
 Silver bullets.  They had almost gotten him killed, once.  He had heard legends that silver bullets 

could kill creatures normal bullets couldn’t, and he had been desperate enough to try it on that scant 

shred of questionable evidence.  There were several burn scars on his chest to show how futile that had 

been.  Lead, silver, steel: it didn’t matter.  If there were ways to kill immortals, he hadn’t found them 

yet.  All anyone could hope to do was slow them down, and that, at least, Allon did better than most.  It 

was enough for him to survive, just.  In an era of gods, the price of independence was high.  The ache in 

his joints, the screams when he closed his eyes, the pain of old wounds that never faded the way it 

should have: it had been a very long nine years. 

 It was a price people were willing to pay, of course.  Some few, at least, always thought that no 

price was too high to pay for freedom.  They lived short, frightened lives, largely, mostly trying just to 

hide from the notice of the beings that now walked the Earth.  Little villages, tiny hamlets, scattered 

across the more remote regions of the world.  Places too small and isolated for the gods to have 

bothered with, at least not yet.  They would come, eventually.  They always did.  Allon helped those 

people when he could, but there was little enough he could do, not without getting more involved than 

he cared to be.  That was the price he paid for his brand of freedom; with him, independence was a 

lonesome, hard profession. 

 Civilization hadn’t simply disappeared.  If there was one, major point that all the fiction had 

gotten wrong about the apocalypse, it was how civilization would respond.  Humans are a more 

adaptive species than perhaps they gave themselves credit for; nine years since the gods had 

manifested themselves, and there were still cities, cars, aircraft, computers, and all the other 

innovations that had transformed civilization so utterly in the past two centuries.  The arrival of the gods 

might have completely upset the understanding of how the universe worked, but that didn’t mean the 

universe had stopped working.  Normal rules didn’t apply to gods, but they definitely still applied to 

humans.  As Allon thought of it, gods always got free shipping, but humans still had to pay. 

 It was therefore not some low campfire, burned down to embers, before which Allon sat 

contemplating his existence on this particular lonely night.  He did not wear a broad-brimmed hat, or 

carry old six-shot pistols, or swords, or wear a ragged duster.  He’d never fancied himself the cowboy 

type, though he respected those who did.  Instead, his suit jacket was thrown over the back of a chair, 

his belt and tie along with it, and his shoes lay with his socks next to the hotel bed.  With his aching back 

propped up against the headboard, and his gun within easy reach on the nightstand, he rolled a shallow 

glass filled halfway with red wine between his palms and stared into the liquid’s surface as if it contained 

answers; he didn’t even know for what answers he might have been looking.  He had bought a bottle 

from the hotel, but he still hadn’t finished the first glass. 

 Hotels really hadn’t changed much.  Sitting in a second floor hotel room, watching snow fall on 

Denver at the end of November through a slightly dirty window that overlooked a steaming, empty, 

outdoor pool, Allon noted that there was nothing apocalyptic about the scene.  Well, the news media 

was probably calling the snow some kind of an apocalyptic event, but that sort of advertising had 

become less popular now that the real apocalypse had come.  Otherwise, it could have been fifteen 

years ago, before the gods had manifested.  Well, there was one change.  No Bible sat in the nightstand 

drawer, as there had been one in every hotel room for practically as long as hotels existed.  When gods 

inhabited the Earth, religion took on a very different aspect.  These days, Bibles, Torahs, Quorans, even 



copies of The Iliad and The Odyssey were more like overly verbose field manuals.  No one religion had 

gotten everything quite right about the deities, but they had all of them gotten something right. 

 From the room next door, through the wall, came the sounds of someone watching old cartoon 

reruns, quite oblivious to the fact that anyone might not care to share in the delight.  Sighing, Allon 

drained his glass, grimacing at the bitter aftertaste of cheap wine, and set the glass down on the 

nightstand, flipped the switch, and settled back, staring up at the ceiling in the dim light coming from 

the distant, snow-hazed streetlights.  Sometimes, the only answer to the end of a long, frustrating day 

was to go to sleep and hope that the next day would be better.  It wouldn’t be, but he could still hope.  

The gods couldn’t take that away. 

 Up early, Allon sought to wait patiently in his hotel room.  There was nothing much to do before 

the event that evening, and with the snow still falling gently and Denver’s notorious inability to 

adequately handle moderate snowfall, there seemed no sufficient reason to justify venturing out into 

the world.  Allon didn’t usually mind waiting, provided he had something to do while he was waiting.  So 

maybe he did mind waiting.  There were things he could be doing, but he found it difficult to 

concentrate.  He had already reviewed the map of the building where the event would be held.  He had 

memorized the security arrangements, and identified all of the significant individuals on the guest list.  

There were rumors that a god might make an appearance at the event that night, but Allon dismissed 

those.  For all that they lived in an era of gods, most people rarely, if ever, saw one in person. 

 The gods hadn’t really changed humanity; after all, they were humanity’s gods.  It was more like 

they had amplified humanity.  It was true that Allon fought against the gods, but that had almost always 

meant fighting their human proxies, not them directly.  He had directly encountered gods on three 

separate occasions, which was three more times than most people did.  Depending on who was asked, 

he had either been very fortunate, very unfortunate, or both to have so often interacted with deities.  

