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      The pizza arrived at 7:47 on a Tuesday evening.

      I want to be clear about this, because it matters.

      This was not just any pizza. This was Onomatopoeia’s Pizza. Onomatopoeia’s on Melrose, the one with the brick oven and the line out the door that I'd been walking past for longer than I care to admit without ever getting inside because something always came up. An assignment. A moon. A cat emergency. Every single time I'd smell that oven through the open door and think next time.

      I finally discovered they delivered and I placed an order. They cancelled it. "Technical difficulties," which I'm fairly sure meant Tibby had walked across my laptop and changed the delivery address to somewhere in Palmdale.

      I tried again the following week. The delivery driver couldn't find my building. He circled the block for forty minutes, then left with my pizza. I watched him drive away from the window. Tibby watched too. Neither of us spoke about it.

      Just pow. Boom. Crash. Plop. Whomp Whomp.

      But tonight, finally, the buzzer rang and I answered it and a man handed me a box that was warm and heavy and smelled like everything good in the world.

      I set it on the counter. Tibby jumped up to inspect it.

      "Don't even think about it," I said.

      "I wasn't."

      "You were calculating the angle."

      "I was admiring the box."

      I got a plate. A real plate, not a paper one. Got a napkin. I poured a glass of wine — the bottle I'd been saving, because some things deserve ceremony. I pulled back the lid.

      The cheese was still bubbling. Fresh mozzarella, charred in spots, pooling over San Marzano sauce that was the exact right shade of red. Basil leaves, actual basil, not the dried stuff. The crust was blistered and puffed and I could smell the char from the brick oven and I swear to you, I have eaten in nine different centuries across dozens of worlds and this was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen on a plate.

      I picked up a slice. The cheese stretched in a long, perfect string. I brought it to my mouth.

      Then the moon hit me like a truck.

      It wasn’t the gentle tug. Not the gradual pull behind the sternum that gives you thirty seconds to prepare. This was instant and total — a pull that says you're leaving NOW, not in a moment, not after one bite, NOW.

      The slice dropped. Cheese side down on the counter.

      Of course. Of COURSE cheese side down.

      "Tibby."

      He was already at the window, ears forward, tail high.

      The full moon hung there, enormous and bright and completely unreasonable for a Tuesday in April.

      "I hadn't even—"

      "I know, baby."

      "One BITE. I just wanted ONE—"

      "I know."

      The kitchen shimmered. Reality bent at the edges. I looked at the pizza. Whole, hot, perfect, sitting on my counter, about to become the saddest leftover in the history of my apartment.

      Over two hundred assignments. I'd fed armies, broken curses, built bridges, put a genie back in a lamp. And I could not eat a pizza.

      I closed the box. If I was lucky, maybe — maybe — it would still be here when I got back. Maybe the cosmic forces would do me this one small kindness. Keep a pizza warm for thirty days. Was that so much to ask?

      "This is ridiculous! I just wanted a pizza. ONE pizza."

      I'd checked my cosmic debt statement last month. Or tried to. The total was redacted. The interest rate was redacted. The number of remaining assignments was redacted. The only thing NOT redacted was a line at the bottom that said: PLEASE CONTINUE TO FULFILL YOUR OBLIGATIONS IN A TIMELY MANNER.

      SINCERELY, THE OFFICE OF COSMIC ACCOUNT‐ ABILITY.

      I'd written back: "How many more?"

      They'd written back: "THAT INFORMATION IS NOT AVAILABLE AT THIS TIME."

      So here I was. No idea how much I owed, no idea how much I'd paid, no idea when it ended. Just month after month, moon after moon, assignment after assignment.

      Chipping away at a debt I couldn't see the bottom of.

      And now the moon was taking my pizza. That fink @#$%&!

      The pull doubled. My wineglass tipped. Red spread across the counter like a slow, dramatic accusation.

      Tibby jumped into my arms, pressed his face against my collarbone the way he always did before a jump. I held him. Closed my eyes.

