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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX: Light Housefreaking 

 

Stefan kissed both girls on the top of the head and strode out in true manly fashion. I watched him 

go. Damn, that was a demon who could stride.  

Zayn went to the remains of the food prep area and pantry. Luckily the pantry was behind a 

sturdy door leaving it undamaged.  

One of the girls cleared her throat.  

 “Your brother is so fine! But back to the matter at hand. Follow me.” 

Trailing the princesses in my wake, I went to the magically shielded bedroom. They hesitated as I 

opened the door and walked through.  

I tried to think like a supernatural person. Doorway plus hesitation equals... 

“Is this like another threshold? Do I have to invite you in?”  

“There’s a ton of energy resonating here,” Madison said, sketching the shape of the doorway. 

“You have to invite us again.”  

“Got it.” 

I struck a pose. “I invite Courtney and Madison, daughters of Bethel and friends to Morgan, that’s 

me, into this room. Please do not zap them, magical doorway.”  

They clasped hands, took a deep breath, and pushed their way through. I say ‘pushed’ because 

they had to pass through some sort of membrane to enter. 

 “Like thick gelatin,” Madison declared with a curl of her upper lip. 

It didn’t seem to hurt and I took that as a good sign.  

Switching on the flashlight, being careful to aim it away from them, I shone the light around the 

room. The girls gasped and pressed closer together.  

“Crap,” whispered Courtney. “That is some kick-ass scary writing.”  



I flipped the light up to the ceiling and Madison gave a muffled shriek, her hands pressed over her 

mouth. 

“You should be okay here.” 

“Unless the room decides to kill us.” 

“It wouldn’t do that, would it?” I asked suddenly unsure of my decision.  

Courtney spread her enormous wings, motioning for me to back up. 

Slowly she turned in a circle, speaking in a language that had the hair on my arms standing on 

end. 

Her sister looked anxiously from me to Courtney. 

The girl held up both hands and counted down silently on her fingers. At ten she breathed a sigh 

of relief. 

“I’m not dead, right?” 

“Honestly, you are not asking the best judge of that state,” I answered. 

Madison expelled her breath. She must have been holding it as her sister counted. 

“Looks like we’re okay to stay then.” Courtney’s wings folded magically in upon themselves and 

she fell backward onto the bed. 

“Shoes!” I barked. “That’s a new duvet!” 

She dutifully kicked them off. 

Madison flopped down next to her. 

They looked pale and young and most un-demon-like.  

“What if an angel comes,” asked Madison. 

“Then we’re screwed,” Courtney said in ominous tones. 

“Why would one walk in when the room is invisible?” I pointed out.  

They did not look reassured. 

I wrote the WiFi password on the notepad by the bed. My clothes had not switched back to the 

default setting of skirt and tee-shirt. I guess the Outpost knew we were in trouble.  

Zayn came up with a large tray laden with sandwiches, a couple of packaged salads, four Diet 

Cokes, and bags of chips. They fell on the food like starving Beagle puppies.  

“Have you got a phone charger?” I remembered to ask. 

Courtney looked up stricken. 

I pointed at the dresser where a white cord dangled. “I have a Lightning plug...” 

“That works!”  Courtney pulled her phone out of her jacket pocket and waggled it at me. “See.” 

“Good. Probably try and stay here until your brother calls.” 

They nodded vigorously and went back to stuffing sandwiches in their mouths. 



Zayn and I left for our own war party.  

Downstairs the wind whipped through the giant hole in the wall. I shivered only partially from the 

chill.  

We sat on the long bench. I pulled the two messages in Greek out of my pocket.  

“We were discussing these shortly before the screaming started.” 

Zayn stared at his hands in his lap. 

 “Philippa took Alistair. He didn’t exactly fight her. To give him credit, he didn’t seem happy to 

go either. That glowing was, I am guessing, an Angel?”  

No answer.  

“He, she, or it held Graves and he wasn’t moving.” 

“I do care about them. That’s part of why I don’t want to leave,” Zayn said in a rush.  

Leave? 

I gestured at the mess, “For one thing, why would you have to leave? And two, look at this mess. 

Stefan asked why they didn’t take us. I wonder why as well. If they come back, how can the two of us 

stop them? There won’t be any Outpost.” 

“That’s the whole point.” 

“Of what?” 

“Of the attack. We offered too much resistance and they could only deflect so much attention. 

They will be back because they have not achieved their objective. Opening the Closet door.” 

 “They can’t open it,” I sighed in exasperation.  “Alistair and Graves said so.” 

“They must have someone in reserve. A pure soul capable of opening the door. We are just in the 

way.”  

I rubbed my temples. My head hurt. “Won’t the big guy or gal or entity in the sky have something 

to say about that plan? The ‘supreme being’.” I put imaginary quotas around the last words.  

“Perhaps, perhaps not. The entity or entities of which you speak view time on a different scale. It 

could be a century before God, if you wish to use that term, even notices what’s going on here. And then 

just as long to decide on a course of action. When you are ancient and truly immortal, a century, even a 

millennium means little.” 

I thought about that. “God. Let’s just use that as a catch-all phrase, okay? God isn’t running 

things day-to-day?”  

