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Chapter One

	The M.E.T

	The Metropolitan Museum of Art

	Monday 

	[image: Image]

	I fricken…  
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	loved my job! The very idea that I got to be the curator for one of the largest museums in the world, which was equally world renowned, made me jump out of bed each morning smiling, because this was truthfully my dream job! I thought laughing to myself as I opened the door to my office. I looked at my calendar for today and exhaled noisily then. 

	We had twelve junior and senior high school student groups, six senior groups and three elementary groups scheduled today. I walked to acquisitions and tapped on the door, then opened  it. Amanda looked up and smiled. I grabbed the lab coat, gloves and walked into the room.

	“So, what’s up with the British hottie?” She asked.

	“Australian, and nada. He was a complete dud.” I groaned, then turned the painting so that I could get a better look at it, when a frown graced my features. “Where’d we get this?” I asked as I continued to scowl, for I would swear that the man in the painting was staring back at me. So much so, that I vow he blinked. I looked up at Amanda then grimacing. 

	“I know huh, seriously fucking creepy. Like Dorian Grey or some shit.” She laughed nervously rubbing the chills from her arms. 

	“Wow, this is seriously unnerving. Where did it come from?” I asked as I gently turned the portrait over, so that I could look for an inscription, gift order or something. 

	“While you were off. Janet acquired it. Can you believe it? She was so freaked by it, that she refused to touch it. You know she believe in all that shit, gurl.” Amanda laughed, her brown eyes twinkling in her brown face. 

	“I don’t, I mean I have aunts who practice, I mean come on, I’m half Puerto Rican; but I don’t fuck with that shit.” I said turning the portrait over once more, and it was like he’d moved. I dropped the portrait, then looked up at Amanda wide  eyed. 

	“OMG! Stop, you’re freaking me out!” She fussed, when I laughed hard. 

	“I’m just fucking with you. There is nothing wrong with that portrait. A Little creepy, but that is it. I’m not quite sure where we’ll place it, did she even say?” I asked as I removed  the latex gloves, then tossed them in the trash. 

	“Something about maybe procuring some of the Jack the Ripper relics for a display.” Amanda came back with as she lifted the portrait and placed it on the cleaning rack. Maybe once it was cleaned, it wouldn’t look so fucking creepy. “He sort of looks like that other dude you were dating last month.” Amanda laughed, when I sent her a look. “Seriously, look at it for a second time?” She cried, when I exhaled walking over to the portrait. Brad was an asshole, and what I wouldn’t love for his chauvinist ass to get stuck in a painting somewhere; I just  couldn’t see the resemblance. 

	“I’m sure it’s just a coincidence, Mandy. Not to mention he’s from Essex if I’m not mistaken.” I laughed, when she smiled as she turned the painting over, then pointed to the inscription. I scowled as I read it.

	It said,  ‘Given to the Essex National Museum by Lord Rigg.’ I looked at Amanda wide eyed. “And didn’t you say he suddenly just disappeared?” She said laughing, when I smacked her. 

	“Oh my God, stop it!” I chuckled going towards the door, but she continued to laugh. “Call me when you’ve finished it; or at least half of it. Now I really want to see the end results.” I threw over my shoulder, when she laughed nodding. 

	“K will do.” Amanda said giving me thumbs up as I walked out of the door. 

	“Isla, groups three and four are here; where do we start them.” Vinton asked, and I smiled. 

	Vinton was such a cutie. 

	Tall, six-one with dark brown skin, almond shaped eyes, just a yummy treat; but Vinton was gay. I thought giggling to myself. 

	“Wait…Carina didn’t give you the itinerary?” I asked. 

	“Rina is on one about that loser she was dating, so I guess she forgot. I think he dumped her yesterday. Gurl she came in here this morning looking like something the cat drug in.” He sent back snapping his fingers, and I laughed as I motioned him towards my office. I looked for the clipboard and found it on the edge of my desk, then handed it to him. “Damn, why I gotta have the old biddies and dust farts!” He complained, and I laughed. 

	“Denise had them the last time, so it’s only fair.” I replied as I walked around my desk. 

	“Fine, but this is my last time and I mean it! I had them for three months before this!” He cried, when I snickered. 

	“Fine.” I sent back, he threw his pretend hair dramatically, when someone knocked on my office door. Hadley Jones poked his head in when I said come in, then smiled. 