Instead of being ruled by kings, or dictators, or ministers, or presidents, now humanity was ruled by 

gods.  Their motives were often inscrutable, but that meant that most of the time, they didn’t interfere 

in day to day life.  At least until there was a disagreement between gods.  Then they’d send out their 

mortals to die for them. 

 For the better part of the past nine years, Allon had been trying to sort out the complexities of 

immortal politics.  There were definitely factions, and as most religions had expressed in some form or 

another, there was one major division, but plenty of smaller conflicts within either primary alliance.  It 

would have been convenient if one had been good, and the other evil, but of course it wasn’t so simple.  

Tonight’s party was being hosted by a god who was currently going by the name Amelia, or at least had 

been when the invitations had been sent.  She might very well be called something entirely different 

now; she might no longer even be a she.  Gods weren’t picky about such things, and most tended not to 

settle on something for too long.  It seemed to amuse many of them to adopt certain human customs 

and characteristics from time to time. 

 By a little after noon, the snow had all but stopped, and Allon had all but gone crazy with 

waiting.  Putting on his suit, he double checked that his gun was properly concealed beneath the suit 

jacket, but still easily accessible, as was his knife.  It was just a folding knife, but he had found that it was 

always a good idea to carry a weapon that others would not see as a weapon.  That was why his pen had 

a needle in it that would inject a tranquilizer.  It wasn’t a large dose, but it was fast acting, and it could 

buy him the minutes he might need to escape.  His other materials were secured in his briefcase, which 



would stay in the car with his duffle.  When playing cloak and dagger with immortals, or at least those 

who worked for them, one could never be too careful. 

 His car was an expensive model, but not outrageously so; the kind of expensive that wouldn’t 

stand out in the slightest at the sorts of events Allon often attended.  Officially, he designated himself a 

“free agent,” and sought and received invitations to events on the pretext of searching for a god to 

whom to offer his services.  In reality, he was after information.  He was by no means some kind of an 

assassin, searching for the next target of opportunity to make quietly disappear in the night.  The one-

man war he fought was not one that could ever be won through strength of arms, but if he found the 

right information, he could begin to nudge events one way or another, put things just slightly off 

balance.  It might not be in his lifetime, but eventually he hoped the effects would drive the gods from 

humanity’s plane of existence. 

 Outside the Westin Hotel, Allon programmed his car to go park itself nearby.  It wasn’t 

uncommon for cars to be a shared service these days, rather than something owned by an individual, so 

if anyone was watching they would assume that it was simply off to pick up its next rider.  His heels 

clicked softly on the pavement as he walked up to the door, smiling with a shallow nod at the two 

demons standing guard beside the door.  They were minor demons, barely worthy of the moniker; more 

like imps, really.  Still, they were a not-so-subtle reminder that the event was being sponsored by one of 

the lower plane deities.  That was doubtless part of the reason that Amelia, or rather one of her 

underlings, had commandeered the entire Westin Hotel at Denver International Airport – just for the 

metaphor of controlling the airplanes, which came closest to “heaven” – the upper plane of existence. 

 Once he gave his name to the door guards, they found him on the list, checked him off, and 

gestured him inside.  He stepped through the door into the entryway, but paused to hold it for a tall, 

broad-shouldered woman in a shimmering dress of metallic bronze.  She nodded courteously to him, 

and they both stepped inside.  Something lurched in Allon’s stomach, and he found himself falling.  The 

gods did like to give these overt reminders of their power.  The whole event would probably take place 

on the Westin Hotel’s ceilings, instead of the floors.  Adroitly, Allon twisted his shoulders, and rolled on 

impact, absorbing the force with his shoulders instead of his head, and came to kneel on the ceiling a 

moment before the woman for whom he had held the door tumbled after him with significantly less 

coordination.  Reaching out, Allon deflected her head before it could hit the ceiling, or rather what was 

now the floor, and felt a little jolt. 

 “Thanks,” the woman said, flustered as she accepted Allon’s proffered hand to help her to her 

feet.  “I’m afraid I’m still getting used to these heels.” 

 Clasping his tingling palms behind his back, Allon pushed considerations of why an angel would 

be pretending to be a mortal aside, and nodded in understanding.  “No harm done, I hope?” 

 With a grimace, the woman shook her head.  “Just to my dignity, I suppose.  I’m Selene.”  She 

held out her hand, and Allon shook it, then began drawing her away. 

 “We should stop blocking the entrance,” he explained, and led them to stand behind a pillar.  

What had been the ceiling was here slightly curved inward, and made of glass, so that they could see the 

night sky spread out apparently below them.  In the relative privacy offered by the pillar, Allon lowered 

his voice as he released Selene’s hand.  “It’s none of my business what an angel is doing at one of these 



parties, disguised as a mortal, but you should probably refrain from touching people.  It gives your 

nature away immediately.” 

 Selene blushed in a very human expression of embarrassment.  “Oh, I’m sorry.  It seems that 

you’ve save me from getting knocked on the head twice in as many minutes.” 

 Filing that choice of words away for further analysis later, Allon inclined his head.  “Always 

happy to help,” he said.  “Excuse me.” 

 “Oh, of course.  Thank you again,” Selene said, and Allon strode off as politely and nonchalantly 

as he was able. 

