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(Can be read in any order you choose):

Unearthly Remains

Protecting the Dead

Moonlight, Magnolias, and Magic

(These first three are also available in the More in Heaven and Earth, Box Set 1, along with the short story at the end of this list and one other prequel short story)

Cursed in White

A Wild Conversion

Children of the Gods

(These second three are also available in the More in Heaven and Earth, Box Set 2, along with a between-the-novels short story)

Sorcerers, Spirits, and Ships

Pride, Prejudice & Penguins

Postcards from Another World

The British Museum had held many mummies and sphinxes over the years. It specialized in them, as well as in the many other looted treasures of empire. What it had probably never seen before was an entire flock of living, breathing female sphinxes, each with a mummy on its back, ready to escape back home to Egypt once more.

Erick Lawrence watched what had started as a magical standoff and was now simply an unbelievably tense negotiation. A longer strand of his dark brown hair fell into his burning brown eyes, but he wasn't pushing it away, wasn't even blinking. Although he was trying to look casual, he was hiding the fact that he was ready to spring to his new boss' defense, should she need it.

It wasn't like Marilyn ever did, though, never needed anything which even resembled help. Without her, this current standoff would have gotten entirely out of hand—and then they would have had a paranormal show even his new employers would have had trouble covering up.

This was one of Supernatural Oversight's many duties, keeping the non-paranormal citizens ignorant of the greater part of the world they inhabited. When he had joined, Erick had expected to discover a Men in Black-type hypnosis device ready for such occasions. It had never occurred to him that a simple "ignore me" spell would often do just as well, but he had vastly underestimated the average person's desire to live in ignorance.

He had only been on active duty with the S.O. for two weeks now, and he wanted to believe he was learning quickly. Only at moments such as this was he forced to face how entirely ignorant and mundane he truly was.

This feeling didn't make him any less twitchy and wasn't helped by the presence of the very old and cloying mummy beside him, who was translating all of the Mummy Queen's words. He and the translator had not gotten along from the moment they had met about a day ago. It was probably mostly a personality clash but hadn't been helped when Erick had made a comment about the man's t-shirt, which had (and still did) read, "Supernatural Chick Magnet." He sort of thought even the traditional trailing bandages would have been better.

He had had the bad sense to make this opinion known to the mummy, which hadn't exactly made it easy for them to get along. Erick didn't like the way the little man made eyes at Marilyn, either. 

But his presence now was more than necessary. Erick had never been good with languages, and expecting him to comprehend ancient Egyptian was just laughable. Even his Spanish—which had been required often enough in his old job with the NYPD—always resulted in either eye rolls or looks which clearly said, "Whuh?" Or being slapped. The slappings were frequent, too.

The mummy—whose name, thanks to a little spell his new superior had cooked up and which he really didn't understand, he had never quite caught—was whispering to him. Erick tried to remember not to be irritated long enough to listen.

"Our Queen demands a year of back salary for our Champion, more palatable food from home, and ear buds and the music of our choice, when we must Play Dead for the tourists."

This was actually pretty reasonable under the circumstances, although Erick wasn't giving the little mummy any victories by saying so. Had he had to lie there being stared at by crowds of gawkers, he probably would have hopped his own sphinx back to New York a long time ago.

It was damn impressive that Marilyn had managed to get the queen this far. At the beginning, the rebel leader had been demanding the return of Egypt to her rule, repatriation of every single object in the museum, and the heads of the next 100 British newborn baby boys as penance for their suffering. Now, she was down to the equivalent of negotiating the tableware.

Erick watched his boss handle this latest volley, as the Queen's sphinx flapped its wings in irritation. Clearly, it was ready to take to the skies with or without a rider very soon. He wondered whether that too didn't have something to do with Marilyn's influence.

Still, his boss wasn't the only one with power here. The mummy queen was somehow just as impressive—and, given what he had seen of Marilyn since he'd met her, that was hard for him to admit. 

