his mind and connected with the mini vortex
that encompassed the house. Power immediately rushed into his body
and his psychic awareness expanded. Jason took a quick shower and
changed into a crisp blue dress shirt and black pants before he
made his way downstairs to the atrium which could be accessed from
the second living room of the main floor at the back of the
house.

The atrium was immense and the half moon was
clearly visible through the glass ceiling. The inviting fragrance
of flowers and herbs greeted him as he stepped onto the green slate
tiles that formed numerous winding paths that meandered through the
various gardens which offered clusters of lush plumosa ferns,
asparagus ferns, vibrant colored orchids, lush lavender bushes, a
variety of herbs and other flowers. Jason made his way to the back
of the atrium and directed the palms of both his hands toward the
glass wall. His power hadn’t come naturally. He was a product of
generations of genetic tampering, that until recently, no one had
known about. He had recovered the buried memories with the help of
Benjamin. A group of category six wizards, called the Ebullio, that
viewed humankind as one large petri dish had performed numerous
experiments on Jason and his family, repressing their memories with
amnesia spells. Jason’s newfound talent came with a side-effect.
Whenever he created an enchantment, his body automatically produced
a mysterious secondary energy that would cause the enchantment to
collapse before he could finish it. The only way to suppress this
secondary energy when needed was to generate and release it once or
twice a day.

Jason made it part of his morning routine to
go to the far side of the atrium to release this secondary energy
to avoid disrupting the mainstream magic of the home. His palms
tingled as he generated a steady stream of this mysterious power.
After several long moments, he stopped and let his arms fall to his
sides. He sensed Radha’s warm presence behind him. She was a light
being that maintained the white magic power center of the house and
its property. Right now, she hovered in the air at about eye-level
in the form of a glistening green hummingbird. Like Jason, she
needed very little sleep and sometimes met with him in the morning
before the others woke up.

Jason’s lips curved in a friendly smile.
“Good morning, Radha.”

The hummingbird exploded into a bright,
sparkling mist of energy for just an instant before settling into
the human form that Radha took. A gorgeous, green evening gown
draped elegantly over Radha’s tall and slender frame. Her beautiful
green eyes matched the color of the dress and was also the exact
same color whenever she took the form of a hummingbird. Her red,
curly hair flowed just past her shoulders.

“Good morning, Jason,” she greeted him.

The two of them made their way to the
kitchen and Jason started a pot of coffee. The kitchen offered
updated stainless steel appliances while the gleaming black crystal
countertops and central island contained shiny silver specks that
sparkled like jewels in the generous lighting. This room, along
with every other room in the house, boasted polished cedar hardwood
flooring. Sometimes Jason couldn’t believe he owned this home. Or
rather, he would own the home after ten years along with Amy
and Benjamin as per the terms of the will. It didn’t take long for
the coffee to brew.

Jason and Radha perched on stools at the
breakfast bar, sipping their drinks in companionable silence. In
spite of her years, Radha had seldom interacted with the previous
occupants of the house. She preferred peaceful solitude and
required large quantities of light energy provided by the white
magic power center. Her prudence and caution had kept her alive for
over two centuries.

Radha took another dainty sip of her coffee
and set the mug down on the polished black crystal countertop
before her. “I’ve seen many changes but over the last few weeks, I
feel like my world has been turned upside-down.”

“The White Knights have been in the news a
lot,” Jason acknowledged.

Concern splashed in Radha’s beautiful green
eyes. “I had always hoped that the original White Knights would
someday return. I had never believed they had died all those years
ago. Now that they’re back, I’m reluctant to leave my home and join
them.”

“I can understand that.” Jason took a sip of
his coffee as he mulled over the announcement on the previous day’s
news of the return of the White Knights. Apparently, they had been
trapped in some kind of suspended animation for centuries and a
category six by the name of Josephine O’Connor residing in
Sarasota, Florida had freed them. The White Knights lived in a
remote, unknown location and apparently they wanted it to stay that
way because none of the world governments could locate their city.
Jason gathered his thoughts and continued speaking. “Over the
years, you’ve made a lot of happy memories in this home and now you
have friends living here that may choose to leave to become part of
the Earth Coalition of White Knights. I have mixed feelings about
it, too. I’m happy for Benjamin and Amy if they do find a way to
join but at the same time, I’m going to miss them.”

