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Chapter One

	Hell’s Kitchen

	New York City…
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	My life…
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	was crazy most days! I’d been a server since I was 16 and was saving my pennies for that someday highly sought-after restaurant of my own; but at thirty-three-years old, it seemed like my fucking dream was taking forever. 

	While most of my friends went off to college, I worked two jobs to make ends meet, and continue on in my dream. I’d taken private lessons with Chef Alizar, making myself ready for that someday. 

	It wasn’t that I couldn’t go to college, or that my parents couldn’t afford it. It was just the opposite, and when I told my parents I wasn’t going, I declare to this day it broke their hearts. My dad’s especially, but being a Blue-Collar worker, he said he understood, even if he didn’t agree. 

	He wanted something different for me, despite the magick. My parents were practicing witches, but the thing I always respected was the fact that they never used it to benefit themselves, explaining that there would be consequences one must pay if they did. 

	As for college, I just never felt like I belonged there, so it wasn’t one of my dreams. I had a cute one-bedroom apartment in lower Manhattan, most of the latest gadgets and accessories; so, to me my life was fine. 

	I’d even started an indoor garden, from watching too many YouTube videos, and if I had to say so; my home-grown tomatoes were beautiful and tasted amazing. If I had any regrets, it would be that my love life was shit. The last jerk I decided to date was a loser in the worst way, who I later found out was a cokehead! 

	So, for the last year, I’d sworn off men, basically unrealistically waiting for my Prince Charming, or at least less of a Frog Prince. Not to mention, it only bothered me late at night, or when I was hanging out with my coupled-up friends. 

	Jasmine and I did the club and bar scenes sometimes, but it just wasn’t the same, mainly because most of those dudes were only looking for a piece of ass for the night; and with the thots nowadays, it was next to impossible to find a decent guy, so I mostly forwent the entire scene. 

	I groaned tying my apron tighter, shoved my server pad into my apron, jammed the pen into my hair and rushed from the dressing room. I smiled as I saw Hector’s fine ass. Now that was someone, I would fuck in two seconds flat, if he weren’t such a massive fuckboy and barely twenty-five! Six-one, delicately tanned skin, grey eyes, a goatee, and lips that just begged to be sucked on. Dark hair cut close with the front longer, and body raging on flame. He winked, snatched up the two plates, then rushed towards his waiting customers smiling.

	“Myanitá, you’re up!” Carlos called from the kitchen, I pulled a face, nodded, then exhaled noisily.

	“Where?” I called back slightly annoyed, since I’d barely just gotten on the floor, not to mention the clock. “Sarah had to bail early, so she left you three of her tables as well. She said you could keep the tips. The blancocitos have been waiting ten minutes already, so break speed.” He yelled, when I groaned, seeing already how this day would go. 

	Fucking Sarah! 

	I thanked her for the tips, since it was basically how we were able to afford NYC living. We usually made at least two-hundred to five-hundred a day in tips, which was why Medici’s was the coveted spot; but that meant that I would have eight fucking tables now.

	The tips would be insane, but hell as well trying to keep up with the customers. Medici’s was an upscale restaurant, and they expected that in customer service. Not to mention Lupier, my French asshole boss wasn’t against writing people up.

	I could in no way lose this job, for it was one of the best in the industry as far as pay was concerned. I snatched up the plates and hurried from the kitchen.

	 


Medici’s
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	I slammed…

	[image: Image] hard into someone, and I knew it was only due to my magick that we both didn’t end up face planted in the flowers, covered in marinara sauce. 

	He spun, took me with him to my amazement, but I still landed on top of him. Something shot through my body, latched onto him, and I gulped as it instantly stung up my spine robbing me of breath. There was a loud gasp from the customers, when he caught my serving tray, as well as each of the items on it. I gawked at it, then gawked down on him, my breast molded into his chest. My mouth dropped even further as I looked down on who I was actually atop of. 

	Fuck my life!

	He was insanely handsome, the cropped blonde hair and Nordic features so strong, that that chin and cheekbones would probably cut you. His grin widened, he spoke, and my entire body trembled from the sound of his voice. My eyes closed on their own accord in the bliss of his body and voice.

	“As lovely as you are, and the amazement of yer soft body on top of mine, I imagine we’re drawing attention.” He stated softly chuckling, when I looked up at the people who were watching us, some even filming it.

	“Shit!” I hissed, then scrambled up and off him.

	He rose then. 

