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“The British have been running through and taking everything!” A short, plump man said to a taller gentleman standing beside him.

They both dressed in white suits with straw safari hats. Standing in a dark alley they would have stood out, if it wasn’t nearly one in the morning.

“We’ll get our due, don’t worry.” The taller man said, trying to reassure his friend.

They left their alley and followed the British workers. The laborers were almost finished loading the crates full of stolen artifacts destined for some London museum. The two well-dressed men kept their distance and also a close eye on the crates. Finding a corner that wasn’t well lit, they could spy for their target.

“We can’t move until we see proof they have the reliquary, Dante.” The taller man said. 

“Four years of searching only for it to be stolen from our grasp, Dalton.” Dante hissed.

A few more minutes ticked by when Dalton caught sight of the strange urn being tucked away in straw.

“There.” He whispered to Dante. “That’s it.”

Dante and Dalton emerged from their hiding spot and walked into the light. Both pulled Webley MK VI revolvers. 

“Hands up and step away from those crates!” Dalton shouted to the workers. “We’re confiscating them for a higher power.” He pulled an urn from his targeted crate. 

“And who is that, Dalton?” A voice said from behind the men.

Dalton and Dante turned while the workers ran from the scene, leaving the crates behind. Dante picked up a relic from an open crate.

“Oliver Williams.” Dalton said, pointing his revolver at the man. 

“Dalton and Dante, you’re out here working for which empire now?”

“At least we have an empire to work for. What’s the Pope doing these days? Staying a prisoner in his own city?” Dante quipped, playfully tossing the relic in his right hand.

“Face it, Williams, the Vatican is a fading remnant of what it once was.” Dalton added. “We represent a new power. A power that seeks to set things right as they were centuries ago. Believe it or not, but we are on the same side. You fight for the Vatican and we fight for the glory of God. Let us do our job and then we’ll both win.”

“I have orders.” Williams countered. “Leave or I’ll have to do something that isn’t very gentlemanly.” 

“There’s two of us here, Williams.” Dante said with a smile.

“You remember they call us the Unseen Order?” Williams replied. “The term order kind of implies that there are several of us.” He snapped his fingers.

A shot rang out and Dante fell to the ground, dead. He dropped the urn he’d been holding, shattering it to pieces. A faint, eerie blue glow emitted from the pieces. 

The sound of shattered pottery sparked Dalton into action, and he took off in a run. Williams pulled the trigger of his Smith and Wesson Model 10, wounding Dalton as the man tried to get away.

“After him!” Williams ordered, and two men dressed in black came from the shadows and ran after the limping Dalton. 

Another man with a rifle approached Williams.

“I didn’t mean to kill him.” The man said. “I just wanted to fire off a warning shot.”

Williams patted him on the shoulder. “Those old Enfield’s aren’t the best for accuracy, Harrison.” Williams stepped over Dante’s body with Harrison in tow. “Let’s get this urn back to the Vatican and gather any other items that might be stolen.”

Harrison smirked. “This entire batch is destined for the British History Museum. It’s all stolen.”

Williams chuckled at the joke.

In the four years since he’d been part of the Unseen Order, Oliver Williams helped return many lost artifacts to the Catholic Church and stop many criminals. 

“You know what, Harrison?” Williams smiled. “Soon our order will make this world good again.”

Harrison looked past Williams. “Is that normal?” He asked, pointing to the shattered, glowing relic.
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The alarm blared at seven in the morning, as it always did for Julian Diaz. He squinted at the blurry red numbers as he tried to turn off the buzzing. Like all mornings he resorted to pounding it with his fist. That shut it up.

Julian got up and stretched. The woman that shared his bed the previous night rolled over, but she remained asleep. Julian rubbed his face, scratching at his trimmed beard. He kicked at the mattress, rousing the woman from her slumber. The now awoken, and rather annoyed, woman propped herself up on her elbows and looked up at Julian.

“Yea. Um... lady. Time to go.” Julian said motioning with his thumb to the door. “I got to get ready for work.”

The woman muttered some curse words in Italian and gathered her things. Julian watched her, admiring her naked form, but she turned and slapped him before storming off to dress. Julian rubbed his cheek and went to fix some coffee, hearing his front door slam two minutes later. He rubbed his eyes and poured the hot water into his mug over instant coffee; the cheap brand.

An hour later Julian, dressed in jeans, a button-down shirt and his trademark black pea-coat, was out the door. As he walked out, leaving his T.V. on, he heard something about a theft in the Vatican but not much else. Julian didn’t have time to listen. He was running late and he knew that once he got to his “office”, a non-discriminate building a block away from the Vatican, he’d get the full story. 

