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Chapter One
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Jason sighed, placing his bag on the cluttered desk. He sank into his chair, the stack of notes mocking him. "What's wrong with these people?" he muttered, frustration bubbling. "Don't they know how to use a computer?" He pulled out his tablet, the familiar glow a small comfort, and began sending a wave of instructional emails.

Once the last email was sent, he stood, a sense of weary resolve settling in. Time to tackle the real problems. He approached the first person, a middle-aged man struggling with his inbox. A patient explanation later, he moved on. The morning became a blur of faces and tech support, each interaction draining his energy. Just as the lunch hour approached, his phone rang.

"Jason! You have to come now!" Sam's voice was a choked sob.

"Sam, what is it?" Panic tightened Jason's chest.

"It's Mom. She's in the hospital. They won't tell me anything."

Jason's heart lurched. "I'm on my way." He grabbed his bag, told the receptionist he had to leave, and rushed to the parking garage.

Sam was waiting at the hospital entrance, his face pale and drawn. "They won't say anything," he repeated, his voice trembling.

Jason took in his brother's disheveled appearance. "Come on." They approached the reception desk. "My mother was admitted earlier. I need to know what's happening."

The receptionist offered a placating smile. "Please, have a seat. We'll let you know when we have information."

Jason's patience snapped. "I'm her power of attorney. I have a right to know. Either tell me now, or take me to her."

The receptionist hesitated, then signaled to a passing nurse. "This gentleman needs to see his mother, Sara. The one who's very ill."

"Follow me," the nurse said, her expression grave.

"I'll be back," Jason told Sam, then followed the nurse down the sterile hallway. "What's wrong with her?" he asked.

"The doctor will explain," the nurse replied, stopping at a closed door. She gestured, then left.

Inside, the room was a flurry of activity, nurses monitoring machines and scribbling notes. In the corner, a doctor observed the scene.

"Can I help you?" the doctor asked.

"She's my mother. What's going on?" Jason demanded.

"Let's talk outside."

In the hallway, the doctor's words were blunt. "Her heart rate is dangerously high. We're concerned it may fail. Is she on any medication, any drugs?"

"No! She would never," Jason said, his voice sharp.

"We'll run more tests," the doctor said, his voice somber. "But you need to prepare for the worst." He returned to the room.

Jason walked back to the waiting area, where Sam was pacing. "He said... she's very sick," Jason said, his voice flat. "We need to prepare."

Sam sank into a chair, his face buried in his hands. "It doesn't make sense. She was fine earlier." He stood abruptly. "I need to see her."

Jason led him to the room. Inside, a single nurse stood by the bed.

"You're family?" she asked.

"Her sons," Jason confirmed.

Sam sat by the bed, taking his mother's hand. Her eyes fluttered open.

"You're here," she whispered, looking up at Jason. "I need to talk to you both. Alone." The nurse nodded and left.

"There's so much I need to tell you," she said, her voice weak. She reached for Jason's face. "Don't be afraid." A soft glow filled the room, and Jason felt a rush of memories, a flood of her life. She lowered her hand. "You two are destined for great things. The world needs you."

She looked at Sam. "Jason is your brother, your partner." She took both their hands, pulling them together. A red glow pulsed between them. "Together, you are unstoppable." She released their hands, then turned to Jason. "My memories will explain everything."

"What's happening?" Jason asked, his mind reeling.

"I'm dying," she said, a faint smile on her lips. "Like my mother and hers. You two are saviors, with magic in our blood. A gift, and a curse." She coughed, struggling to sit up. "Promise me you'll take care of each other."

"I don't understand," Jason said. "Magic isn't real."

"It is," she said, her eyes intense. "You are powerful. Sam, listen to Jason. Stay by his side."

Sam nodded, tears streaming down his face. "You'll get better."

She shook her head, and the machines around her began to scream, lights flashing. The door burst open, and doctors and nurses rushed in.

"You need to leave!" someone shouted.

Jason pulled Sam from the room. "We'll be okay," he said, trying to reassure himself as much as his brother.

A doctor approached, his face grim. "I'm sorry. She's gone."



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

[image: ]




Jason parked in front of their mother's house. "Let's go," he said, switching off the engine. He led the way to the apartment door, opened it, and waited for Sam. Together, they headed down to the basement.

"What exactly are we looking for?" Sam asked, his voice echoing in the cluttered space. "This place has always been full of junk."

Jason surveyed the basement. "Maybe that's the point," he said. "If they wanted to hide something, they'd make sure it was well-hidden." He walked over to a section of the wall that looked slightly different. Finding a lone light switch, he flicked it down. A low rumble filled the air, and a hidden door swung open. Jason glanced at Sam and stepped through.

The room beyond was surprisingly large, lined with bookshelves and shelves filled with strange objects: bottles, candles, crystals, and other decidedly magical items.

"What is all this?" Sam asked, picking up a bottle containing what appeared to be preserved eyeballs.

"Our history," Jason replied, pointing to a large, leather-bound book. Their family name was embossed on the cover. He opened it to the first page, and Sam joined him as they began to read.

Magic and power run deep in our family. From the beginning, two male heirs have been tasked with protecting the world. This power, however, comes with great risk. Evil will seek you out. Leave no witnesses and keep your identities secret. The box beside this book contains two rings. Touch the box together to open it. I love you, my sons. Mom.