      The light took us.

      I landed on something soft.

      That was new. Usually it was mud, or hay, or a particularly unforgiving patch of medieval cobblestone. But this was soft, plush almost, like carpet.

      I opened my eyes.

      It was carpet. Beige carpet. The fibers stood around me like stalks of wheat, each one rising well above my head. A dust bunny the size of a beach ball sat a few feet to my left, gray and motionless and somehow menacing.

      "Oh no."

      I stood up. The carpet fiber next to me came up to my shoulder. I could see the weave of the fabric. Individual threads. The tiny universe at the base of a carpet that no one thinks about, because no one is ever an inch tall.

      "Oh no no no."

      I looked at my hands. They looked normal — five fingers, the black scar still snaking across my palm and up my wrist, the same hands I'd had for nine centuries. But everything around me was wrong. Everything was enormous.

      I was maybe an inch tall.

      "Tibby?"

      He emerged from between two carpet fibers, shaking himself off, his gray fur ruffled in every direction — like he'd been through a lint roller in reverse. The size of my thumb. Maybe smaller.

      He sat down. Looked up at the carpet fiber towering over him. Looked at me.

      "Interesting," he said.

      "Don't."

      "We appear to be an inch tall in someone's den."

      "I can SEE that."

      "Your magic—"

      I reached for it instinctively. My wells, my power. I felt for the first well and reached.

      A flicker, like a match struck in a windstorm — then nothing.

      I tried again. Tried to make light, just a small glow in my palm. My hand sputtered for one second — one sad, pale second of light — and went dark.

      "Of course. Of COURSE my magic doesn't work."

      "You're an inch tall, Marisol."

      "That shouldn't matter. Magic doesn't care about scale.

      Magic is—" I tried again — nothing, not even a flicker this time. "This is ridiculous."

      Then the assignment arrived the way it always did.

      Silver light, moon-script, letters forming in the air above us, bright enough to read even in the shadow of the carpet fibers.

      RETURN THE MISSING PIECE BEFORE THE MONTH'S END.

      "Return what piece? What missing piece? There are probably a thousand pieces of a thousand things in a house this size. Return it where? To whom? Could you possibly be MORE vague?"

      The silver letters faded. No clarification. No follow-up.

      No helpful cosmic footnote.

      "Who comes up with this?"

      Tibby was already walking, picking his way between carpet fibers with the delicate precision that cats maintain at any size. "Look up."

      I looked up. Past the carpet fibers, past the furniture legs thick as tree trunks, there was a table. And on the table, visible from below as a vast mosaic of color, was a jigsaw puzzle. Nearly complete. Hundreds of pieces forming a picture I couldn't make out from this angle.

      Nearly complete. But not all the way.

      There was one gap, right in the center — a missing piece.

      "Oh."

      I heard footsteps and the floor shook — BOOM, BOOM, BOOM.

      Tibby pressed flat against the carpet. I grabbed a fiber and held on.

      It was a girl. Maybe ten years old, though from down here she was the size of a building. She stood over the puzzle table, looking down at it with a face I recognized immediately. Disappointment, the quiet kind, when you've looked everywhere and come up empty.

      "It's still missing, Dad." Her voice was thunder shaped into words.

      A man's voice from somewhere beyond the den. "We'll look for it tomorrow, sweetheart."

      The girl touched the edge of the puzzle, one enormous finger resting on the empty space. Then she turned and walked out.

      The door closed behind her. Like a cannon shot.

      Tibby and I stood in the silence, two creatures the size of thimbles, watching dust motes drift through the air like slow, lazy snow.

      Then a voice — small, our size.

      "The coast is clear."

      And the puzzle came alive.

      I don't know how else to describe it. The pieces — all 999 of them — began to separate. To pull apart with tiny clicking sounds, edges releasing, and then they were moving and standing and climbing down from the table on chains of interlocked pieces, pouring onto the carpet in a wave of color and panic.

      Tibby and I pressed back against a carpet fiber and watched.
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