“No. There is a bureaucracy in place in Christianity as in all religions. Witness the Infernal 

Revenue Bureau and their dominion. What’s happening now is an uprising within that and other 

bureaucracies. It’s happened before, it’s happening again. Earthbound, Nephilim, Angels are picking 



sides. Each side is prepared to defend its beliefs. There will be chaos until eventually some sort of order is 

restored. That could take…” he paused, not meeting her eyes.  

“What? Take what?” 

“A long time.”  

“Well, fuck.”  

His mouth turned down and his horns dimmed as we both ducked the lightning bolt that zipped 

into the wall. 

“What about you, Zayn?” I stood up and looked at him. “Whose side are you on?” 

I didn’t wait for his answer. “Me? I’m taking the Flashlight of Death, my phone charger, and 

maybe your baseball bat to the Financial District to look for Alistair and Graves. Then come back here 

and defend that stupid closet.” 

The image of me heroically storming Veronique’s office to rescue my comrades was slightly 

tarnished by the fact I would have to take public transportation, walk to Veronique’s building, hop in the 

elevator to the umpteenth floor, and pound down the door with my little fists.  

If they were even there. I was maybe not praying but seriously crossing my fingers they had 

zipped back to the Outpost downtown. Otherwise, I was screwed. If only I had a way to know.  

Wait.  

Oh, wait a dang minute.  

Without a word, I dashed to Alistair’s room.  Spider Lizard was still on duty at the high rise as far 

as I knew.  

“It’s just me!”  I shouted from the hallway so as not to alarm Courtney and Madison.  

The cube sat on Alistair’s dresser.  

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I panted.  

Running back, I thrust it into Zayn’s face.  

“Make it work!” I demanded, tugging my Phone Charger out on its zip cord. “Or else.” 

He looked hurt, the flames in his horns wobbling. “You don’t need to threaten me, Morgan.” 

“Don’t I?” I countered. “You are the snake in the grass in this story.” 

Taking the cube from my hand, he showed me the bottom. “There’s a button, you just push it.” 

 “The magic cube has an on switch?”  

“Yes.” 

He pressed down and the cube fuzzed into a blur of static. 

“Magic and science are not mutually exclusive.”  

“If you say so.” 



The static resolved into a sweeping view of the Los Angeles basin. The picture sharpened 

automatically. I saw an ornate candy-colored castle in the distance. Even my foggy brain knew where that 

was.  

“Damn gator has been using his lizard to watch the fireworks at Disneyland instead of Veronique 

and company. No wonder we didn’t know an attack was coming.” 

Zayn took the cube back, turning it to a different side. The picture whirled around to show the 

office.    

Several people were visible. A couple of them were in black uniforms, armed to the teeth; a man 

and woman were also there in regular clothes.  

“Can we make it move?’ 

He held it out. “Shake the cube in the direction you want to go.” 

I shook it to the left and the spider-lizard scooted over a foot, the picture tracking with it.  

Jackpot.  

“Look! It’s that bitch, Philippa.”  

Thunder rumbled close by. I shook my fist at heaven. “Either help or get the fuck off my ass! We 

are in big trouble here.” 

The rumbling stopped.  

Zayn shifted position to see better.  

Philippa was pacing back and forth, gesturing wildly with her arms. She didn’t look happy.  

“How about to look down?” 

“Tilt the cube in that direction.” 

I did and saw a body crumpled on the floor. Black suit, long muscular legs. It had to be Graves. In 

the far corner, a long, scaled tail flicked briefly into view.  

Alistair.  

I heaved a silent sigh of relief. “They’re in the office.” 

I tipped the cube up and moved it slowly around. Another man stood near the desk. Half turned to 

face Philippa in conversation. Not too tall, maybe five foot seven or eight. Slim, muscular build. He was 

dressed in a dark suit. From this position, I could only see the back of his head and a little of his ear and 

cheekbone. Dark hair. Maybe brown, maybe black. The sun was shining through the big picture window 

creating a harsh glare.  

Something about his posture looked, I don’t know, familiar. That was impossible. I had only met 

our team, Philippa, Bethel and his kids, and seen Raoul from afar. This guy was too small for Raoul.  I 

seriously doubted someone half-forgotten from my past life would pop up in this whacked-out after-death 

scenario. Probably just my imagination.  



Zayn hissed an indrawn breath as he looked over my shoulder “No,” he whispered the word. 

“No.”  

“No, what?” I asked, flicking my eyes to his. 

I watched as the earthy tones of his skin turned pale.  

“No, what?” I said again. “Zayn, who do you see?” 

He caught his breath and held it. “No. No, I am mistaken. It is impossible.” 

“What’s impossible,” I hissed. “Tell me.” 

“You’re right. I have been working with Philippa,” he said, his voice strained.  

I rolled my eyes at his change in tactics. “Oh please. You’re changing the subject.” I poked him 

in the chest with the handle of the phone charger. “Who is that man?”  

“It doesn't matter. We need to prepare. To defend ourselves against Philippa.” He took a deep 

breath. “She’s the one who threatened me.” 

I was ready with another resounding ‘Aha!’ His words, once they sunk in, brought me to a full 

stop.  

“You’re a genie.” 