	I inhaled deeply without realizing it, and Vinton sent me a look. I sent it right back, mouthing shut up as Hadley said hey to Vinton. 

	I would love to jump Hadley’s bones! 

	Six-three, British, all blonde looks, electric grey-blue eyes, and dark blonde/ brown hair that was long on the top, but tapered at the sides. He was sporting a five-o clock shadow today, falling in his face every time he looked down, so it made him even more fucking sexy. To the point that I wanted to kick Vinton the hell out of my office, and fuck Hadley right here on my desk. His step faltered, he sent me a weird look, tilted his head slightly, and I could have sworn the corner of his mouth tilted up just a bit. 

	I moaned with want, then walked around my desk as Vinton said bye, then left my office. 

	No use in wishful thinking. 

	I thought maybe he wasn’t into women of color, since I’d actually tried flirting with him, but he’d looked at me as if I’d just grown two heads. 

	Maybe it was the fact that I was his boss. 

	I snatched up the requisitions on my desk going over them as I took a seat,  as he walked towards my desk after giving Vinton a pound on his way out. 

	“Never stopped me before. When you actually want it, just ask.” He said, when I looked up from the papers on my desk confused assuming he was still speaking with Vinton; but I saw Vinton was gone. 

	I looked up at him then as he towered above me. I swallowed hard as I instantly got images of him fucking me on my desk. I grimaced, shook my head to clear the images, licked my lips, then looked up at him scowling slightly. 

	Where the fuck had that come from! 

	I needed to be professional, something he totally was. 

	“I’m sorry?” I asked, when he shook his head slightly.

	Hadley was such a sweetheart. We spent way too much time together, and most times more than I was comfortable with; since I knew I had serious feelings for him. He was the epitome of do my job and keep to it. I mean, he was an awesome employee, knew his shit in ancient text, constantly came to my office, hung out, but it was always professional. 

	Every now and then I would catch a look from him, but he simply smiled, said he’d catch me later, then left my office. But when it came to his job, he was like that employee of the month times infinity. 

	He’d even taken to bringing me lunch, and coffee whenever I was running late; but that was where it ended. I was factually stuck on him, and he’d never once gave me any inclination that he felt anything for me in that manner. On any given time, I’d said to myself he could bring me him…for lunch. 

	“I’m sorry?” I asked for a second time as I left my thoughts, when he waved it off with a slight smile. 

	“I was wondering about the new acquisition?” He sent back taking a seat across from me, when I realized just how huge he was as he seemed to dwarf my office chair. 

	He would make two of me in height!

	I was all of five-five and a half. 

	“I like your size.” He chuckled softly, I scowled since it was like he was reading my mind; he bit his lip, then quickly spoke. “I was wondering if I might take precedence on it?” He asked, when I smiled my apology. 

	“Oh crap, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know you wanted it; Janet gave it to Mandy.” I said, when his brow puckered slightly as he nodded. 

	“It’s cool. I guess I’m just a bit gutted since I truly wanted to be the one to have at it; but Mandy will do an excellent job of it I’m sure.” He said as he rose, and I nodded rising too. “I was wondering if…” He began, shook his head slightly, then scowled. 

	He had the most amazing eyes I’d ever seen! 

	I could seriously get lost in them. 

	And I would insist there was a light behind them. 

	He moved closer to the desk peering down into my face. He raised his hand as if he meant to caress my cheek, when Vinton burst into my office. Hadley drew his hand back clearing his throat. 

	“Well, if you don’t need me.” He stated smiling, my brain and vagina cried I did, but I simply shook my head no. He chuckled, then nodded walking out my office. I groaned, then plopped down in my seat. 

	God! 

	I wanted that man so fucking bad! 

	“Smack her ass down, I need you to sign off on the decrepit.” Vinton said laughing, when I did too giving him the finger. “You know, he’s single right?” Vinton declared as I signed off on his tour, when I looked up sharply.

	“Shut up, seriously? He is come fuck me fine, and Gods so sweet! How do you know?” I sent back handing him the clipboard, when he nodded approving. 

	“Cuz a bitch asked. Shiiid, I needed to know if I had a chance.” He cried back, and I laughed hard. 

	“You so dumb.” I said continuing to laugh, he snapped his fingers, then strutted out my office. 

	The rest of the day went by in a blur, and by the time five-thirty-pm rolled around, I exhaled noisily as the shift change came. 