 Angels came to these events, of course.  If all of immortal politics ultimately revolved around the 

divide between the inhabitants of the upper and lower planes of existence, albeit with far greater 

complexities than merely that, it was still not unusual to find angels at events mixing freely with 

demons.  Finding one who was clearly taking pains to disguise herself as mortal, however, was decidedly 

unusual; there was no advantage to doing so that Allon could discern.  Even at a lower plane gathering, 

an angel would be afforded far more respect and consideration than even the most prominent of 

mortals…maybe that was the key.  She was attempting to be covert, and there was no way that an angel 

at a lower plane event could be covert; her every move would have been watched by eyes both mortal 

and otherwise. 

 Resolving that he would remain aware of her actions, Allon moved to mingle with the crowd.  A 

slight breeze betrayed where the direction of down reverted to its normal orientation near the bar, 

although looked at from a distance it appeared that a few people were quietly sipping their drinks while 

sitting on the ceiling, without the drinks giving the slightest tendency to spill.  Several individuals cut 

wakes through the room as they prowled about; Allon spotted paladin pins from a distance, and steered 

well clear of them.  Mortals granted strength and sometimes other abilities by the god to whom they 

had sworn, paladins were dangerous, and they were rarely good company.  Most became rather 

intoxicated by the power and respect they wielded, and used it like a bludgeon on everyone around 

them. 

 There was an hors d’ouevres table along the eastern wall, looking out over the Plaines; it had 

been made to curve with the floor that had once been the ceiling, but despite that nothing slide or 

appeared anything other than perfectly level.  Taking a small plate of meats and cheeses, and a few 

crackers, Allon found a tall table to lean upon, and looked out through the wall of windows, where there 

was somehow a sunrise, even as the sun was setting in the west.  When a waiter came by, Allon waved 

him down and took a glass of wine, which he rolled around in his fingers, thinking.  These lower plane 

gatherings tended to become rowdier as the night wore on, so Allon would wait until there was 

sufficient activity around that no one was likely to notice his departure.  In the suite above him, or 

rather below him, one of Amelia’s top generals, a demon called Ukrik, was staying.  He would be at the 

party, which meant there were probably all manner of plans in his room, if someone could figure out 

how to get them without causing a conflagration that would crisp most of the building’s top floor, they 

would find themselves in possession of some invaluable intelligence. 



 For the moment, he needed to mingle, otherwise his presence would be suspicious.  Someone 

searching for a sponsoring god would not stand quietly, looking out the window, while job opportunities 

walked about everywhere else.  So, reluctantly, Allon set out to consort with angels and demons. 

 His first contact was neither, in fact; it was a balding, slightly portly gentleman wearing a suit 

straight out of a Dickens novel, complete with a cravat that shimmered in colors that occurred nowhere 

in nature, and holding a cane that Allon suspected concealed a blade of some fashion.  He introduced 

himself as Gevinon, responsible for coordination of Amelia’s chefs.  Allon had almost no culinary 

capabilities, but that was not common knowledge, and he had reason to believe that Gevinon was only 

associated with chefs through the demands of his protruding belly.  In truth, Allon’s research suggested 

that Gevinon was a high ranking member of Amelia’s intelligence apparatus. 

 “Have you ever tried to describe a soufflé without being permitted to employ the word 

‘heavenly’?” Gevinon demanded.  “It’s quite difficult, I can tell you.  Can’t use the words ‘light’ or 

‘ethereal’, either.  What am I supposed to call it, then?” 

 Allon frowned thoughtfully.  “I suppose you could simply invert the metaphors.” 

 “Pardon?” Gevinon withdrew an actual monocle from his pocket and affixed it to his eye for no 

apparent reason; Allon realized that it was lensless. 

 “Speak their language, as it were,” Allon explained.  “After all, a soufflé may begin as a poofed 

concoction of delicate character, but it rather quickly assumes a deeper, richer, and more decadent 

aspect once it, ahem, falls.” 

 It seemed to take Gevinon a moment, which convinced Allon that he was faking his obtuseness.  

Clearly, this was a man who wanted people to underestimate him.  “Falls…the Fallen…I like you, lad.  

Right clever of you.” 

 Allon nodded humbly, accepting the praise.  “Wordplay is one of my talents,” he admitted. 

 “Silver tongue’s not much good for tasting naught.  Know anything about food?” Gevinon asked. 

 Waving down a water, Allon procured two glasses of wine, and extended one to Gevinon.  “As a 

matter of fact, I fancy myself something of a sommelier.  Amateur only, of course.”  He sipped lightly on 

the wine.  “This, for instance, I think comes from the central coast of California, near Lompoc.”  He 

sipped again.  “Aged eight years, if I don’t miss my guess.  Is our hostess attempting to test our 

discernment?” 

 Gevinon laughed heartily.  “Perhaps, at that, perhaps.  And you call yourself an amateur?” 

 “I like to know things about what I might encounter, wherever it is I happen to be going,” Allon 

explained, his word choice deliberate.  When talking with spies, everything had a double meaning, and 

the entire stunt with the wine had been intended to show covert interest in the kinds of jobs Gevinon 

offered.  If nothing else, Allon had at least confirmed that Gevinon was a spyhandler, or else was 

incredibly suspicious for other reasons; he had only pretended to drink the wine Allon had handed him 

from the waiter.  People who were just ordinarily suspicious would typically just not drink it, rather than 

pretending to drink and not drinking. 