“Djinn,” he corrected with an eye roll. “Djinn.” 

“Yeah, right, whatever.” I made pretend summoning motions with my hands. “Abracadabra and 

all that. What could she possibly threaten you with?” 

“Exposure.” 

“As what?” I snorted. “A smoothie-making weenie who’s afraid of the sidewalk?” 

 “No. The fact that I am not dead.” He blurted out the words, startling me.  

 “I beg your pardon?” 

“Not dead.” He made circular motions with his arm as though to encompass himself and the 

space around him. “As in still alive in the fullest sense of the word.” 

That took me a moment to process. “You mean you didn’t have to sit in the fake Corbusier chairs 

lining the endless white corridor and wait for your dang number to come up?” 

He shook his head. 

“Or fall through the heavenly funnel?” 

He shook it again. 

“Your manly muscular body is not a simul…uh,  a simulation… you know, a fake body like 

ours?” 

“Simulacra. Correct. I am me. I am alive.” 

“Shut the fuck up.”  

Lightning struck a pile of broken chairs nearby, but we didn’t even look.  



“How are you here and not dead?” 

Zayn’s tale of woe started when he was unexpectedly freed from a thousand years of servitude by 

a grateful master. It does happen. Just like in a movie.  

The whole world lay open to him. A modern world since this chain-shattering event took place 

sometime in the mid-eighties. The nineteen-eighties, not the eighteen-eighties or the seventeen-eighties or 

earlier. 

Freedom terrified Zayn. Magic or not, there were too many decisions to be made. What to eat, 

what to wear, who to talk to, who not to talk to. Cars, planes, and trains, the freaking digital world.  

“I had a meltdown. A few, honestly. They had me in lockdown several times on as many 

continents.” 

I shook my head in disbelief. “Lockdown? Are you kidding me? You could beat them all up with 

one magical pinkie. You still had your powers, right?” 

“Yes, of course. Our magic is not dependent on a master. We Djinn are a race.” 

“Fine. Right. Okay. Why did you let the men in white lock you up?” 

He shook his head, not meeting my eyes. “I wanted to hide. I hadn’t been free in three thousand 

years. The real world was too big, too noisy. Eventually, the clinics or sanitariums would toss me back on 

the streets. Certain I was faking it.”  

A genie with an anxiety disorder. I don’t remember what I expected of the afterlife, but I am sure 

it wasn’t therapy-deprived genies. 

God damn it! 

I must have said it out loud since Zayn ducked as a bright streak passed directly between us to 

smash into a pile of ceiling tiles. 

“Listen. You’ve been parasiting off this place for decades.” 

 “Parasiting is not a word,” he protested. 

“Shut up!” I snapped.  “Graves and Alastair are your friends. You pay them back by spying for a 

heavenly terrorist group. Time to man up and face the consequences or get out. Your phobia is crippling, I 

get that. But Graves and Alistair are in real trouble. Are you Team Philippa? Or Team Djinn and Tonic?” 

Before he could answer, a youthful voice called from outside, “Hello, hello!”  

Trahn stood with three young men on the other side of the gaping hole in our wall. The men were 

muscular, dark-haired, not much taller than her but built like weightlifters. Two were holding big wooden 

boards the size of a twin bed mattress.  

“Hey guys, how are you doing?” she chirped, stepping through the opening. 

Zayn popped up out of his seat like a toaster. He ran to where the wall had been. Not outside 

mind you. Just near the hole.  



“Trahn, hey, hello. Um, uh… Want a smoothie?” 

“No Zayn, we want to help.” She indicated the sturdy guys. “This is my brother Kevin, and his 

friends Brian and Scott. We thought we’d board up the hole in your wall so no one will try to get in 

tonight and steal your smoothie-making stuff.” 

“Oh, that’s…that’s…wow, thank you.” Zayn looked genuinely touched. 

She smiled, putting a friendly hand on his shoulder. “Hey, we’re neighbors. Got to help each 

other out. Right?” 

Zayn gave a sniffle and wiped his eyes on the sleeve of his shirt. He was still extremely dusty 

from being buried in plaster so the move mostly smeared white streaks across his face.  

I joined him in thanking her and her brothers. 

“Oh and hey, do you have a picture of Graves? We can put flyers up around town. I doubt these 

crazies, whoever they are, want a huge dog with them.” 

Zayn’s face went blank for a moment. I was betting no photos of Graves the giant wolf existed.  

“I’ll try and dig one up,” I said to fill the silence.  

Zayn helped the guys put up the boards under Trahn’s supervision. It didn’t take more than 

fifteen or twenty minutes. It was dark by the time they finished. We waved them off with thanks and the 

promise of many free smoothies from Zayn. Once the kitchen was cleaned up of course.  

Trahn hugged Zayn before going. He froze in place like a statue.  

“Don’t worry big guy, I’m sure the police will find them.”  

And off they went.  

I locked the front door, which meant I tipped a yard-long oak board under the doorknob, bracing 

it on the floor. The deadbolt had been busted in the break-in. Zayn said only Alistair knew how to turn on 

the magical mystical threshold magic.  

Zayn was still standing in the same frozen position. 

The bells went off in my head. “You like her!” I declared.  