“What about you?” Radha asked.

“What about me?” Jason stared at her with
puzzlement.

“The main reason you avoided becoming a
White Knight is because their power always burns out within a
couple of years. Now that the original White Knights have returned,
you would be able to avoid that,” Radha pointed out.

“That’s true,” Jason acknowledged. “But now
that I’m used to my category six power, I wouldn’t want to give it
up for white magic.”

Doubt flickered in Radha’s green eyes. “Even
with the side effect that you have to deal with?”

“It’s a minor inconvenience.” Jason’s lips
quirked in a wry smile. “Besides, it’s actually saved my life a
couple of times. It’s good at disrupting both mainstream magic and
dark magic.”

“Yes, it is,” Radha agreed.

She looked reassured by their discussion.
Jason knew she didn’t handle changes very well and it was rare for
her to open herself up to new friendships.

“Do you think it’s very likely that Amy and
Benjamin will leave us?” Radha asked.

“I’m certain Benjamin will be staying but
Amy’s having trouble with her power and she might decide to go,”
Jason replied.

Radha cocked her head in an inquisitive
manner. “Why are you so sure Benjamin won’t join the Earth
Coalition?”

“Because that would require him to pass the
training program which would involve lots of discipline, training,
and tests,” Jason said with amusement. “Those are things he tends
to avoid.”

“He’s so talented with white magic.” Radha’s
expression turned contemplative. “He’s a natural. I can’t imagine
he would give up such an opportunity.”

“He’ll develop his power in his own way and
in his own time,” Jason informed her.

Radha took another swallow of her coffee.
“Yes, he’s a free spirit.”

Jason knew that in spite of his
reassurances, Radha wasn’t completely convinced that he and
Benjamin would stay. For now, at least, she was content with his
answer. The two of them lapsed into a comfortable silence until
Radha decided to leave. As Jason brought both of their mugs to the
kitchen sink, he noticed that she had only drunk half of her coffee
which was typical for her. Light beings didn’t need to eat at all.
Their bodies were sustained by source energy which was why they
needed to spend most of their time within a white magic power
center. Needless to say, they didn’t travel much. Jason whipped up
some waffles for his younger brother who would soon be up and
getting ready for his job at Xtreme Donuts. Benjamin usually worked
the six to two thirty shift but his schedule could change at the
drop of a hat.

Jason set out a variety of toppings to
choose from, including strawberry jelly, grape jelly, maple syrup,
butter and honey. Benjamin breezed into the room just as Jason
finished preparing a third waffle. Benjamin was short and slender
with prominent cheekbones and a cleft in his chin. His eyes were a
different shade of blue compared to Jason’s but the shape of his
eyes and his face made their family resemblance obvious.

“You’ve made breakfast.” Benjamin glanced at
his brother’s face to gauge his expression. “Is this just a random
act of kindness or are the Valituras trying to kill us again?”

Jason grinned with good humor. “No one’s
trying to kill us at the moment.”

“Great!” Benjamin helped himself to two
waffles. “Thanks.”

Jason poured more batter into the waffle
iron as Benjamin slathered plenty of butter on his waffles then
drizzled syrup over them. Jason remained standing beside the stove
and turned to face Benjamin who seated himself at the breakfast
counter.

“Did you have a nice chat with Radha?”
Benjamin asked.

Jason arched a brow at his younger brother.
“I did and she’s wondering if you’re going to join the Earth
Coalition.”

“I thought about it and decided I’m going to
stay put,” Benjamin informed him. “Besides, how would we even find
them? The way they select apprentices is by going on quests. It
would just be random luck for them to choose us. What are the
chances?”

“The White Knights have great intuition,”
Jason said. “Apparently, they can find people who want to join
their ranks if they’re ready.”

“Well, I’m not ready.” Benjamin took another
bite of his waffle.

Jason wasn’t surprised by his brother’s
response but he found it oddly reassuring. Like Radha, he would
miss his brother if he left to join the Earth Coalition of White
Knights.