 “Well, if your knowledge of food is half as impressive as your knowledge of wine, then I’d take 

you on in a heartbeat,” Gevinon assured him.  “Even if you couldn’t tell a flognarde from a claufoutis.” 

 Allon smiled.  “A tempting offer,” he said.  From the corner of his eye, he noticed Selene slipping 

from the ceiling into an elevator that would take her down, or possibly up, into the other levels of the 

building.  If she was really here on some manner of covert mission, she clearly was new to the job.  Allon 

intended to see why she was doing whatever it was she was doing.  “I’ll have to consider it.  If you’ll 

excuse me…” 

 “Of course,” Gevinon guffawed heartily at the wordplay.  “And whatever anyone else offers you, 

I’ll double it.  You could be an astonishing addition to our staff.  Enjoy the festivities.” 

 Raising his glass to Gevinon in half a toast, half a salute, Allon ducked away.  He whirled around 

the dance ceiling twice, set his empty wine glass on a waiter’s tray, and then, as surreptitiously as he 

could, he disengaged from the main crowd and stepped into the elevator.  To his relief, the gravity here 

was pointed in the normal, downward direction; apparently the effect had only existed within the main 

reception area.  Standing now on the elevator floor, Allon hesitated, and then pressed the button for the 

top floor.  He couldn’t be certain where Selene had gone, but this seemed a reasonable guess.  At least if 

he was wrong, the risk would not have been for nothing, as his own target’s rooms were on the top 

floor. 

 Typical wisdom suggested that he take the stairs, but Allon had always found elevators to be 

less suspicious: everyone took the elevator, but people who took the stairs, whatever their reasons, 

stood out from the crowd.  Plus, the idea of climbing all the way to the top of the building in the thin, 

Denver air was less than an appealing proposition.  So despite the possible risks, Allon allowed the 

elevator to whisk him upwards.  Fortunately, he was alone, and the elevator made no stops on its way.  

He took the time to check that his gun was properly loaded and accessible should he need it.  That done, 

he straightened his suit jacket, adjusted his tie, and just as the doors opened, stepped smartly from the 

elevator onto thick carpeting on the top floor. 

 With the thick carpeting muffling his shoes, and the deifically induced sunrise absent, the 

hallway felt close and dimly lit after the extravagance of the main reception area.  It was also quiet, 

which Allon found a relief.  There was no sign of Selene, but from his study of the hotel’s layout, Allon 

knew the general’s suite was located around a corner, near the end of the hallway, isolated from the 

noise and traffic of other visitors to the top floor.  She had left the lobby significantly before he had, so 

she was probably well ahead of him.  Hopefully she didn’t inadvertently immolate the entire floor before 

he could steal the papers. 

 The door to the suite was closed and locked, and showed no signs of being forced, but that 

meant little; an angel could simply have miracled her way through the door, or for that matter the wall.  

As far as Allon understood, the more unlikely a miracle was, the more difficult it was too accomplish, but 

he had never been able to ascertain precisely how “likely” was defined for such purposes.  Regardless, 

Allon had no such abilities; he would need to rely on more mundane means.  Taking out his smartphone, 

he flicked open his keying application.  Essentially a modern-day lock-picking set, the device effectively 

hacked any RF-triggered locking mechanism, like those keyed via wireless technologies.  The Westin 

Hotel had keyless entry, meaning most patrons used the hotel’s app to unlock their door.  It was 



relatively simple for Allon’s app to cycle through possibilities and key the lock.  The light flashed green, 

so he drew his pistol, and gently pushed open the door. 

 It was dark in the room.  Allon gingerly stepped a deliberately normal distance upon entering 

the room, the length of his stride based on the general’s height.  Since this was the precise opposite of 

what most would-be invaders would seek to do in avoiding a trap, Allon managed not to trigger an 

immediate, consuming inferno.  Letting out the breath he had been holding, he surveyed the darkened 

room for potential threats, knowing that he was probably missing several.  A powerful demon like Ukrik 

would be perfectly capable of creating a trap that read the intent of anyone in the room, and responded 

accordingly, and probably unsubtly.  Curiously, there was no sign of Selene.  Perhaps Allon had simply 

guessed her intentions incorrectly. 

 There were three rooms in the suite besides the entryway itself: a bedroom, a spectacular 

bathroom, and a sort of living room.  Stepping softly, gun held ready, Allon strode purposefully into the 

living room, acting, and to the greatest extent he could thinking, as if he were the true proprietor of the 

rooms.  With Ukrik not in the rooms to maintain the miracle of whatever traps he had laid, they became 

far less adaptive; Allon hoped that this deception would be sufficient to keep from triggering them.  

Since he had not been fried to a crisp by the time he reached the table at the center of the living room, 

Allon decided he must have been good enough.  He bent to examine what was spread on the table. 

 Demons, and angels, for that matter, were very reluctant adopters of human technology.  The 

more technically complex a device was, the more likely it was that their auras, or whatever you wanted 

to call them, would cause a malfunction.  That was especially true of devices that utilized 

electromagnetism, which meant that General Ukrik stored nothing on computers.  That kept it safe from 

the hackers, but it definitely did not keep it safe from people coming to snoop around his rooms.  Allon 

had no such difficulties; he holstered his gun, pulled out his smartphone, and began taking pictures of 

the maps and tables and documents stacked neatly on the table; he would worry about reading and 

addressing the information later.  Then he rifled through several folders, and the stacks of papers on the 

desk.  Demons had an unfair reputation for disorderliness, stemming largely from their tendency to 

incinerate things inadvertently, but there was just as much variability in their fastidiousness as there was 

in humans. 

