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Hey Tesano Fanatics! Once more down the rabbit hole, we go.
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A successful marriage requires falling in love

many times, always with the same person.

-Mignon McLaughlin
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Over Cecina, Italy~

“No really, it’s fine. It’s fine we’ll sort it out when I get back,” Imani Tesano listened to the response flow through the phone she held to her ear. Her laughter rang out soon after.

“I brought the portfolio with me... no, no don’t worry over that. I’ll take a look through it if I have time...” More laughter followed after the next response Imani received. She sent her thanks to the Lead Curator of the Fitzhughe Museum, Juan Brunson. 

“I’ll talk with you soon, Juan... yes...yes, I know... you too...bye...” Imani smiled, shaking her head while clicking off the phone.

“This jet’s got room for another twenty people. We should’ve asked old Juan to join us.”

Imani’s pen paused briefly over the note she was placing in her work journal. She continued writing as she replied. “I’m sure he would have enjoyed that.”

“I know he would have.”

“I was being facetious.”

“Yes and truthful.”

“Roman...” With barely a sigh, Imani favored her husband with adoration and no hint of annoyance. “He’s always admired you,” she said.

“Sure he has. He’s in awe of the fact that I still have you on my arm.”

“And yet you still treat him with disdain.”

“He’s in love with you.”

“So you’ve been saying for the last thirty years,” Imani’s words carried over her laughter. 

“Because it’s been true for the last thirty years.”

Imani laughed harder.

Everything about the insanely beautiful woman seated across the aisle appealed to Roman Tesano in a way that was nothing short of obsessive. Yet the expression on his face; one that continued to sharpen with darkly handsome magnificence, was eons away from approachable.

Imani’s laughter tapered and she returned to her note-taking. “You do realize he’s never said one remotely romantic thing to me?”

“Of course he hasn’t. He’s a smart man who values the use of his legs.”

Imani’s husband of almost fifty years had her full attention then. Roman’s words had trailed away in the simple, quiet manner she knew all too well.

“You’re serious,” she said.

Roman folded his arms over a chest that was still superbly crafted. Stretched out on the sofa across the aisle, he raked fingers through a forest of hair that was still dark, thick, and only lightly threaded with silver. Setting his head against one of the cabin windows, he observed his wife.

Imani leaned forward on the scoop chair she occupied. “You know, you’ve been stupid about Juan before,” all trace of humor had dissolved from her regal Mozambican accent. “But this... where is this coming from, Roman?”

“There are eight other people on the museum’s board,” he said. “Why does it have to be you he calls at all hours?”

“Because we’ve been working to get this exhibit done the right way since we were both Fitzhughe tour guides,” Imani fired back in the same clipped tone her husband had used.

The Fitzhughe Museum faithfully devoted a hall of exhibits with works by black artists featuring black subjects during Black History Month. As Fitzhughe’s two highest-ranking black employees- among a shamefully small group of black employees- Imani and Juan found that single yearly occurrence unacceptable.

Before she’d accepted the seat on the board, Imani had worked to ‘beef up’ the exhibit for years during her 20-year run as the museum’s Lead Curator. She’d had several successes, but none quite as stellar as what she and Juan had now managed to accomplish through their combined efforts.

The upcoming Canvas Stories exhibit would premiere the first week of November. It would be showcased on two wings of the 6 wing museum until the end of the year. One wing would serve as the exhibit’s permanent home. The annual Black History Month exhibit would continue to be featured in its hall.

The recent success had rejuvenated Imani’s and Juan’s efforts to go after two permanent wings instead of one. For now, the colleagues were basking in their current triumph, while hard at work to make the premiere event sing.

“That hall has been our only space for years,” Imani went on, “sure there have been black artists featured, but always nestled- I’d say hidden- among an overwhelming number of white artists. Then there are the ‘people of color’ showings where black artists are somehow still hidden. The Fitzhughe is so off the mark there, it’s laughable. But this,” she stabbed her pen toward the short carpet beneath her bare toes, “this can change that.”

She pursed her lips and fixed the love of her life with a look of disdain. “But I suppose all that takes a backseat to Juan Brunson’s overwhelming love for me, yes?”

The couple was interrupted then. The eldest of their four sons never failed to energize a room with his presence. He’d gotten it honest. Such was an inherent trait of the Tesano men.

Hilliam Tesano ruffled his father’s hair, then lowered his 6’9 frame beside his mother’s chair. “Hey beautiful, Cap says we’ll be landing soon.” Hill’s obsidian eyes sparkled with love for his mother as he tilted his head toward his father.

“Mind if we steal this guy away for a sec?” he asked.

Imani rested a hand on Hill’s cheek, kissed one of his sleek brows. “I don’t mind at all, my love,” her adoring smile for her son, chilled when she looked her husband’s way.

Roman bristled, understanding his wife’s glee at having him leave her presence. He gave no argument as Hill tugged him from the sofa and hustled him from the area.
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Montecatini Valdi, Cecina Italy~

Imani and Roman Tesano decided to mark their anniversary with a trip to Maxixe, Mozambique where they’d begun their honeymoon tour nearly 50 years ago. Before that trip got underway, the couple chose to celebrate the occasion with a getaway to another treasured honeymoon locale. There, they would spend time with family and new friends.

It was an adults-only getaway this time. On their own for the next ten days, the parents, grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins of the youngest generation were intent on enjoying all their vacation had to offer.

By sunset, the Tesanos, Ramseys, DeBurghs, and McPheresons were arriving at the mountainside oasis tucked in the wooded hillside of Montecatini Valdi. At first glance, the palazzo appeared fortress-like and yet an undeniable warmth seemed to exude from the rain-washed white stone.

The gift Liam Tesano had presented to his next-to-youngest son and his bride was a devastating piece of architecture. Peaks of the vast mountain range loomed behind it and were accentuated by the steep hills encircling it. The expansive residence was more than capable of accommodating the numerous guests on hand for the getaway.

Roman and Imani were quite content with their small circle of contemporaries. They included Catrina and Damon Ramsey, Briselle and Westin Ramsey, Rena Abreu, and Aaron Tesano as well as the newlyweds Candace and Pitch Tesano. The elders had also encouraged the younger crowd to join in and add to the merriment. 

Though work was the farthest thought from anyone’s mind, certain realities could not be ignored. The brief and lovely respite following Marcella and Brogue Tesano’s wedding, could not last forever. 

Much had been discovered following the couple’s peek into the depraved world co-created by madman and family elder Humphrey Tesano. None of the recent discoveries were good. The Ramseys, Tesanos, DeBurghs, and McPheresons had all done more than their fair share over the years to destroy as much of that world as possible. Now, others would take on the responsibility for what happened next. 

Still, all agreed that this would be no simple takedown. Strategizing would be key and there was no better place than a secluded Italian palazzo. Especially when the son of Humphrey Tesano’s former partner was the one tasked with the job of taking down his father.
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