“I’m still stunned by the news that there
are dozens of colonized worlds out there, inhabited by people like
us,” Jason announced.

“I know. It’s crazy,” Benjamin said. “I
wonder how long the government knew about it before they decided to
make it public knowledge.”

“Who knows?” Jason shrugged. “I kind of
liked it better when I didn’t know.”

“We’re cut off from those worlds so it
doesn’t matter unless the AIs figure out how to send more androids
here for an invasion,” Benjamin pointed out. “I think we’re
safe.”

“I’m glad it’s not my problem,” Jason
said.

Benjamin flashed a teasing grin at him.
“That’s right. The only thing you have to worry about is catching
murderers.”

“Most of my cases involve other stuff that’s
far more routine,” Jason retorted.

“Like what? Arson and robberies?” Amusement
glittered in Benjamin’s eyes.

“Point taken,” Jason acknowledged.

Benjamin didn’t allow for much preparation
time in the morning so he had to scarf down the rest of his
breakfast and fly out the door for work. Jason left the condiments
out and made several more waffles, knowing that Amy would be up
soon. She shuffled into the kitchen, only mildly surprised to find
breakfast waiting for her. Amy had the same robin egg blue eyes as
Jason, was tall with an average build and had long wavy black hair
which she had confined in a ponytail at the moment.

“Good morning,” Jason greeted her.

“Good morning.” Amy flashed a smile at him
then started off with just one waffle. She added a little butter
and some grape jelly before heading over to the breakfast bar. “You
want to talk about the return of the White Knights, don’t you?”

“You’re very perceptive.” Jason shot her a
lopsided smile.

“I’m still thinking about it.” Amy regarded
him with a thoughtful expression. “There are a lot of pros and cons
to joining them. My main concern is burning out before I can master
white magic.”

“I know it’s difficult for you but you’re in
a safe place and since you can work from home, you spend most of
your time inside a white magic power center,” Jason stated. “I
don’t think you’ll burn out with so much exposure to light
energy.”

“That’s probably true but there are a lot of
factors to consider.” Amy took a bite of her waffle and chewed
slowly with a distracted expression on her face.

“It’s a big decision and you have plenty of
time to make it.” Jason smiled warmly at her. “The White Knights
have returned and they’re here to stay.”

“I won’t make any hasty decisions.” Amy
leveled a reassuring look at her cousin.

“If you go, I’ll miss you,” Jason told
her.

“I’ll miss you, too,” Amy said.

Jason chatted with her for a bit before he
cleaned up the kitchen and set off for work at the Seattle police
station. It was just a short distance from their home in Edmonds
but the traffic was always terrible. He gave himself plenty of time
for the morning commute so he arrived about fifteen minutes early.
Seattle was one of eleven places in the world that contained a
power vortex that any wizard could sense but only a category five
or six could connect to without the help of an enchantment. The
police station rested within the confines of the invisible vortex
which spanned a large portion of the city. Jason made a habit of
staying plugged into the vortex whenever he was within range. It
not only gave him a pleasant buzz and a constant stream of energy
but it also expanded his natural gift of psychometry, allowing him
to scan his surroundings with ease which helped to prevent ambushes
from black magic practitioners.

Jason made a beeline for the break room
where several large boxes of Xtreme Donuts were waiting on a beige
Formica countertop beside the sink. Xtreme Donuts was the premier
shop for gourmet donuts and Jason always looked forward to a
morning snack when he started work. The alluring aroma of the
freshly baked sweets drifted out from the box. He selected an
Xtreme Maple which was a Long John topped with decadent maple
frosting and stuffed with maple cream cheese. It happened to be his
absolute favorite. He took a bite and savored the rush of flavor
for just a moment before swallowing it. He made his way over to his
workspace, an office located in one of the hallways with six desks
arranged in two rows facing each other from across the room. Two
large windows beside the door allowed the occupants to observe what
was happening in the hallway.