Zayn’s head whipped around, “No, uh, yes, I mean…” 

“You like Trahn, you like Trahn,” I sang each word.  

He flushed. 

“You’re going to have to do something about that if we don’t die. You for the first time. Me once 

again. Because you’re coming with me to get Alistair and Graves, right?”  

“No.” 

“What?” I punched him in the stomach. “What do you mean ‘no’?” 

“Oof. Stop hitting. I mean, you are coming with me.” 

  



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN: Through a Glass Snarkily 

 

I gave him a squinty-eyed look of suspicion. “Go on.” 

He pointed at the cube. “We must use stealth. They are in Veronique’s office. I doubt they will 

expect us to retaliate.” 

“Why not? We’re tough, right?” 

“Not really. Well, Graves is tough. Alistair is crafty. Me? They know of my, uh,” he hesitated, 

“limitations regarding the outdoors. They believe I will not follow. They also believe you are too new to 

fully comprehend what is happening.”  

“Boy are they wrong! I am so up to speed on this.” 

“Yes. They have underestimated you. That can help us.” 

“How do we sneak in?” 

“Mirrors.” He pointed at the huge gold-framed one hiding the door to the second floor. “Djinn 

travel through the mirror worlds. We told you, remember?” 

Think, think, think.  

Nope.  

“No,” I admitted. 

He put both palms over his face briefly and sighed, “Djinn and others of the Inferni world travel 

through mirrors into an alternate dimension, our world. From there, we can look through mirrors into this 

world, passing through the membrane separating us.” 

“Crap! Any mirror?”  

“To see, yes. To travel, no. The mirror must be of an adequate size to accommodate our mass.” 

Thank God. I was imagining them crawling out of bathroom medicine cabinets and compacts like 

some sort of horror movie monster. 

“That is how I found this Outpost. I heard its call and found this mirror. At the time, I believed it 

was the voices of the angels.” His face darkened. “How wrong I was. It was the spirits within the Closet. 

My distress and my power caught their attention. They called me here hoping to manipulate me.” 

Note to self, put towels over the mirrors in my bathroom upstairs. 

Zayn seemed to sense my unease.  

“Don’t worry. The odds of an Inferni finding your mirror are quite small.”  

“The mirror here found you,” I pointed out, “so the Closet could manipulate you. I have a feeling 

Outposts might give off a lot of magical vibes.”   

He nodded, not meeting my eyes. “True.”  



 “You can’t open the Closet, right? Alistair said only the pure of heart had the ability.” 

“Although that is the consensus, I am not so sure. The magic of the Inferni is every bit as ancient 

as any angel. The voices believed I could find a way. But it is one I refused to take.” He looked grimly 

around the wrecked room. “I used my magic to block their voices instead.”  

“Then why do you sleep on the floor behind the counter?”  

“Circumstances changed. When I arrived, the heavenly liaison was Lawrence. Quiet, easygoing, 

kind. I said I could work and he let me stay. When Graves and Alistair came, they assumed I was 

Earthbound, like them. Lawrence moved on eventually, as is the custom. When  Philippa took over, she 

figured it out quickly.” He shrugged. “She didn’t seem to care. Nothing changed.”  

“Until?” I prodded.  

“Until the Pandemic. The chaos and hedonism that followed changed the dynamic. Philippa 

changed with it. One day she came and dismantled my barriers, issuing an ultimatum. Listen for and pass 

on any communication from the Closet or leave. Period. End of discussion.” 

He shivered looking in the direction of the giant hole in the wall. “Outside. Morgan, try to 

understand, I haven’t been outside since...” he sighed deeply, “since I came here.” 

I didn’t try to hide the disgust in my voice. “Crap, Zayn. Man up. You’re a fucking traitor or at 

the very least an enemy spy.” 

His mouth turned down and his horns dimmed as we both ducked the lightning bolt that zipped 

into the wall. 

My bark is as bad as my bite. Maybe I should take it easy on the name-calling. It looked like I 

was going to need his help.  

“I am willing to admit you’re not totally useless,” I conceded grudgingly. “Your killer-good 

smoothies have the college crowd coming back for more and keep the cash register full.”  

 His mouth twitched. “I bewitch the ingredients. They sort of have to come back after the first 

one.” 

This time I was the one who looked appalled.  

“Zayn! You’re drugging our customers?” 

He shrugged, “I must earn my keep.”  

Great. We were creating smoothie zombies. 

“Judging by the events of the day, the revolution has started,” he said.  

I nodded in agreement.  

“But how does wrecking our and possibly other Outposts forward their plans to open the 

Closets?” Zayn sounded genuinely puzzled.  



I shrugged. “You’re asking me? No idea. Right now, our job,” I pointed at him and me, “is to get 

our resident werewolf and alligator back. And I guess that means a trip through the mirrors and the great 

beyond.” 

He turned away, saying nothing. The pause stretched on until I thought, that’s it. Despite the talk 

about mirrors, he was going to walk. 

Turning back, he looked me in the eye, “I have a plan.”   

He grabbed my hand and without warning, yanked me into the gold-framed mirror. The glass 

shimmered and parted around us. Cold washed over me as if I had fallen in icy water. I took a gasping 

breath and stepped into another world.  