The queen looked like a fragile woman with a ridiculously bad skin condition and was dressed in some sort of outfit he had been assured was just off a Paris runway. She should have looked ridiculous in it yet somehow conveyed a few millennia of power, rule, and privilege, instead. 

Although she was not dressed like any image of an ancient Egyptian queen he had ever seen—he had expected a long, golden dress and tall hat, among other things—the way she held herself, her ability to meet anyone's eyes with a look which made even a current monarch seem pedestrian, clearly said that she was not to be messed with. Even if those clothes were apparently designer, they looked, not like they were adding to her, but like she was deigning to wear them. They could never keep up with her splendor. On meeting her, he had no longer been surprised that all the rest of her kind had entirely followed her lead.

It hadn't been an easy road to figure out her plans, either. The hectic few days which had led here were the first of his few cases so far which had actually centered mostly in London, although it had also seen them portal-hopping through Cairo, Belgrade, and some part of Africa he had missed the name of in his exhaustion and had been too embarrassed to ask for later. He didn't want his new boss to think she had made a mistake by letting him join up.

This was all a little unusual, too. Not necessarily the supernatural parts, although he hadn't heard of too many uprisings, but that they were still in London at what seemed to be its close.

The few other cases he had seen so far—and a majority of those he'd been told about—had not centered in England. While S.O. headquarters was in some non-earthly realm he could find but didn't entirely understand, Erick lived here in London, as did Marilyn, and they worked wherever the cases were. It was a little weird to have one crop up so early on in his career in what he was determined would become his new hometown.

It had taken days to get this far, too. It had started with rumors, which had grown into tracking down bribes, which had led them to a Free the Sphinxes movement run by an irate leprechaun who didn't seem to realize that the sphinxes had zero interest in his opinions or help, which had finally led to . . . whatever the name of his current, annoying translator was.

The fact that he still didn't know this, that every time the mummy's name—or any of the others'—was mentioned he just heard a sort of "plllffffffft" noise, like someone blowing a Bronx cheer, had added a seriously ridiculous element to a case which was already making his head kind of spin. Then again, his head was swivelling so regularly lately that he was expecting to start vomiting pea soup any moment now.

Being left with the translator didn't make him any happier. The little man had hopped around Marilyn from the first, entirely dismissing Erick as beneath his notice—especially after his crack about the shirt, which he supposed was really on him. The mummy had apparently been a scribe and counselor to the queen in their original lifetimes, had been buried with her, even though he hadn't been dead yet. Maybe that was the reason why he was so determined to court the favor of any woman in power.

Erick thought it possible but didn't much care, annoyed. The little man seemed—even before the t-shirt crack—to have seen him as a rival for Marilyn and had acted accordingly. 

Erick sighed. If only.

He tucked away this desire and watched, entirely unnecessary to the proceedings and left with nothing but his reflections. No, his interactions with the mummy had been doomed from the start. Once the little man had realized where Erick's family had originally haled from, he had even started speaking in a bad Irish accent. It hadn't exactly endeared him any more.

Erick tried to ignore all this, focusing on the negotiations. Marilyn had denied the demand for the choice of any music, saying that anything with a strong bass might be heard and commented on by the guests. She had countered with an offer to rehire the curator—the mummies' "Champion"—and give her two weeks of back pay, which was all she had actually missed. Erick thought this was pretty open minded, since the woman had encouraged this particular uprising, but he was in no way Marilyn's equal enough to argue.

"Pllllffffffftt," as Erick had come to think of him, translated the latest bit of the mummies' side of the negotiation. How Marilyn understood any of it, he had no idea. Maybe she had some sort of spell.

"Our Queen asks for three weeks' back pay for our Champion and holds firm on her demand for our choice of music to be recognized. She says that eternal life is not worth living without the sweet words of the Enemy of the Public to soothe her."

This one made Erick frown. Finally, he ventured a guess. "She wants to listen to Public Enemy, while she's on display?"

Pllllffffffftt nodded. "She believes Mr. Chuck of D to be the prophet by which our Gods will find us again."

Erick blinked. So
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