Jason’s partners, Willow and Trevor, were
already seated behind their desks in the row facing the door. Jason
settled in his chair directly across from them. Willow and Trevor
were both in their twenties, wearing business casual clothes since
they were plainclothes detectives. Jason had only worked with them
for a very short time but they had already established a great
rapport. Willow had brown eyes and she always kept her brown hair
confined in a ponytail. She was the one who had recruited Jason to
the police force as a psychometrist. Trevor was average height with
blond hair and green eyes. He had aspirations of one day becoming a
lieutenant while Willow was more laid-back and happy with her
current position.

Willow’s brown eyes gleamed with excitement.
“I’m dying to know what’s going on with Benjamin and Amy now that
the original White Knights have returned.”

“Benjamin will definitely stay in Edmonds
but Amy is thinking about joining the Earth Coalition,” Jason
replied.

“If only a fraction of the stories about
them are true, they can teach her to do great things,” Willow said
enthusiastically.

“And of course there’s the practical side of
the issue. There are two Valituras teams in Seattle gunning for
White Knights,” Trevor remarked.

“We haven’t heard a peep from them for quite
a while,” Jason said.

“They usually attack when new relatives
inherit the house,” Willow reminded Trevor. “Now that Benjamin and
Amy have developed their abilities a bit, I don’t think they have
anything to worry about.”

“Especially with a category six living with
them,” Trevor said in reference to Jason.

“We’re going to make some serious advances
in our technology.” Willow’s eyes sparked with excitement.

“Has anyone ever considered the possibility
that electricity may be better than terramezic energy?” Trevor
suggested.

“I seriously doubt that.” Willow’s tone was
adamant.

“I’m just saying that their technology may
have developed differently but it doesn’t necessarily make it
superior to what we have now,” Trevor argued.

Willow’s lips curved in a sardonic smile. “I
think the ability to colonize other worlds through intergalactic
portals is just a smidgeon more advanced than what we can do
now.”

“Well, they can’t do it anymore,” Trevor
pointed out.

“Maybe they can,” Jason suggested.

Trevor shot him a teasing grin. “Are you
taking her side on this?”

Jason laughed and took a bite of his donut.
Trevor happened to have a couple of Xtreme black forest donuts
which were old-fashioned, chocolate donuts covered with a decadent
dark chocolate and cherry frosting while Willow had an Xtreme apple
fritter. They turned their attention to their computers to work on
some of their paperwork but were soon assigned another case.

“It looks like we’ve got a murder,” Trevor
announced.

Jason’s gut tightened reflexively. Murder
cases were unpleasant, especially for those gifted with psychometry
who could witness the event. Willow and Trevor threw him
sympathetic looks as they rose to their feet. Trevor drove Willow
and Jason to the crime scene which was a studio apartment with
sparse but updated furnishings. A police officer stood just outside
the door to prevent any passersby from entering the premises. The
victim was a blond man in his early twenties lying in bed. The
covers were pulled up to his bare chest and there was no sign of
physical trauma or a struggle.

“It looks like he just died in his sleep,”
Trevor remarked.

Jason opened his psychic receptors to the
subtle energy currents and psychic imprints of the room. It
surprised him to find very few psychometric impressions to
read.

“Someone has used an ignotus enchantment to
cover their tracks,” he announced.

Willow stared at him with surprise. “Are you
serious? This man was murdered?”

“I’m not sure.” Jason stepped closer to the
bed as impressions began to whisper at him. He closed his eyes and
focused on the trickle of information that flowed to him. “His name
was Felton. There was nothing particularly stressful about his
life. I’m not picking up on any enemies that would want him dead or
any dark energy that would indicate a murder but that could have
been erased by the ignotus enchantment.”

Jason stood very still in front of the bed,
his eyes still shut as he reached out with his mind to probe the
faint psychometric imprints on the dead body and the bed. Willow
and Trevor allowed him to work in silence, knowing it was best to
leave him alone for the moment. Jason abruptly opened his eyes and
whirled around to face them.

“I think the Valituras may have murdered
him,” Jason told them.

Trevor’s eyes widened with astonishment.
“Are you saying there’s no dark energy in the room at all?”

“That’s it exactly! Every single particle of
dark energy has been collected,” Jason informed him.

“But you don’t get dark energy by killing
someone,” Willow pointed out.