 Pictures taken, Allon turned back towards the door, but caught a half hint of bluish glow in the 

television screen as he did.  Hesitating, he looked back, and saw nothing.  Looking in the opposite 

direction, towards the bedroom, he also saw nothing, no trace of any glow, blue or otherwise.  Any 

other night, he would have dismissed the phenomenon and left the room.  There was no benefit to 

staying longer, and significant detriment.  But he still had not discerned Selene’s purpose or intentions, 

and that bothered him.  Angels often glowed blue after performing particularly difficult miracles, such 

as, perhaps, miraculously appearing in a demon’s bedroom.  Drawing his gun, Allon walked silently 

towards the bedroom door, taking care that his shadow wasn’t visible from inside the room, and 

pressed himself against the doorframe.  He took three deep breaths, steeled his nerves, and dove into 

the room. 

 As soon as he passed through the doorway, a sword whistled through the air, but it was at 

Ukrik’s head height, and Allon was rolling on the floor.  Rather than immediately attempting to come to 

his feet, he lashed out with one foot in the direction from which the sword had come.  His shin collided 

with legs, and the shadowy sword-bearer tripped and crashed to the floor.  Then Allon popped to his 



feet, aimed, and fired.  The pop of the silenced gun and tiny flare of light in the darkness were almost 

immediately overwhelmed by a clang as the bullet was deflected, so Allon dove to the side again, 

putting the corner of the bed between himself and his opponent.  The ricocheting bullet shattered a 

light fixture, and they were both immediately bathed in a harsh, red light. 

 No blaring alarms accompanied the light, but Allon knew they’d been detected.  As he’d 

suspected, the person he’d tried to shoot was Selene.  Her metallic, bluish-silver wings had torn through 

the back of her dress to wrap around her, shielding her body from his bullet.  She scrambled for her 

sword, and held it wardingly before her. 

 “Truce!” she exclaimed, upon recognizing Allon from their earlier encounter.  “I’m not trying to 

harm you.” 

 Allon didn’t lower his gun.  “That explains why you just tried to take off my head.  What in the 

planes of existence are you doing here?” 

 Her eyes grew immediately guarded.  “Waiting.” 

 “I wasn’t aware your kind cared for assassinations.  Thought you preferred to leave that to your 

mortal servants to do,” Allon observed.  It seemed quite obvious to him that she had been waiting to 

assassinate General Ukrik.  “Or am I supposed to believe that you were waiting with drawn sword in 

anticipation of some manner of inter-planar tryst?” 

 Apparently, even would-be assassin angels were virtuous creatures, in some sense of the word, 

for Selene blushed.  “I’m an angel.  You should trust me.” 

 Allon glanced warily towards the door to the suite.  Any moment, he expected demons to come 

pouring into the room.  He very much needed to not be there when that happened.  “There’s a big 

different between being unable to lie and being trustworthy.” 

 “In this case, momentarily neither of us is going to have the ability to debate such matters!” 

Selene also glanced towards the door.  Footsteps were audible now, and growling.  “We both need to 

leave, now!” 

 The door exploded inwards, sending shards of burning wood through the air in the same instant 

as Allon spun away from Selene, firing as he did so.  His shot took the paladin in front through the 

throat, the bullet punching through the thinner metal of her plate armor there; the woman took two 

steps into the room and pitched to the floor, a stunned look on her face where it was visible through her 

visor, as two other paladins, less traditionally clad, entered the room behind her, spraying machine gun 

fire.  Allon dove aside as bullets tore through walls and furniture, and wound up beside Selene, who was 

crouching with her sword ready. 

 “I don’t suppose you can miracle both of us out of here?” Allon asked, not bothering to attempt 

to get off a shot. 

 Selene shook her head.  “I can’t even miracle myself out.  Ukrik’s essence interferes with mine.  I 

had to come in through the window.” 

 Indeed, the bedroom window showed a faint, bluish glow around the edges.  Apparently, she 

meant that she had literally come through the window.  Sticking his head up briefly, Allon squeezed off a 



shot that took one of the paladins in the hand, causing him to drop his gun.  Before Allon could finish the 

man, the other paladin directed a fierce spray of bullets towards him, and he had to duck down again.  

He cocked his gun again, and fired several shots at the bedroom window, shattering it.  Once he had 

reloaded, he turned towards Selene. 

 “I vote we go out the same way you came in.  Once we’re far enough away, you can miracle us 

somewhere safer.”  It wasn’t an ideal plan, but it was the best Allon could think of on short notice while 

being shot at.  He thought he heard demons singeing their way up the hall, too. 

 Instead of acquiescing, Selene frowned.  “Last I checked, humans couldn’t fly.” 

 A black cloud coalesced in the doorway, and a bolt of jagged, ugly, red lightning destroyed the 

entire wall between the living room and the bedroom.  “You wanted me to trust you.  I suggest you 

figure it out!” Allon yelled, and then dove out the window, feeling more than sensing Selene follow a 

moment later, just as a mammoth fireball erupted from the room, destroying the entire top floor of the 

Westin hotel.  Intense, burning heat washed over Allon, but was soon cut off as metallic feathers closed 

around him.  It also muted the sensation of falling, but he doubted that would help when they hit the 

ground. 