 We were standing on a stone path. On my right was a red sky, flaming clouds, burning trees, and 

skeletal buildings. On the left, a lush green land, half- jungle, half-forest, twilight filtering through the 

branches.  

Above us rolled a turquoise blue ocean. The sun and sky visible through crystal clear water.  

Something reptilian with two tails and six legs reared up from the jungle. I nearly fell over and 

was glad I had the forethought to go to the bathroom before we left. 

Zayn strong-armed me upright. “They can’t step out of their bubble. You’re safe on the path.” He 

tried to smile. I wasn’t buying it. Zayn’s tawny skin had taken on an ashen undertone. It glistened in the 

filtered light under a sheen of sweat.  

The reptile looked at me blinking one, two, three, four, how many eyes did it have? Then, with a 

flick of its tail, disappeared into the lush vegetation. 

Overhead a giant amphibious something swam through the turquoise water almost within 

touching distance.  

Next to us, clearly visible was the gold-framed mirror and through the mirror, the wrecked 

interior of Djinn and Tonic.  

Zayn sucked in his breath. The flames in his horns began to flicker as if they couldn’t get enough 

oxygen to burn. He bent over with his hands on his knees, taking quick shallow breaths. His knees gave 

way and he collapsed onto the stone path.  

“Are you having a panic attack?” I asked.  

He didn’t answer, his eyes were closed. The sheen on his face had turned to a film of sweat. I put 

my hand on his back and felt him trembling.  

“Yep. Looks like you’re having a panic attack.” I stroked his back, long slow strokes from the 

base of his neck to his waist. “Your heart is beating too fast. That’s what’s making it hard to breathe. I 

want you to hold your breath as hard as you can, tensing all your muscles like you’re about to get 

punched in the stomach. Understand?” 



I had to say it a couple of times before he nodded. 

 “We’re going to do it for ten seconds, take a breath, and then all over again. Remember, hold it 

and tense all your muscles like you’re waiting to be hit. I could hit you if that would help?” I was only 

half-kidding.  

He didn’t answer.  

“All right, now. Hold your breath and clench.”  

I counted off the seconds, watching the muscles in his arms and stomach clench. At ten, he let out 

a noisy breath.  

“Again.”  

We did it a couple of more times.  

“Let’s try and breath normally, in and out, in and out.”  

He kept pace with me shallowly at first but after a few tries, took a deeper breath on his own.   

We stayed quiet as his breathing slowly became easier. A little color returned to his cheeks.  

He let out a long breath. “Better. I feel better” He tapped his chest. “Not so tight.”  

 “That’s good. In a panic attack your heart races. It feels like you’re having a heart attack. 

Sometimes it gets stuck in that accelerated mode, like an electrical loop. Around and around and around. 

Clenching your muscles as tight as you can distracts your heart. It helps break the loop, allowing your 

heart to slow.”  

Zayn breathed evenly for a few minutes more. I sat beside him, continuing to rub his back, 

waiting for him to pull himself together. I hoped he would pull it together since I had zero idea of how to 

navigate this place.  

He sat up straighter eventually, using his tee shirt to wipe the sweat off his face. The ram’s horns 

were burning brightly again. I took that as a good sign.  

“Better?” 

 “I am.” He took another deep breath exhaling slowly. “How did you know how to stop the panic 

attack?”  

I shrugged. “No idea.”  

A shadow passed over us as the giant whatever swimming in the clear sea cruised by for another 

look trailed by schools of bright, tropical fish. 

“Maybe I had a lot of panic attacks,” I said.  

Zayn snorted a shaky laugh, “Caused them more likely.”  

I considered that. “Probably,” I agreed. I liked being bitchy and snarky. Not sure how that fits in 

with my theory of being a psychiatrist with a sideline as a private eye and interior decorator. Maybe I was 



a private investigator with a sideline in psychiatry and interior design. That would allow me to be bitchier. 

Yeah. That could work.  

“I’ve been giving you a hard time about the agoraphobia,” I said.  

“You have,” he agreed. “You really have. Agoraphobia is a mental illness. It’s not a lot of fun.” 

I cringed. 

“You’re right and I’m sorry.” I thought about what he’d told me back at Djinn and Tonic. The 

hospitals. The doctors. “You haven’t had any therapy since you came to Djinn and Tonic?” 

He nodded.  

“Maybe things have improved. You know, treatment for your condition. Let’s try and find some 

help. Provided we survive the rest of the day. There must be free clinics if money is a problem.” 

He gazed off in the distance before answering slowly, “Yes. Let’s do that. I’ve been crippled long 

enough. If anything, the blackmail has shown me that.”  

“Shake?” I said holding out my hand.  

“Shake,” he grasped it.  

We sat on the stone walkway until Zayn felt strong enough to get to his feet. Then we stood a bit 

longer as he monitored his condition. His breathing was slow and even.  

“I think I can go on,” he said at last. 

I sure hoped so because there was nothing I could do on my own.  

We walked slowly, heading away from the mirror in a direction I decided would be ‘up.’  Zayn 

kept his eyes on the stone path, looking neither right nor left and certainly not above. Me? I couldn’t whip 

my head around to take it all in fast enough. The path was wondrous, windows into other worlds.  