	My God! 

	And he smelled amazing! 

	He dusted off his dress shirt, straightened his tie, then sent me a twin dimpled grin, and I promise my vagina yelled attack! I swallowed hard, for he was the best-looking man I’d seen in my life in person and this up-close. 

	I mean, we had men who looked like him here in NYC definitely, but they had never once looked at me… like he was looking at me right now. 

	So much so, that I felt the shiver go up my spine, when his grin widened as if he knew it too that he affected me. I was Afro-Latina, so most weren’t interested in us, especially us darker hued ones. Maybe except the ones who tried to emulate us, and that shit I hated. I’ve always felt like you don’t need to be cronycentric to love someone of a different race and culture. Simply appreciate and love them for who you are.

	“Oliver.” He said extending his hand, I nodded taking it, and that same magick spun up my spine, and from the look on his face it did the same to him. 

	I jerked my hand back, then scowled up at him.

	Somehow, he was fucking with my magick. 

	He drew close, that sexy ass smirk still on his face. 

	“Because yer me mate, and I aim to collect. I’ve been waiting nearly five-hundred-years for you, darlin.” He said, planted a kiss on my cheek, then strutted off, leaving me wide eyed and open mouthed. I watched him walk out the front restaurant doors, look back, wink, then strut through the double doors.

	“Myanitá!” My boss yelled, the customers looked his way, when I groaned. The couple I’d been on my way to…the Delfranco’s glared at me, so I knew I was in the shit; especially when Janice took her seat with a self-satisfied smirk on her face. I dusted myself off, snatched up the second tray, then walked towards him.

	I didn’t see what the problem was. 

	I was the one who was not only embarrassed, nearly injured, but horny as well now. The cutie had saved the food, so it hadn’t even messed to my amazement as I looked down on it. Hector glared at my boss Lupier, then sent me a heart. I placed the plates on the counter, then followed behind him to his office.

	As I walked in, he took a seat. As I commenced to sit down, he spoke.

	“No need, you are terminated.” He said, when I stared at him shocked.

	“What?” I cried, when he looked up at me giving me a nasty look.

	“You heard me, please take your things and go. We will mail your last cheque, as well as your tips to you. Mr. and Mrs. Delfranco are some of our finest customers, for the last forty-years, and we cannot have them this upset.” He stated, when my mouth separated.

	“So, she told you to fire me, so you did? It wasn’t even my table, I only took it because Sarah went home for the fifth time in a week, and you don’t have anything to say to that; but I’m the one fired?” I cried when he rose.

	“Please don’t make me call security, Myanitá.” He declared, his face red, when my mouth dropped once more. It’s always how we’re treated, even when we have a legitimate reason to be upset, just like anyone else. 

	But for the fact that I was Afro-Latina, people like him always assumed that I was ignorant and ghetto, the stereotype his type placed on us. I nodded, then backtracked from his office. I jerked into the locker room, snatched my shit out, then walked from the room blinking rapidly. 

	As I headed for the front doors, I panted as I was suddenly jerked into someone’s arms. I looked up at Hector surprised.

	“He fired you because of that fucking bitch?” Hector cried, when several people looked our way, Delfranco’s as well; but Hector didn’t give a shit. This job was what he called fun, as he was in his last year of law school.

	There was a crowded table of women who looked like they were in their early forties, who looked our way because of what Hector said. I groaned as I saw the tall, amazing looking blond woman rise from the table and walk our way; just knowing that she was about to complain about what Hector said and start some shit.

	“Excuse me, I don’t mean to pry; but did you just say that he fired you for the incident with the customer?” She questioned, and I was surprised.

	“Yeah, but it’s cool, I’ll find something else.” I said smiling up at her for the fact that she even cared. She nodded, then spoke once more. 

	“And how long have you been working here?” She asked, when I smiled.

	“Three-years, last week, but it’s totally fine. I’ll find something else.” I smiled for a second time, especially since she seemed genuinely concerned. She turned to look back that that table of women then.

	“Shenita, he did.” She called, and this amazing ass looking African American woman rose, then strutted to us. I watched wide eyed as the blond walked off. I gawped as she suddenly got into it with Mrs. Delfranco. Hector and I gaped even more as she called Mrs. Delfranco an old, tired ass bitch who needed to mind her fucking business; for had she actually been paying attention she would have observed that the customer ran into me! 