 “Thanks!” he shouted. 

 Moments later, angel and mortal shot out of the expanding explosion, trailing smoke and fire, 

and Selene opened her wings, but kept hold of Allon, towing him along by one hand as she labored in 

the air. 

 “I can’t carry you like this for long,” she yelled over the wind.  Indeed, they were even then 

descending at a disconcerting rate towards the ground. 

 Looking around, Allon’s eyes widened.  “Dragon!” 

 “That’s ridiculous,” Selene panted.  “There’s no way they had a dragon for this event.  It’s 

probably just one of your flying machines – “ a massive claw clenched over her, even as she closed her 

wings around Allon to protect him from the plume of fire that erupted from the dragon’s maw.  Allon 

dove for the gap in her wings at her feet, passing through the finer feathers there, ignoring the burns he 

got in the process; he emerged mostly beneath the dragon’s fire breath.  Hanging on to the beast’s 

nearest claw, Allon swung himself out, and fired at the dragon’s eye. 

 He must have hit, or at least gotten close enough to faze the creature, for it roared and yanked 

its head away, leaving Allon and Selene free of its burning breath.  Fumbling his gun into its holster, 

Allon reached up to hold the claw from which he was dangling with both hands, looking up in time to 

see Selene hack through all of the claws entrapping her with her sword, which gleamed brilliant blue in 

the night.  A trumpet of pain accompanied them as they found themselves abruptly falling again. 

 Flailing, Allon tried to sculpt the air with his body, keeping himself rigid, but his motion was too 

erratic for him to correct.  The ground loomed larger and larger beneath him, to the point where people 

were standing and pointing at the unfortunate sight of a man falling from the sky with no parachute.  

Grimacing, Allon closed his eyes moments before he hit the ground, preparing to roll on impact, even 

though he knew it would do him no good.  He hit the ground hard, and rolled, tumbling through the 

snowy, grassy land just outside the airport.  Portions of the grass were now on fire, but the snow felt 



cool against his burned skin.  A few dozen feet away, cars whizzed by along the road.  Finally, he stopped 

rolling, coming to a rest against a little knoll, face in a pile of snow. 

 Once he had spluttered free of the snow, Allon paused.  There was no way that he had survived 

that fall.  The most perfect landing would not have protected him.  It was impossible.  That he had 

survived was nothing sort of – he noticed that his skin and clothes were glowing blue – well, a miracle.  

Selene landed gently on the ground next to him, her wings folding up against her body and disappearing.  

She shivered. 

 “Was that miracle enough for you?” she asked. 

 Allon groaned as he sat up and checked his limbs.  Though he was doubtless horribly bruised, 

and there were painful abrasions all over his body, and his suit was quite ruined, the only major injury 

was where his gun had bashed into his ribcage as he tumbled.  He swore reverently.  “I guess that’ll do.” 

 Selene nodded, satisfied.  “Good.  Now, I hope you have a plan from here, because I’m about 

out of miracles for tonight.”  Indeed, she looked more than a little unsteady on her feet, the sword she 

held dragged on the ground, and she was shivering fiercely in the cold, winter night; her dress had been 

completely burned away, and she was now clad in her natural, pure white robe of light, which while very 

pretty and dramatic, apparently did little to insulate its wearer from ambient environmental effects. 

 It took Allon a few moments to regain his bearings once he had laboriously climbed to his feet.  

Unfortunately, his phone had been quite ruined in his landing.  “Yes, but we’re going to have to walk a 

ways.  You up for it?” 

 With a grimace, Selene nodded.  “It’s not like I have much of a choice.” 

 “True.  Is there any way to get rid of this blue glow?  I feel like everyone within ten miles can see 

us in the darkness.”  Even covering himself with snow or dirt or grass did little to hide the glow; Allon 

had tried. 

 Selene shook her head.  “Unavoidable side effect of miracles, I’m afraid.  When upper plane 

beings perform miracles, there’s a blue afterglow.  Or sometimes green.  Occasionally white.  When 

lower plan beings perform miracles, there’s a red or black afterglow.  No way around it.” 

 Allon nodded.  “Fine.  Best stay low and stick to the ditches, then.  My car should be parked this 

way.” 

 It was a tense, cold, exhausting two hours of dodging demonic and mortal patrollers, avoiding 

onlookers from the road, and nearly twisted ankles in the irregularities in the grassy fields, made worse 

by the snow blanketing and disguising the holes that seemed deliberately placed to cripple the unwary.  

Finally, the stumbled up from the grass onto the road.  Even without a miracle, Selene’s upper plane 

sword was more than sufficient to cut a neat hole in the fence around the parking lot.  To Allon’s relief, 

no one had thought to track down his car; it sat undisturbed where he had instructed it to park. 

 “A car?” Selene looked at it skeptically, as if it might bite her.  “I don’t trust those things.  I’ve 

read about them; they sound dangerous.” 



 Though the remote feature didn’t work without a configured phone, Allon still had the key, 

which worked as expected.  The lights came up as he unlocked the doors, and he paused before getting 

in.  “Do you have a better idea?” 

 Selene glanced around, but evidently thought of nothing.  The Westin Hotel was still burning in 

the distance.  She got in the car. 