The flaming cityscape and vast jungle gave way to different scenes: a desert, snowfield, 

mountains, and dozens more.  

We kept walking. And walking. And walking.  

My stomach growled and my throat rasped dryly when I swallowed.  

I watched as giant fluff balls float up in a pink and orange sky in yet another magnificent vista 

window. It was a science fiction movie come to life.  Like Star Trek. I stopped and grabbed Zayn’s 

sleeve.  

“Satan the Deceiver, Star Trek!” No lightning rained down, so I supposed taking Lucifer’s name 

in vain was okay. “I remember Star Trek. Captain Kirk and Spock and McCoy and Scotty and, and… 

well, that’s all. But Zayn, I remember Star Trek.”  

 Zayn stopped and gave me a small smile, though he kept his eyes on the ground. “And this is 

relevant how?” 



I thwacked him on the arm. “Because it’s a new memory. Or an old one, I guess. Um, um, um, 

oh, Chris Pine as Captain Kirk, Zachary something-something as Spock. I can’t remember the rest. Am I 

a Trekkie?” 

He shrugged. “I guess you must have liked them.” 

I smiled back. “Guess I did!” 

We walked on and I hugged my chest, holding the memory tightly. I liked Star Trek. Cool.  

The landscape slowly shifted from wild nature to farmland, then towns and cities. Buildings — 

high rises, warehouses, modern to classical — rose on both sides, though overhead remained the blue, 

blue sea, never the sky.  

I had no idea how long we’d been walking – it felt like hours – when the world gave a shiver and 

narrowed quite unexpectedly from outdoors to in.  

The sea disappeared and we were surrounded left, right, and above by rooms. Living rooms, 

hallways, dressing rooms, bathrooms. Thousands of them. Tens of thousands.  

It took a minute to hit me. These were mirrors and we were seeing into the rooms they reflected.  

Zayn finally raised his eyes off the flagstones.  

“That’s better,” he sighed. “Not quite so wide open.” 

He looked up, raking his eyes back and forth, up and down, searching for something. For once I 

had the wisdom to keep my big mouth shut and let him look. We moved further through the tunnel of 

mirrors.  

I guessed we walked at least another couple of miles before he stopped and smiled. Raising his 

hands, he chanted a sing-song phrase that made me shiver, hot and cold at the same time.  

Sparks snapped and crackled first from his fingertips, then his palms. He held both arms over his 

head and what looked exactly like fireworks spat and sizzled into the air. He kept chanting and the light 

show powered up with every word. Sparks fell on me in stinging slaps until I squeaked and swore in pain  

Zayn kept chanting, I kept swearing. Since no lightning rained down, I guessed the Inferni world 

was separate and distinct from Earth and its relation to Heaven.  

Cool. But his chant still hurt like the devil. 

One of the mirrors so high it was almost out of sight, erupted into blazing light. Zayn closed his 

hands and began making pulling motions like an overly dramatic mime. 

Zayn’s fireworks turned to skyrockets bursting in blazes of colored lights. I swore more 

creatively, free of the usual blowback.  

Zayn grimaced, pulling hard on the invisible tether. Gradually the mirror descended until it was 

level with us. The fireworks sputtered and died.  



The mirror’s frame was wood. Painted white and about a foot square with a few gilded fleur-de-

lis flourishes at top and bottom. I leaned forward, peering into the foggy glass. Before you could say 

‘mirror, mirror on the wall’ the glass cleared.  

I don’t know what I expected but all it revealed was a blank wall. Part of a hallway maybe? I 

peered through. A front door?  

Given the small size, we certainly couldn’t walk through as we had at Djinn and Tonic.  

Zayn waved a hand. More skyrockets shot from his fingers.  

I fell over my own feet trying to get out of the way.  

“Jeezus, Joseph, and Mary. A little warning before you do that!”  

He gave me a frozen look, eyes wide. “Morgan!”  

I waved away his fears. “Haven’t you noticed? The Inferni Zone appears to be heaven-proof. 

Watch. Up yours you sorry sons of bitches.”  

He swallowed looking right and left.  

“See?” I smiled. “God damn, this is great. Maybe I should just stay here. I miss swearing. I like 

swearing.”  

“You cannot stay here.” 

“Why not?” I stamped my foot, like a little kid.  

“You can swear but you will starve. Only those of the Inferni have the magic to enter the mirrors 

or pass through into the other worlds.” 

“Well, shit.” 

He frowned, raising his hands.  “There’s going to be noise again. Consider yourself warned.” 

I scrunched down on the ground, covering my head with my hands. Lifting his arms, he shot 

volley after volley of fireworks into the sky.  

Zayn stared ahead up the path.  

I stared as well, seeing nothing.  

 “Cover your head again.”  

I did as he repeated the skyrocket thing.  

We waited some more.  

“How is this going to get us through the too-small mirror?”  

“It’s not.” 

And that is all he said.  

I sat on the ground, ready to cover my head and face. My feet and back hurt, plus the skin on my 

hands and face stung from Zayn’s magic.  



“It’s been hours,” I pointed out, “since we came through the mirror. What if they’ve moved 

Graves and Alistair?” 