“They may have tortured him to produce the
dark energy they needed and then killed him afterwards.” Jason’s
brows furrowed in contemplation as he puzzled it out and opened his
magical senses to the psychometric energy in the room once
again.

Willow went over to the victim and pulled
the sheet down to his waist, revealing his bare chest, stomach and
arms. “I don’t see any signs of torture.”

She reached out with her gloved hand and
raised his arm up to inspect his fingers and nails. Trevor joined
her and took a closer look at Felton. Jason watched them in silence
as he continued to feel out the psychic imprints surrounding
him.

“Are you sure there was an ignotus
enchantment cast in the room?” Trevor asked.

Jason hesitated. “Well, it’s possible he was
a category five or six.”

“Some people just don’t give off much
residual energy,” Willow reminded them.

“That’s true,” Jason acknowledged.

“So we have a guy who just had a heart
attack or a stroke while sleeping. The coroner will have to examine
him for cause of death,” Trevor said.

“I suppose I’d better be thorough.” Jason
moved closer to the bed and leaned over so he could press his hand
against the victim’s chest which happened to be where the strongest
psychic impression in the entire room resided.

His talent for psychometry was so acute that
physical contact was rarely necessary. The palm of his hand tingled
as weak and fragmented impressions flowed to him. Jason was making
progress now, piecing together the snippets of broken psychometric
energies from the victim to form brief yet cohesive visions. He saw
Felton’s dream from a distance. It was broken and choppy but Felton
was the pilot of a private jet flying through wispy clouds as he
soared over the Puget Sound toward Whidbey Island. In reality,
Felton hadn’t yet taken any flying lessons but had almost saved
enough money to do so. Felton snapped awake when hot spears of pain
shot out from his chest. He opened his eyes in the darkness to see
a man standing over him wielding a wand that streamed crimson
energy directly into Felton’s chest, immobilizing him and causing
searing agony. The vision melted away in spite of Jason’s best
efforts to see more. He turned his back on the victim, feeling very
bad for what Felton had endured at the hands of the dark
wizard.

“It was too dark for Felton to see his
attacker’s face but he’s definitely a man,” Jason told them. “I’m
not sure if it was the Valituras or not. I could only see from the
victim’s perspective. He probably suffered hours of torture. The
enchantment was designed to inflict as much pain as possible
without leaving any physical damage but there is still a lot of
stress on the body and it eventually shuts down.”

Willow looked horrified. “That’s awful! The
poor guy.”

“Did you discover anything else about the
dark wizard?” Trevor prompted.

“I’m afraid not.” Regret laced Jason’s
words.

“You did your best,” Trevor
acknowledged.

“Whoever is doing this wants a lot of dark
energy very quickly,” Willow said.

Trevor nodded in agreement. “And that means
he wants to cast a powerful spell.”

“We should check the reports of cases that
we’re not assigned to and see if there are any other victims who
died of heart attacks,” Jason suggested.

“Good idea,” Willow said.


Chapter 2

Jason, Willow, and Trevor combed through the
reports in their office looking for anything related to their
case.

It didn’t take long for Willow to poke her
head out from behind her computer so she could address both Trevor
and Jason. “I’ve found something.”

“That’s great,” Jason acknowledged. “What do
you have?”

“The victim’s name is Brice Sellers. He was
only twenty-four and he died of a heart attack around two this
morning. One of our enforcers read the crime scene and determined
Brice died of natural causes,” Willow said.

“Who read the crime scene?” Trevor threw her
an inquisitive look.

“It was Marshall,” Willow replied.

“He’s good,” Trevor remarked. “Maybe that
one isn’t related to our case.”

“The crime scene was already cleaned up,”
Willow reported.

“It’s a long shot but it’s worth checking
out just to be sure,” Jason said.

“We don’t have any other leads.” Willow
turned to Trevor. “What do you say?”

“Let’s take a look,” he responded.

They left the police station and headed over
to Brice’s residence which was an apartment only a couple of blocks
from Felton’s home. The crime scene tape was already down and
Trevor talked the apartment manager into letting them take a look.
Willow, Trevor, and Jason entered the one bedroom apartment and
found lots of furniture and a huge entertainment center with a
large television as the centerpiece. It was obvious that Brice
liked to entertain. Jason opened his second sight and examined the
numerous energy imprints in the living room.