	The restaurant burst into laughter, when my boss came rushing from his back office as he heard the commotion. The blond was going in, and Hector and I laughed hysterically as she began pointing in Mrs. Delfranco’s face, daring her old ass to make a move. 

	Another African American woman jumped up from the table laughing, and snatched the blond from the table calming her down.

	“I told you… you were fired!” My boss hissed; his French accent thick.

	“Hello, Shanita Marlow, chief legal officer at Levine & Goldwin.” The woman who remained with us said turning towards my boss, there was a gasp in the restaurant …when I was factually struck with a fish out of water look…as well as Hector … Carlos… and Jessica. 

	Levine & Goldwin were Gods among NYC Lawyers. Not one person ever lost their case when they booked them. That’s why they charged five-hundred dollars an hour. It was basically like an entire court room of Analise Keatons from How to Get Away with Murder. 

	“Seems we have an issue with Ms….” She turned to look at me, when my mouth parted.

	“Montenegro.” I supplied now as my boss’s face turned scarlet.

	“Ms. Montenegro being fired unlawfully.” Shenita said, when each of those women, Asian, South Asian, African American and Caucasian rose from the booth to stand next to me nodding glaring at him. 

	Eight of them. 

	They were sleekly dressed, so you just knew…they knew their shit. I looked at Jessica, and her blue eyes were twinkling just as much as mine were at seeing women in command like this. I saw Mr. and Mrs. Delfranco attempt to leave quietly, when one of our regular customers called out to them.

	“Where you going now! You got that girl fired because a Customer Ran into Her …now you wannna creep out silently…fuck outta here!” Old David called jerking off his Yankees hat, and I tried not to grin as Mrs. Delfranco paused gawking, like a dear caught in headlights. 

	“If we might speak in your office?” Shenita questioned, my boss grasped his ancient ass neck, nodded, then glared at me.

	“Wait here.” The blond said winking, when I nodded laughing.

	“What are the fucking odds?” Jessica said, when we both laughed now.

	Twenty-minutes later the entire team walked from his office. The blond smirked, when they walked up to me.

	“Do you actually want the job?” She asked, when I exhaled shaking my head no.

	“He’d make my life a living hell now. Those were the restaurant’s elite.” I stated, when she nodded.

	“Amanda.” She said extending her hand, and I laughed taking it and shaking it.

	“It’s what we thought. Mae Lee.” The Asian woman said with a smirk, when I returned it as I shook her hand next.

	So, we got you a lil sumptin for your trouble, gurl.” Karesia, the other African American woman who’d jumped from the booth to get Amanda said, and I laughed too.

	“This should keep you until you can find something better, Khamala.” The South Asian woman winked smiling, I glanced down at the check, then gawked up at her. 

	It was ten-thousand-dollars!

	“OMG!” I cried, when they laughed.

	“Gurl, his ass got off light. You would seriously have a case if you wanted. Sexism, racism, and anything else I can think of for his misogynist ass.” Karesia said, when I laughed.

	“Nah, I’m good. It’d just be my luck that he would blacklist me, so when I finally had the capital to open my own, I’d be shunned.” I said, and they nodded as Shanita handed me a card. 

	It had each of their phone numbers on it.

	“Well, keep in touch, we’ll be your first customers.” Amanda said, and I nodded, then embraced them all. 

	They snatched up their purses, and the restaurant literally applauded them, Karesia bowed, pretending to be on the stage, and I realized she was the jokester of their bunch. They waved, and I did too. 

	That was so amazing, and people like Amanda continued to prove to people of color that all Caucasians weren’t racist. We needed more people like her going to bat for us when they see something that is obviously racist happening to a person of color.

	“Hey.” Hector said, then thrusted the plastic jar in my face from his height. My mouth dropped, when my eyes flew to his face. He smiled, then nodded to the customers. My mouth dropped for a second time, and I seriously had to blink back the tears. 

	“Thank you so much.” I called, when they applauded me. I gave Jessica and Hector an embrace, told them to keep in touch, then left the restaurant with my head held high, headed for the train, having faith in humanity once more. 

	We don’t need White Saviors…we are strong people of color, but we do need allies to stand when they see racist shit they know is wrong.

	 


East Village
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	I moaned …
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	as I got off the train heading to my flat. 

	As I rode up the elevator, I sulked. I was grateful for all they did, but I was accurately out of a job, and would need to get my ass back on the grind. I didn’t fault the cutie, but he’d factually gotten me fired, and I didn’t even know his name or anything about him; except that he’d said nearly five-hundred-years, and I was his mate. 