Zayn squatted next to me. “They haven’t moved them. In that world, only minutes have passed. 

Trust me.” 

I snorted indelicately.  

I’m not sure how long we sat there before a low-pitched hum rumbled down the path. After a 

minute or maybe two, it came again, a little louder.  

Zayn jumped to his feet. He raised his arms and began moving his hands and fingers in a complex 

series of gestures. The hum grew taking on the timbre of bees. Angry bees.  

A cloud appeared on the horizon. It spied Zayn. Which wasn’t difficult since he was standing in 

the middle of the path waving his arms.  

The buzz became a roar as the cloud zeroed in on us. 

Not a cloud; a swarm. 

I jumped up, my flashlight ready. Dancing on the tips of my toes, I decided flight rather than fight 

might be the best choice. I started to edge away. Zayn grabbed my elbow and jerked me close. 

“Stay here, stay still.” 

The swarm exploded around us, a dark blur of wind, noise, and motion.  

  



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT: Pixie Dusted 

 

Zayn remained still. Hands at his side. “Don’t attack them. This is good.” 

The swarm moved so fast and in such tight formation, I couldn’t tell what they were. How big or 

how small. Something sharp scratched my face and I yelped.  

 “How is this good?” I shouted, wrapping my arms around my head and face.  

 “These are Deevs. Ancient Persian versions of the West’s pixies. Not much good in them. Not 

much at all. Exactly what we need now. I have challenged them to combat.” 

A small group darted closer. About ten inches long with double bird-like wings, longer and wider 

than their bodies. Two arms, two legs, a wide mouth with too many teeth, and bulging amber eyes. They 

shook small, curved swords and spears at us shouting what I assumed were insults on our ancestors.   

“Why have you challenged them?” My voice came out in a panicked squeak. I hooked a finger on 

the belt loop of his jeans and tugged. “Are you out of your mind?”  

He ignored me and I quickly let go as the flames flared up and around his body. They weren’t hot 

but they did have substance. Thick and viscous. I jerked my hand away as they made my nerves tingle 

like I’d bumped my funny bone. 

Zayn spoke in a voice that shook the ground. A spinning funnel of black wind rose from the 

ground to encircle the angry pixies. Spinning like a miniature tornado.  

The swarm closed ranks making darting runs at the whirling barrier of air trying to escape. The 

buzz became a deafening roar. 

Zayn snapped his fingers and the wall of air constricted. The force of the whirlwind tugged at my 

hair and clothing. I had to fight to keep my arms over my head.  

The Deev fought to get close to us and, I guessed, attack. The funnel cloud was spinning them so 

fast they couldn’t escape the G-forces on their little bodies.  

Zayn had one hand out and he was watching the black whirl of tumbling pixies intently. All I saw 

was a black blur with flashes of light from their weapons. Zayn saw much more.  

He reached out to snatch one of the pixies from the mass of flailing bodies. It screeched and 

fought wildly, stabbing at Zayn’s hand until the blood dripped. 

The roar from the cloud changed from anger to shrill cries of panic as Zayn calmly zipped it into 

his jacket pocket where it buzzed and pressed against the fabric.  

There was a collective cry of despair from the swarm.  

Zayn made a complex series of movements with his fingers and the tornado swirled into nothing 

dumping the horde in a heap of fluttering bodies on the ground as they lost their momentum.  



Immediately they sat up and began to weep and wail.  

“What the hell is going on?” I asked staring at the pixies.  

“I have captured their leader.” He patted his pocket and the figure zipped inside squirmed.  

“And?” 

“And now they must grant me three wishes.”  

“No fucking way. That’s real? The three wishes thing?”  

He didn’t answer, slipping back into full-on Djinn mode. Zayn spoke to the Deev and even I 

could feel the power in his words. The pixies stopped buzzing and cowered in a tight black cloud.  

“They will be our surprise.” 

He made a dramatic gesture and flung his hands to the glowing mirror behind us. 

The horde flew in a mad crush, fighting with one another to be the first group through.  The 

mirror’s membrane opened for them as easily as a sliding door.   

The pocket pixie made a mournful sound. Zayn flicked it with a finger.  

 “Is that a pixie in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?” I quipped.  

He ignored me.  

I pointed at the mirror the pixies had swooped through. “What about us?” There was no way we 

could follow.  The frame was less than two feet tall.  

Zayn’s aura calmed and he became less Djinn and more Zayn-like again. He took a deep breath 

and guided me to a larger frame only a few feet away.  

I looked through into a scene of chaos. Evil pixies were swarming what must be Veronique’s 

office. Though I couldn’t hear, I imagined a lot of panicked screaming. Philippa was there, and that 

woman Veronique, plus half a dozen people in the same black SWAT uniforms of our attackers earlier.  

They were swatting madly at the little creatures. Somebody tried to shoot them and ended up 

plugging one of their comrades causing more panic.  

Philippa had a short sword out glowing with an unearthly light and was dueling with a group of 

Deevs armed with swords and spears.  The pixies were too fast for her, dodging every slash and thrust.  

To my relief, I spied Graves and Alistair in the far corner. They’d been duct-taped to armchairs. 