	“Hey?” Korey called as he poked his head into my office, his brown face lighting up as I held up his set of keys. Korey had just made assistant curator for evening shift, and I was so proud of him. He happily walked into my office taking his keys, shit eating grin. 

	“I thought you’d be gone by now?” He asked as he suddenly looked at the clock. 

	“Normally, since I love my hours; but the new acquisition arrived today, and I need to finish up the paperwork. I’ll pop by your office on my way out.” I said as he walked towards the door nodding. 

	“K see you later. I need to find Ming before she heads out for the night. Did you know one of the back paintings on the lower level had been moved into the vault?” He asked pausing as if he’d just remembered that I needed to know that.

	“No, and can I ask why you’re just telling me that now?” I said sending him a look, when he smiled slightly. 

	“Because it is my job to find out why first, then bring it to you once I have. I just mentioned it in passing.” He said with a wink, then walked out my office. I couldn’t help the grin as I shook my head going back to my paperwork.
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	I shut… 

	[image: Image] down my office, breathed out deeply, then groaned as I stretched. 

	I was so ready to go home. 

	I jerked up my coat and briefcase, then headed towards the door. As I reached it, I backed tracked groaning as I forgot the requesting pages for Korey, walked back to my desk, snatched them up, then exited my office turning off the light. 

	As I came  up the corridor I scowled, for the restoration cart was in the middle of the hall. I pulled a face, walked to it, then jerked back the cloth to see what was under it. As I did, I shrieked! 

	“Fuck my life!” I moaned seizing my chest, since it was that creepy ass fucking painting! I reached for the cart, came in contact with the portrait, then jerked my hand back, for it felt like something bit me. I yelped, then looked down at my bleeding fingers. 

	 “How the hell did that get out here!” Amanda suddenly cried as she came rushing up the hallway.

	“I have no clue, but that shit just bit me! You can just look at it and tell his ass was evil, whoever he was!” I hissed as I sat my purse down to search for tissues to wipe the blood from my fingers. Amanda’s brow knitted too, when she then took hold of the cart. 

	“Probably Jefferies from the cleaning crew trying to freak us out.” She laughed, when I nodded. I doubted that, for this shit spelled magick, and fuck me if it wasn’t shit, I was trying to avoid and had for the last thirty-three-years.

	“Probably, and if you see him; tell him Ima kick his ass when I see him.” I called as I walked towards Korey’s office, and she laughed nodding her agreement. Korey wasn’t in his office, so I left the papers with a note that I would see him tomorrow. For some reason I was exhausted today, so I decided to Uber home instead of the train tonight.
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	I inhaled…  
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	noisily as I walked into my apartment. I kicked off my pumps, snatched them up, then hung up my coat and purse heading straight for the wine. I poured myself a glass, drank it down, poured another, then sipped it more ladylike. I chuckled to myself, then headed towards my bedroom and the shower that was just calling my name. 

	An hour later I was fed and sipping my wine in front of the flat screen, going over the paperwork for the portrait, when something caught my attention. I reached for my cell, then dialed my dad’s number. We didn’t truly get on, since he’d always felt that I was a sellout to the magick. 

	I didn’t want magick. 

	I wanted to live a normal magick free life, and that he just could not grasp. I came from a long line of Spanish and Afro  witches and warlocks. The very idea that I didn’t want what most in my family coveted; meant that I was a disgrace and brought shame on his name.

	And what pissed him off the most was the fact that I had more power than him, my mother and my grand combined; but I refused to use it.

	I’d felt the brunt of that as well as a kid. 

	I guess if one were to define my childhood today; he would have been brought up on charges by DCFS. But since this was the magickal world, they rarely got involved with us; due to the fact that the Numinous League had their hand in everything and everywhere. 

	The phone rang three times before he picked up. 

	“What?” He snapped into the phone, when I groaned. 

	It was always the same with him. 

	I wasn’t even sure why I even tried anymore. 

	“Hello to you too, father.” I said, for since the age of five, I was commanded to call him father. It only got worse after my mother left us. I always believed it was the reason he hated me so. 

	My mother wanted nothing to do with the magick as well. The thing that I could never understand though was the fact that she left me too! He was an asshole to me, so I couldn’t even imagine how he treated her, so I was okay with her leaving him.

	But I could never let go of the fact that she left me! I was ten-years old when she left our home in sobs, and he basically, walked into my bedroom, blue eyes red; then  commenced to state that she didn’t give a shit about us, so she left us to seek her fortunes elsewhere. 