“There was no ignotus enchantment cast
here,” Jason commented. “But there are so many people who visited
that there’s a lot to sort through.”

“Take your time,” Willow said.

Information about Brice and his friends
bombarded Jason’s mind. It took a while for him to weed through all
the data but there wasn’t anything useful. He stepped into the
bedroom and scanned the psychometry energy. Willow and Trevor
waited by the doorway, watching him work in silence.

“There’s absolutely no dark energy in here,”
Jason announced.

“Do you sense intruders or anything else
suspicious?” Trevor asked.

“No,” Jason admitted. “Let me check one more
thing.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed and
placed his hand near the center where there was a larger
concentration of psychometric energy. He carefully and methodically
went through the various psychic impressions until he found the one
he was looking for. In the vision, Brice was fast asleep but was
awakened by a horrible pain that exploded from his chest and arced
through his entire body. He tried to open his eyes but the
immobility enchantment had already taken effect. Jason made sure
that he looked through everything related to this death before he
turned to address his colleagues.

“He was murdered like Felton but he was
immobilized before he could open his eyes. That’s why the killer
didn’t use an ignotus enchantment,” he explained. “There’s no sign
of the dark wizard’s trace energy at all which means he must have a
privacy field.”

“Our killer has been busy.” Trevor’s tone
was dour. “He killed two people in one night.”

“We’ll have to expand our search to see if
he’s done this before,” Willow said.

When they returned to the station, they
didn’t have much time to research other cases before they were
assigned a new one. The rest of their day was filled with the
resolution of petty crimes and Jason managed to solve most of them
with his psychometry while a couple of others required research and
investigation. His fingers flew over the keyboard as he tried to
finish up a report as quickly as possible, knowing Trevor and
Willow were doing the same. The unsolved serial killer
investigation weighed heavily on his mind. It wasn’t until late in
the afternoon that they had time to research it some more. Elijah,
the chief of police, entered the office before they discovered
anything further. Elijah was fairly new to the department but
well-liked. He was difficult to read but fairly laid back. He had
black, wavy hair, hazel eyes, was average height and slender.

Elijah closed the door behind him and took a
position near the center of the room so he could address everyone
as a group. “I have some disturbing news and a new assignment for
Jason.”

“For me?” Jason’s voice cracked as he spoke
and he cleared his throat nervously.

“Ever since we learned of our ancestors and
the colony worlds and the threat of the AIs, our government has
been scrambling to develop terramezic technology so we can defend
ourselves and detect any intruders on our world before an invasion
force can be assembled,” Elijah explained.

“I thought Earth was too far away from the
colony worlds for the AIs to send any more androids,” Trevor
interjected.

“We have to keep on our toes,” Elijah said.
“To that end, all major cities and government offices are being
equipped with terramezic scanners so we can detect Ancient
technology being used.”

“That makes sense,” Willow acknowledged.

“Unfortunately, there’s too much of a demand
for terramezic scanners so we will need all category six staff to
work on them. I have scheduled my enforcers to create these
enchantments and Jason will be working on them as well,” Elijah
explained.

“We really need Jason’s help. We’ve got a
serial killer on the loose, chief,” Willow told him.

“Yes, I read your reports,” Elijah said. “I
only have Jason working on terramezic scanners half a day on
Wednesdays. Hopefully, we won’t need to rely on enchantments for
much longer.”

“That’s right,” Trevor acknowledged. “The
Earth Coalition is training people from all over the world in
terramezic technology.”

“We don’t know how long it will take for our
scientists and researchers to come up with a non-magical scanner so
for now, we’re going to crank out those terramezic particle
detection enchantments. We were provided a handful of these devices
and have been randomly performing scans of the area,” Elijah told
them. “Unfortunately, I have some bad news.”

Willow’s brown eyes lit with understanding.
“Terramezic particles have been detected in our area.”