Mid-Century modern. I recognized the design. Sawbuck Chairs. The ones by Wegner. Putting duct tape 

on history! Damn.  I was going to whack with malice and forethought for that crime.  

Alistair was in his alligator form and had managed to stand, still strapped to the chair, his tail 

sticking out from between the backrest and the seat. He crouched awkwardly in front of Graves protecting 

him from the worst of the Pixie onslaught. Snapping at them with his long jaws, he swung his tail like a 

bat.  

I fingered my weapons. “Flashlight?”  



He shook his head. “I’m not sure who is human and who is not.”  

Humans would be hurt. Anyone else would be turned to dust.  

I unhooked my phone charger, holding it up. 

He nodded approval, took my free hand, and pulled me through the mirror. A blast of cold air 

took my breath away and I was standing on a sturdy wooden console. The mirror was hung above it. Zayn 

had already jumped off. He ran to Graves and Alastair, fists flaming. 

Two of the Swat team and a cloud of pixies were tumbling around the center of the room. I 

jumped on top of the men, laying in with my phone charger. It snapped and crackled and the two went 

down. The Deevs started to turn on me and I shouted, “I’m with Zayn, back off! Zayn, tell them to back 

off.”  

He’d made some sort of fire shield in front of Graves and Alistair. Holding the spell in place with 

one hand he was sawing at the duct tape with a pocketknife.  

He yelled a command in another language and the Deevs back winged like mad. Their leader flew 

up to my face and saluted.  

I saluted back saying, “Go get her boys,” and pointing at Philippa.  

She heard me and snarled, “Bitch!” over her shoulder.  

“Fuck you!” I shouted and watched a lightning strike take out one of the Swat people.  

Veronique was in front of a large walnut desk. Very nice lines. And she was screaming, “They’re 

in my hair! They’re in my hair!”  She wasn’t too freaked out since she was expertly swinging a metal 

baseball bat while yelling. She connected with some of the pixies, sending them flying into the big picture 

windows.  

She saw me coming and correctly interpreted I was not there for a friendly chat.  

“Are you with us or against us?” I demanded.  

She looked at Philippa. My guess was she was with whoever she thought would win the day.  

“Not good enough!” I yelled charging her.  

She swung the bat at my head. I stumbled to the side, barely escaping a concussion-inducing 

whack.  

With a jump worthy of the Easter Bunny, I put the desk between us. That’s when I noticed the 

pile of pixies on the carpet. The woman had quite a swing. Their wings twitched. They weren’t dead, 

thank God.  

She ran after me and we played the ‘around and around the desk’ game like we were in a comedy. 

Then she jumped on top of the desk in a super gymnast move that I couldn’t help but admire. The bat was 

descending toward my head as I stuck the stunner into her knee cap. I was faster. Her leg collapsed under 

her and dropped the bat.  



She gave a choked cry but managed to grab my wrist with the phone charger, trying to backhand 

me across her face with the other. It was no more than a glancing blow and I caught her wrist. We danced 

back and forth, pushing and shoving.  

I twisted to the side and kicked her hard in the side of the knee I’d zapped. Her leg gave out 

completely. Bringing her arm up and around the back of her neck, I got her nose-to-nose and was 

immediately sorry about that choice when she head-butted me. 

I saw stars. Apparently, she did too because she went all wobbly. I leaned forward letting my 

weight carry us to the ground. Letting go of her arm I grabbed for my phone charger, shoved it into her 

belly, and pressed the button. Unlike her knee, this had the desired phone-charger effect.  

Her body jerked, nearly throwing me off. Her face contorted, she gurgled once and went limp.  

I zapped her again for good measure. 

Always pays to be careful.  

Getting to my feet, I was very pleased to see that she’d wet herself, the dark stain spreading 

across the front of what had to be a very expensive dress.  

“Ha!” I shook my fist in the air triumphantly. “With me or against me and my phone charger!”  

A woman in office attire opened the door leading to the hallway. A group of Deev descended on 

her and she began running around the office screaming as they poked her with their swords.  

I could only hope she was part of Team Philippa and not some innocent from another office trying to 

help.  

Two of the SWAT people jumped in front of me, their police batons raised menacingly. I’d have 

to get close to use my charger and they knew it. Swinging their batons, they advanced, forcing me to 

retreat up until my back hit the window.  

Nowhere to go. 

When they raised the batons, I decided, I’d rush in to zap their thighs with the charger.  

They smiled, making their move.  

Almost.  

Alistair pounced from the top of the desk taking them both down. His snout was still taped 

together but as an alligator, the man had mass on his side as well as fighting skills. He ripped off one 

fighter’s helmet and began smashing the guy’s head against the floor while lying on top of the other.  

Graves moved in, duct tape still clinging to both wrists. Howling in anger he grabbed the one still 

wearing a helmet and yanked him out by his feet. 

 I scrambled out of the way giving the men room to fight. This put me behind Philippa just in 

time to see her snap out a pair of enormous brown wings.  

Nephilim have wings? Why didn’t somebody tell me?  



She beat them in quick hard strokes and the Deev tumbled back, spinning through the air to bump 

into the wall.   

Before I could get out of the way, she whirled, smacking me with an elbow jab to my temple.  I 

fell to the ground as everything went black. 
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