 Doors locked, lights on, Allon backed out of the parking spot and headed for the road.  The car 

drove itself, but he wasn’t about to let a computer do his driving for him while he was being chased; that 

was asking some immortal’s lackey to track him.  If they were at all intelligent, they would have pulled 

his plates from when he arrived, on the off chance that he really did own the car, rather than sharing it, 

so they might be able to find him, anyway.  Cutting the fence hadn’t been an especially subtle move, 

either, but it had seemed the better option to being seen on the cameras by the actual entrances. 

 “Could you put the radio on?  I want to hear what they’re saying about the Westin.”  Allon didn’t 

look away from the road.  It had started snowing again, and a thick fog had sprung up, making it barely 

possible to read the signs along the sides of the road.  At least he had good headlights and a clean 

windshield. 

 It took Selene several minutes of peering over the buttons on the console to find the radio 

button.  When she pressed it, screen fuzzed, the whole console flickered, and then every interior light 

went out. 

 “Oops,” she remarked.  “I knew these cars were trouble.” 

 Apparently, even an angel too tired to perform miracles had a sufficiently powerful aura to 

disrupt the car’s electrical system.  At least it hadn’t affected the actual controls, which were purely 

mechanical.  Since the immortals had arrived, anything that needed to be especially reliable was built 

mechanically, since even weak immortals could easily disrupt computer systems quite inadvertently.  

Now in darkness, they continued along the highway.  Despite his nervousness about pursuit, Allon did 

his best to drive as normally as possible.  If they weren’t tracing his plates, there was no reason to 

appear suspicious. 

 They drove in silence for a time, the fairly nondescript buildings of the city twinkling in the 

darkness with premature holiday decorations; Denver was a city known for is mountainous skyline, not 

its human one.  The presence of gods on Earth had strange effects on religions, largely in that it had 

barely affected most aspects of them.  Particularly religious people dismissed the gods as false gods, not 

really those upon whom their faith was based, and kept on as before.  Particularly irreligious people 

dismissed the gods as extra-dimensional aliens or some such, and kept on as before.  People who were 

somewhere in the middle just shook their heads, shrugged, and kept on as before.  There were 

exceptions, of course, but that didn’t stop most people, at least in the country formerly known as 

America, from continuing to celebrate most of their holidays, especially the Christmas season. 

 “Where are we going?” Selene asked, apparently having given up on staring out the window to 

determine the answer. 

 With the fog and the renewed snow, Allon kept his eyes fixed on the road ahead.  “Brown Palace 

Hotel.  I’ve never made a reservation there before, so it should be difficult to trace, at least at first.  



Unfortunately, I’ll have to pay with a credit card; cash will be too suspicious.  However, it will give us a 

few hours to rest before they trace us there.  Is anyone following us?  I can’t tell with this fog.” 

 Craning her neck to peer out the back window, Selene squinted.  It occurred to Allon that he had 

never seen an angel squint before.  “I’m not sure.  It’s hard to catch more than quick flashes through the 

fog.” 

 “Keep an eye out,” Allon instructed, flicking on his turn signal and moving into the left lane to 

pass someone in an old van.  “Especially any time we change roads.  If the follow us for more than a few 

road changes, I’d start to be suspicious.” 

 From the corner of his eye, he saw Selene nod, so he returned to concentrating on his driving.  

Movies never showed people getting into car chases in weather like this, but every time it had happened 

to Allon, it had been snowing, or raining, or similarly miserable conditions for driving.  Not that he was 

often in car chases; that really only happened when things went very, very wrong.  For instance, almost 

being killed by a would-be assassin angel, getting trapped by several paladins and a demon in a hotel 

room, diving out a window dozens of stories in the air, almost getting incinerated by an exploding 

building, almost getting eaten by a dragon, and then falling hundreds of feet to the frozen ground 

below.  That definitely constituted things going wrong, as far as he was concerned. 

 Though he had told Selene to watch to see if anyone was following them, he didn’t have much 

confidence in her ability to provide warning.  It was no fault of her own, although he did question her 

experience; it was simply that if their enemies had a large number of vehicles and drivers available, and 

was at all practiced, they would have little difficulty in concealing themselves even as they tracked 

Allon’s car through the entire city.  With the whole city belonging to Amelia, there was nowhere they 

could go within it that would be safe.  Still, Allon didn’t want to leave the city right away; that would be 

too suspicious, and it would also be what they were expected to do.  It was best to never do what your 

enemy expected. 

 Not that he was really going to stay the night in the Brown Palace Hotel; that was just a 

deception.  He intended to drop Selene off at the door, pretend to go park the car, and head out of 

town.  So much the better if they were chased on the way; then they would think he was staying at the 

hotel, too.  She might have saved his life, but that had been purely circumstantial, and she was still an 

angel; he trusted her about as much as he trusted any immortal, which is to say not at all.  Under no 

circumstances did he intend to allow himself to be tied down by an extended partnership of 

convenience with her.  There were plenty of unknowns: he didn’t know for whom she was working, or 

why they wanted Ukrik assassinated, or why she thought disguising herself as mortal would be the best 

way to accomplish that, but those were questions with which he could live.  Trying to find answers to 

them could quickly find him not living. 

 “I think we’re being followed,” Selene noted from the passenger seat. 

 “Yeah?” Allon asked, glancing in the rearview mirror.  He swore.  Ukrik had apparently not 

chosen to take a subtle approach; there were three, identical, black cars lined up behind them, weaving 

between traffic and gaining rapidly, with four similar trucks following closely behind. 