“Exactly,” Elijah confirmed. “We used up all
of our enchantments that we were given because we discovered
terramezic energy within King County. The good news is that we
haven’t picked up anything in Seattle itself. It’s north of here
and we have it narrowed down to Lynnwood, Mountlake Terrace,
Shoreline, or Edmonds.”

“Edmonds?” Jason was horrified to learn that
hostile AI-controlled androids may have set up a base near his
home.

“When will you be given more terramezic
detection enchantments?” Willow inquired.

“It’s not going to happen. No one’s giving
them up,” Elijah said.

“That’s crazy!” Trevor regarded the chief of
police with outrage. “Isn’t the government worried about an
invasion?”

“Yes, they are,” Elijah acknowledged. “But
terramezic particles have been discovered in other areas across the
States. So far, the residual terramezic energy that has been
discovered was traced back to empty bases the androids set up
before they were destroyed.”

“The AIs are very efficient, aren’t they?” A
troubled frown spread across Willow’s face.

“It’s a good thing that they were destroyed
so quickly,” Trevor remarked.

Jason directed a concerned gaze at the
chief. “There’s something else, isn’t there?”

“Combat enforcers have been dispatched to
this area to track down the source,” Elijah informed them. “We’ve
also discovered a general pattern to the activity. The last few
times we detected terramezic energy, it was around three in the
morning.”

“That’s a peculiar time.” Jason mulled this
over with a contemplative frown.

Elijah’s hazel eyes sparked with concern.
“It’s a very good time to be active with the least chance of
detection.”

“How long until the enforcers finish more
scanners?” Willow asked.

“We’ll have at least two by tomorrow
morning.” Elijah’s gaze swept over Willow and Jason. “I want you to
keep your eyes out for anything suspicious since you live in
Mountlake Terrace and Edmonds.”

“I will,” Jason promised.

“Remember, these androids are powerful. If
you encounter any of them, call for backup immediately. Don’t
confront them on your own,” Elijah warned.

“We’ll be careful, chief,” Willow
acknowledged.


Chapter 3

When Jason arrived at home, he noticed
Michelle’s car parked in the driveway. The two of them had been
close friends for years and she had recently started training to
become a White Knight. She didn’t have the natural talent to awaken
so it would take lots of patience and dedication which she
possessed in abundance. Jason found her with Benjamin and Amy near
the center of the atrium, seated in front of a massive citrine
crystal the size of a desk. Michelle’s hands rested on the stone as
she leaned forward. Shiny, blue granite tiles comprised the
flooring of this area and it was surrounded by a row of gigantic
lavender and rosemary bushes.

Jason settled himself on a park bench to
wait for them to finish their practice session. The citrine crystal
contained a potent enchantment that helped to spark white magic
ability. Benjamin and Amy didn’t react to his presence even though
he was certain they could sense him. Jason wondered if they knew
about the possibility that androids may have set up a base in the
area. When Amy, Benjamin and Michelle ended their white magic
session, Jason broached the subject.

“Yes, there was a news report this
afternoon.” Michelle picked herself up off the blue, granite tiles.
“It’s very disturbing that we may have androids in the Seattle
area.”

“It might be just an empty base,” Amy
pointed out.

“That’s true,” Michelle acknowledged. “The
military is finding a lot of those.”

“It’s given our scientists a lot of
terramezic particle technology to examine,” Amy said.

Jason told them the rest of what he knew
about the location of the AI base.

“I hadn’t realized Edmonds was one of the
possible cities.” Amy looked disturbed by this revelation.

“The activity isn’t constant. It normally
occurs around three in the morning,” Jason noted.

A dismayed frown spread across Amy’s face.
“That means it’s very unlikely this is an abandoned facility.”

They gathered in the kitchen as they
discussed this latest threat and Jason prepared chicken ravioli
with pesto sauce for dinner. Jason stared at the dish of pesto
sauce in front of him while he waited for the pot of water to start
boiling, his thoughts swirling over his own personal predicament at
work. Elijah had given him the instructions for creating the
terramezic particle scanner enchantment towards the end of his
shift. It was complex magic and Jason worried he wouldn’t master it
well enough to produce results. He was also concerned about working
in the lab at the same time as Marshall, one of the enforcers at
the station. Jason’s mysterious secondary energy sometimes spilled
out for brief periods of time when he was practicing magic and he
worried that a category six may sense it. Only a few people knew
Jason’s secret and he intended to keep it that way. He had no
intention of becoming a lab rat for the government.