Jason looked at Sam. "Together?" He held out his hand, and they touched the box. The lid sprang open, revealing two silver rings, each with a gemstone: one red, the other blue. Jason slipped on the blue ring, and Sam did the same with the red one. They stared at each other, waiting.

"What did you expect?" Sam asked, breaking the silence. "That we'd suddenly get superpowers and save the world? Mom was sick." He turned to leave, but Jason grabbed his arm. The moment they touched, the room shook, and a bright yellow light enveloped them. Jason tried to pull away, but their hands were locked together. Electricity surged through them, and they both cried out, collapsing onto the floor.

Jason struggled to his feet, his legs weak. "What the hell was that?" Sam asked, his voice shaky.

Jason leaned against the wall, his hands trembling. "Our legacy," he said, looking at his brother. "Can you feel it? The power?"

Sam stood, shaking his head. "You're imagining things. There's no power." He started to walk away, and Jason grabbed him again. "How do you explain what just happened?"

Sam looked around the room, then pointed to a puddle of water on the floor. "Static electricity." Jason shook his head as Sam headed upstairs.

Jason walked to the book and sat down. Something had definitely happened. He could feel it, a change within him.

The next morning, a scream jolted Jason awake. He ran to Sam's room and found him levitating, stuck to the ceiling. Jason grinned. "Still think it's static electricity?"

Sam yanked off the ring and threw it. He crashed onto the bed, sitting up abruptly. "What has she done to us?" He picked up the ring, examining it closely. "It's real. Magic is real."

Jason smiled. "Pretty cool, right? Come on, let's see what else this book has to say."

They returned to the basement. Jason flipped through the pages, stopping at one describing their protector and healer. "What do you think? If we're going to be fighting evil, we'll need someone watching our backs." They gathered the items listed and set up the urn for the spell. Sam lit the candles, and they reviewed the instructions.

Jason nodded. "I think we've got it." He held out his hand. As their hands touched, their rings glowed brightly.

Jason began to recite the spell. The urn began to glow, and a bright white light filled the room. They held hands, and the liquid inside the urn rose, floating behind them. It took shape.

"Mom?" Sam asked, his voice filled with awe. She smiled and rushed forward, hugging him.

"How?" Jason asked, confused.

She hugged him, then picked up the book. "It's what mothers do," she said. "We're raised to protect our sons." She handed the book to Jason. "Now, study this. Read it all. Something dark is coming, and it's coming soon." She began to glow again.

"Are you leaving? Where are you going?" Sam asked. "Please, don't go. We need you."

She smiled, blowing him a kiss. "I'll be here when you need me," she said and vanished.

Jason looked at Sam. "Well, come on. Let's order Chinese and start reading."
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Weeks became a blur of intense study and magical practice for Sam and Jason. They delved deeper into the secrets of the book, discovering that their power grew stronger when they were together.

One afternoon, Jason reached out and took Sam's hand. The basement glowed with intensified light.

"Whoa," Sam said, pulling away and wiping his brow. "I'm wiped out." He glanced at the urn. "Why doesn't she ever come back?"

"She'll be here when we need her," Jason assured him. "Come on, let's finish this section."

Sam shook his head. "I can't. I need a shower. And I have a date tonight." He headed upstairs.

Jason sighed and closed the book. He went to his room, showered, and then settled on the bed with his laptop. He watched from the window as Sam left for his date. A message popped up on his screen, and a smile spread across Jason's face. Cindy was coming over. He quickly typed a reply, and she confirmed she'd be there soon. He ordered some Chinese food and then went downstairs to wait.

The doorbell rang, and he paid for the delivery. Moments later, it rang again, and this time it was Cindy. She rushed in, greeting him with a kiss.

"So, this is where you're living now?" she asked as he closed the door.

"Yeah," he explained. "Sam's still in school, and he wanted to stay here."

She smiled and pulled him close. "It's been a week since..." she trailed off, her hands finding his.

"I know," he said, kissing her. She pulled back and headed for the table, already opening the cartons of food. Jason grabbed plates and joined her. They ate and talked about work, enjoying the comfortable silence between them.

Later, she took his hand. "Show me your room?" she asked with a playful smile.

He led her upstairs. She closed the door behind them and pushed him playfully onto the bed.

Suddenly, the door burst open, revealing a startled Sam. Jason quickly ushered him out.

"Oh, sorry," Sam mumbled, his face flushed.

"Sam! You can't just barge in like that!" Jason said.

"Sorry, won't happen again," Sam said, retreating.

Jason followed him downstairs. "There's leftover Chinese in the fridge if you're hungry."

Cindy came down the stairs, wearing Jason's shirt. Sam stopped and stared.

"Who's this?" she asked, leaning against Jason.

"My little brother, Sam," Jason said.

"Nice to meet you, little brother," Cindy said, offering her hand.

Sam shook her hand, then grabbed some food and plates. "Great, I'm starving," he said with a grin.

"I'm going to grab a shirt," Jason said, heading back upstairs. When he returned, Cindy and Sam were eating and chatting.

"You work with Jason?" Sam asked Cindy. She nodded. "Um, how long have you two been... together?"

Jason sat down and joined them. "About a year?" he confirmed, looking at Cindy.
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