	I groaned as I unlocked my door, kicked off my shoes, snatched off the apron I’d forgotten to take off, then moaned as I walked to my kitchen searching for that tequila bottle I knew was somewhere in the cabinet. I took a long swig when I found it, wheezed at the burn, put the cap back and walked from the kitchen. I spent the next thirty-minutes in the shower. When I was done, I stepped from the shower wishing for once that I did have someone significant to trash my day with. It instantly brought to mind cutie. 

	I shook my head though because he’d never said who he was. I plopped down on the sofa, snatched up the remote, then decided to just veg on Netflix. I hadn’t been home before five since elementary school.

	 


Numinous League

	[image: A picture containing text, indoor, floor

Description automatically generated]

	“I found her!” 

	[image: Image] Oliver cried, when Killian, Harry and Hadley looked up. 

	“Found Who?” Killian sent back in confusion, when Oliver moaned with joy as he threw himself down in a chair.

	“Me bleeding mate, after nearly five-hundred fucking years.” Oliver gushed with a smile, his twin dimples showing, when they stared at him.

	“Yer taking the piss?” Harry said, when Oliver shook his head no.

	 “Nae, I shit you not. And she’s fucking beautiful. Deep bronzed skin, cinnamon-colored eyes, a body blessed by the bloody Gods themselves, and a voice like a siren.” Oliver yearned closing his eyes, when they laughed, Killian throwing the pencil at him. Oliver chuckled, then suddenly sat up in his seat with a grimace.

	“What?” Hadley asked with a grin.

	“I chuffed meself though. I had this bloody meeting, so after I crashed into her, told her she was me mate; I hightailed it out of there just knowing that if I didn’t, I’d hear Nia’s shite.” Oliver groaned, when they looked at him wide eyed.

	“And you didn’t even get a mobile?” Hadley asked shocked, when Oliver groaned as he instantly began to lightly bang his head on the table.

	“Nae, I’m a dumb arse.” He said groaning, and they chuckled.

	“Same mate, but just wait, the opportunity will present itself, just when you least expect it.” Killian said chuckling, when Oliver groaned for a second time.

	“How did you find her?” Harry asked as the bell rang, and they rose to head into the Death Merchant’s meeting. Things were finally changing for the good since Argus took over. 

	Oliver told them, and they laughed hard.

	“I swear mates, I’m in love already.” He breathed dreamily, when Killian shoved him into the chamber door grinning after him shaking his head. Killian chuckled once more, for that had been him nearly four-months ago. It instantly brought his wife to mind. She looked up from the bath, gave him a dirty grin, then beckoned him.

	“Why oh lord, why?” Killian moaned as he sent back that he was needed in a stupid bloody meeting. 

	She pouted, and what she did next caused the power to rise in him, and his eyes turned amber-red as his wolf growled.

	“Ye’ll get yer comeuppance, tis a promise my love.” He moaned as he shook his leg, seized his hard as a rock dick now, grumbling as he walked further into the chamber. Harry sent him a look, when Killian growled waving it off.

	 


The Next Day
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	I exhaled …
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	noisily as I trudged into the living room, looked at the clock, and was surprised that it was already one-pm. 

	“Shit.” I laughed, opened my front door, then snatched up the paper. 

	“Hey Mya.” Someone called, I looked up, and it was Mrs. Camacho.

	“Hey Mrs. Camacho.” I smiled waving, she waved back, then walked towards the trash bins. 

	I groaned, then walked into the kitchen, still not used to being home like this. I decided to make coffee anyway, then opened the paper as I waited. I walked into the living room, flipped on the Bose, then walked back into the kitchen to wait.

	I hummed Cardi B ft. Megan Thee Stallion’s WAP as I Milly Rocked around the kitchen, moaning for I fucking needed that shit right there. 

	I instantly thought of cutie, then shook my head. That was a one off, I was sure I’d never see him again. I dropped the coffee cup, then leaped like a scalded cat attempting to miss the porcelain. 

	But it was me slashed all over the front page of the New York Times! I seized the broom, then swept up the glass. 

	As the coffee maker beeped, I exhaled deeply, poured it into another cup, poured in coffee-creamer, then took it and the paper to the sofa to read it. 

	It was basically a neighborhood piece on what happened yesterday at the restaurant. That shit had also gone viral, and I was shocked
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