It was a quick walk from his apartment. He dodged some of the Roman traffic and pushed through flocks of tourists waving cameras everywhere. Most people missed the obvious history in front of them for the more glamorous social media shots that everyone else in the world snapped photos of. It was the same sort of thing he saw daily during his walk to work.

Something today was different and he could feel it more as he walked closer to the Vatican. The mood felt tense.

He buzzed into the building with his badge and waved at the front desk worker. She looked up and smiled, but returned to her tasks. The place was abuzz with activity and he knew a bit of the reports already, having heard a quick segment on the morning news. 

Someone stole something from the Vatican Archives, the most secure vault in the world. The news did not hit Julian too hard. There was always something going on, but unless it was something special, his team would not get involved. Still, he figured his team would look at the case file, anyway.

Julian went to the back room, refilled his thermos with hot coffee from the carafe, and sat down with his team. Each of the other men and women were skilled in particular areas that served their team well. In Rome there were three teams, five members a piece. Except for Julian’s team. He lost a member to retirement. A rarity.

“Listen up!” The captain said. “You all know the news but you’re all smart enough to know that isn’t the only thing we’re facing.”

The captain was Maurice Le Marchal. A harden combat veteran recruited in the seventies, he worked his way up to the top. A brave yet violent man, he had the scars to prove it, too. His most famous one was the large scar that crossed his right eye. That was a story he loved telling anytime someone asked, or looked at it, or when he drank.  

“Alpha, you’ll handle the tips we have on the priests in the States. First contact would be the New York branch.” The captain ordered. “Bravo, coordinate with the Moscow branch and see what you can make on the black market smuggling of relics out of Turkey and into Russia. We’ve seen intel of a large number of Coptic items flooding their markets.” Captain Le Marchal looked at Julian last. “That leaves Omega.” The captain smiled. “Diaz, you’re in charge of the archive investigation.”

“Done.” Julian smiled, sipping his crappy instant coffee. In his years in the Order, he had yet to deal with the taste of instant coffee, but that’s what the captain kept for the teams. It was free so Julian suffered through it, but one never really gets used to the taste of instant coffee.

“And,” the captain continued. “You’re going to train your recruit.” He turned and motioned for the woman sitting at his side. 

The woman stood at attention, her eyes on Julian. She wore her hair in a pixie cut, dressed in black slacks and a white shirt. Government issued clothes from the fit and design.

“This is Lorena Andrea. She comes to us from the Italian army, 1st Paratroopers. She’ll replace your shooter. Train her well Diaz.” The captain looked around. “Get to it!” He ordered before walking off to his office.

Julian nodded and stood up, along with the others in the room. He motioned for Lorena to follow him and his team to their locker room. 

Lorena grabbed a small duffle bag and walked behind Julian as he and his team made their way to their section of the locker room. It was off to the side of the eastern wing and separate from the main corridor. Julian popped open his locker, placing his coffee on the shelf and he removed his coat, hanging it on the hook inside. 

“This is our area. Pick one out and put your gear up. We’ll run you through the certifications and get your sidearm later today.” Julian said, without looking to Lorena. He took his coffee and downed the rest. “When you’re settled in, come up to the third floor and we’ll begin.” Julian finished before walking off with his team.

Lorena watched them leave, then tossed her bag into an empty locker. She found a bulletproof vest hanging in the locker and a black coat. On the left sleeve was the order’s insignia, a Maltese cross with a dagger in the center. 

She sat on the wooden bench and thought to the previous three months. She had been honorably discharged from the Italian Army, and recruited the very next day. Working for the Vatican seemed like an amazing opportunity. However, the next three months were a whirlwind showed her that what she saw on the outside wasn’t all it seemed. Physical training, weapons training, some classroom settings gave her an idea that working for the Vatican would be different. But when she and two others were moved to a separate area, they realized how different it would be really.

Within ten minutes, she was on the third floor walking into a large room. It was full of screens, computers, and several weapons lockers. It looked like something from a full military operation. The team was already there, two were on computers along the sidewall and another looking at the BBC news. Julian stood by a table with firearms. 

“Sir?” Lorena said after she entered the room, standing at attention.

Everyone looked up at her before turning back to their work. 

“At ease.” Julian said with a grin. “We’re not so formal when it’s just us.” He walked up to her and handed her a holstered Glock 22. 

“This is different from your old
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