When they all sat down at the dining room
table for dinner, Jason waged a silent war over whether or not he
should confide in Michelle. He had considered telling her about the
secondary energy he produced many times but in the end, he always
decided to keep this information to himself. He couldn’t risk
sharing his secret with too many people. He could tell that
Michelle suspected he was keeping something from her. They were
close friends and had known each other a long time. Everyone had
their tells and Michelle was good at reading him.

“This ravioli is absolutely delicious,
Jason,” Michelle complimented him.

“Thanks.” Jason grinned at her. “I wish I
could take all the credit but I didn’t make it from scratch.”

Michelle laughed with amusement. “I know. I
watched you make dinner, remember?”

“One of these days, you’re going to have to
make this dish from scratch,” Benjamin teased his brother.

“Maybe I will if you agree to make a batch
of donuts from scratch,” Jason quipped. “You must have learned a
lot of trade secrets after working at Xtreme Donuts for so
long.”

Benjamin’s blue eyes twinkled with mirth.
“I’ve picked up a thing or two.”

“Is there something else on your mind,
Jason?” Michelle’s inquiring gaze met his. “You’ve been very quiet
this evening.”

Jason hesitated then set his fork down on
his plate. “There’s a disturbing case I’m working on but I don’t
think you’d care to hear about it while eating.”

“Try me,” Michelle prompted.

“There’s a serial killer collecting dark
energy,” Jason began.

He gathered his thoughts and gave them a
brief rundown on the case.

Michelle watched him with a mixture of
concern and sympathy. “It must be rough being a psychometrist in
that line of work.”

“It can be at times,” Jason confirmed.

“It’s really unusual for a dark wizard to
take that kind of a risk.” Amy’s expression was pensive. “He must
be working on something big.”

“I wish I knew what that was,” Jason
said.

Benjamin leveled a confident gaze at his
brother. “I’m sure you’ll catch this guy soon.”

“Have you seen Radha lately?” Michelle
asked.

“Not since last week,” Benjamin replied.

“I was hoping she could help with my
training,” Michelle said.

“You won’t see her much,” Benjamin noted.
“Light beings tend to be reclusive.”

“I was just hoping she could give me some
pointers.” Michelle’s brown eyes flashed with disappointment before
she took another bite of ravioli.

“I’ll talk to her,” Jason offered.

“Thanks. I appreciate that,” Michelle
responded with a grateful smile.

“White magic can be so difficult to learn,”
Amy commented. “I reached a plateau after just a couple of weeks
and I don’t seem to be getting any better. It’s still a struggle
for me to create new enchantments.”

Michelle threw her a questioning look.
“Didn’t Radha say that your ability is different somehow?”

“Yes, she did,” Amy confirmed. “I guess I
won’t be able to make much headway until I figure out how my
abilities function differently.”

“You have to let go of your logical mind and
allow your intuition to just run free,” Benjamin supplied
helpfully.

Amy’s lips quirked in a brief smile. “Easier
said than done for a computer programmer.”

After dinner, they chatted for a while
longer in the living room then Michelle left.

Amy’s expression became troubled as she
faced Jason. “I didn’t want to say this in front of Michelle but I
think the secondary energy that you have is terramezic energy.”

Benjamin and Jason stared at her with shock.
It hadn’t occurred to Jason that this could be a possibility.

“I don’t think terramezic energy is
something that someone can produce,” Jason finally said.

“I believe one of the goals the Ebullio had
when they tweaked our family’s DNA was to give us that ability,”
Amy hypothesized. “You may be able to do so much more than other
sixes. We know very little about terramezic energy.”

“The only thing I can do with that junk is
ruin my own enchantments before I’ve finished making them,” Jason
said.

“You can also disrupt a lot of spells that
are being cast,” Amy reminded him. “Remember how you took down the
frigus exitialis curse at the convenience store? The only known
counteragent to
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