	Who says this to a child? 

	I’d rushed to the window sobbing, saw her get into a black stretch limo, but before she did, she looked up at the window and motioned that she loved me. 

	I ran from my room for the front door, but he caught me, and as I yelled for her the car slammed on its breaks, she got out; but I would vow to this day that something blocked her from me. 

	He jerked me back into the house, a tall blonde man got out the car, jerked her up and into his arms, then placed her sobbing form in the limo. 

	Even years later when I would ask him about what happened that day, he would simply state that my mother was a mendacious bitch, that gave no cares about us and proved it. 

	“I asked you what you wanted?” He snapped bringing me back to the conversation. 

	“Yes, I was curious if you knew what the Demes Romana  stands for?” I asked, he huffed up, when crazy enough I felt his magick flare through the phone. 

	“Why?” He hissed, when I groaned inwardly. 

	Why did he always have to be this way? 

	“Because I’m asking.” I hissed back, then hissed for a second time as I felt the magick sting me through the line. 

	“You forget yourself Isla, and I will not have it.” He sent back, when I swallowed hard. “Now why?” He demanded. 

	“We acquired a new painting at the museum, and it is labeled the IV Romana.” I said contritely, when I heard him shuffling papers. 

	“The League will be there in the morning to collect it.” He stated, and I gulped. 

	“But father--” I began, when he hung up on me. 

	I took a deep breath, willing the tears away. I had no clue why I continued to care what he thought or how he treated me; but at thirty-three I still did. 

	I knew that I would never make him proud, so by the time I reached twenty I stopped trying; but it still hurt. I rose, turned out the light, then headed to my bedroom. 

	As I slid into bed, Hadley Jones suddenly swam before my mind’s eye, and I longed smiling. 

	Now that was a man, I would love to have a full out conversation with.
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	“Oi!”  

	[image: Image] Someone called, Hadley paused turning, then grinned when he saw Killian. 

	“What up mate?” He called back as he walked to where Killian was, they gave each other a bro hug, then drew back from each other. 

	“Tis the Tafar bollocks. You’ve heard right?” Killian asked, when Hadley nodded. 

	“Yes, and did you get the memo about the Azzurro Scomparsa?” Hadley asked in return, when Killian’s eyes widened. Killian growled for he’d imagined that after all this time; they’d been wiped out.

	The Azzurro, the Giovane, the  Scoperto, and the Canuto, although nearly gutted by the  Byzantine era, many still existed according to ancient  documents. However, the only teams with any influence were the Blues and Greens. Emperor Justinian I was a strong supporter of the Blues. The team associations had become a focus for various social  and political issues for which the general Byzantine  population lacked other forms of outlet.  

	They combined aspects of street gangs and political parties,  taking positions on current issues, notably theological problems, or claimants to the throne. They frequently tried to affect the policy of the emperors by shouting political demands between races and species. The imperial forces and guards in the city could not keep order without the cooperation of the circus factions which were in turn backed by the aristocratic families of the city; these included some families who believed they had a more  rightful claim to the throne than Justinian. 

	In five-hundred-thirty-one some members of the Blues and Greens had been  arrested for murder in connection with deaths that occurred during rioting after a recent chariot race. It was found later that each of the deaths had been supernatural. Relatively limited riots were not unknown at chariot races, similar to the football hooliganism that occasionally erupts after association football matches in modern times. The murderers were to be executed, and most of them were. 

	But on January ten-thousand-five-hundred-thirty-two, two of them, a Blue and a Green, escaped and were taking refuge in the sanctuary of a church  surrounded by an angry mob, which they now knew to be witches seeking retribution.

	Justinian was nervous: he was in the midst of negotiating with the Persians over peace in the east at the end of the  Iberian War and now he faced a potential crisis in his city. Facing this, he declared that a chariot race would be held on January thirteenth and commuted the sentences to imprisonment. 

	The Blues and the Greens responded by demanding that the two men be pardoned entirely. When they weren’t, all supernatural hell broke loose, because  at the time they were backed by the Dark League and the Red. For centuries, the chaos went on, until they were nearing the point of extinction, and the White stepped in. They were only just now returning to what they used to be. 

	“Shit you preach?” He cried, and Hadley shook his head no. 

	“I shit you not mate. It’s on
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