 Once Allon had fought his initial urge to slam on the gas, he forced himself to calmly flick on his 

turn signal, moving towards the right side of the highway.  They were approaching a junction with 



another highway, which would be his opportunity.  For now, he needed to drive as if he hadn’t noticed 

the cars bearing down upon him.  Even if only a little, it might make them underestimate him, and that 

would at the very least give him a chance. 

 He hit the junction, and floored the gas as soon as he was on the ramp.  The car careened wildly, 

fishtailing in the snow, but the wheels managed to catch, and they sped at a reckless speed up the 

ramp’s long, inward curve.  Selene’s cheek was practically pressed against her window from the rate at 

which they were making the turn.  Behind them, the cars following had also accelerated, but had 

apparently neglected to account for the road conditions, because two of them had crashed into each 

other.  That brought the pursuit down to odds of five to one as Allon merged rapidly onto the new 

highway. 

 Instead of slowing down to blend in with traffic, Allon moved all the way left and got on the 

shoulder, speeding along past the other cars making their way down the snowy highway, although the 

amount of snow made this difficult.  The trucks following him exhibited no such inhibitions, and Allon 

smiled grimly.  Truck drivers everywhere expected their vehicles to handle well in the snow, because, 

well, they were trucks.  What they didn’t realize, generally, was that their trucks’ light bed meant that 

they could skid very, very easily in snow, even with all wheel drive.  Allon intended that the four truck 

drivers behind him receive a very rapid object lesson in the importance of driving slowly and carefully in 

treacherous, snowy conditions. 

 When his car started to spin, caught on a slick patch, Allon turned into the skid, nosing out into 

normal traffic again and beginning to cut across towards the other side of the highway.  Behind him, the 

first truck reached the ice, began to skid, and overcompensated, crashing hard into the concrete barrier.  

Directly behind and following too closely, the second truck swerved into traffic and also crashed, leading 

to several more crashes.  There was only so much sympathy Allon could summon for the innocents 

caught up in the mess; he had far more important matters to which to attend, like staying alive.  There 

were still two trucks and a car that had managed to avoid the collisions and continue following him. 

 An exit homed into view through the fog and falling snow, and Allon headed for it, taking the off 

ramp at a still preposterous speed, narrowly dodging around the cars stopped and the red light, which 

he blew right through, managing in the process to avoid the cross-traffic, and then he was speeding 

down another road, crossing over the highway and weaving in and out of traffic. 

 “How close are they following?” he asked, perhaps louder than necessary.  Politeness was 

secondary when being chased. 

 Selene took an outrageously long time to answer.  “A few hundred feet, maybe?” 

 “That’s not going to give us a lot of time,” Allon muttered.  “How do you feel about jumping out 

of a car that’s moving at thirty miles an hour?” 

 “I think that sounds like a terrible idea,” Selene replied.  “Do I have a choice?” 

 They were both yanked sideways in their seats as Allon made a particularly sharp turn into an 

ally, setting the cruise control as he did. 

 “No!” he shouted, and, grabbing his briefcase in one hand, he dove out his door, rolling upon 

impact.  A split second later, Selene did likewise.  Then the car was in a narrow part of the ally, which 



knocked the doors closed, and rumbling off into the darkness, increasing in speed as it went.  Allon 

pressed himself into the pile of garbage bags into which he had jumped as the car and trucks roared by 

in pursuit of his car, hoping that Selene was doing the same. 

 “Are you alright?” he asked, once the cars had passed, as he dusted himself off and futilely 

attempted to adjust his suit into some semblance of order. 

 Selene appeared unhurt.  At least neither of them was glowing blue anymore.  “I think I’m fine.” 

 “Good,” Allon said absently, looking around.  “We need to hide, quickly.  Without the autonav 

system you broke, it won’t take them very long to figure out that the car is just following the road now.” 

 Selene sighed.  “I fail to see how the inadequacy of your technology is my responsibility.” 

 “Bah.”  Allon shook his head.  “Come with me or go your own way.  Doesn’t matter much to me.  

You’ve already turned this night into an almost unmitigated disaster.” 

 “Excuse me?” Selene demanded.  “I saved your life, if you recall.  Thrice.” 

 “My life wouldn’t have needed to be saved at all if you hadn’t decided you needed to 

assassinate Ukrik,” Allon retorted.  “Besides, would you have been able to get away on your own?  With 

no car, and your miracles spent?  Seems to me that I’ve saved your life a few times, too.  So as far as I’m 

concerned, we’re even.  Now, if you don’t mind, I’ll be going now.”  He began to job up the metal 

staircase that rested along one side of the building. 

 Behind him, he heard Selene muttering indistinctly, but he also heard her climbing the stairs 

behind him; he wasn’t sure whether he found that pleasing, or annoying.  No matter her capabilities, 

and possible responsibility for their current plight, and veiled motives, and status as an immortal, he 

couldn’t quite shake a certain protective feeling that kept him from fully wishing that she had decided to 

remain standing in the snow by herself.  That was probably the result of genetics, but knowing that 

didn’t make it much easier to fight.  He continued until he reached the last landing, at which point he 

jumped, grabbed the lip of the roof, and pulled himself onto the roof.  Once there, he quickly brushed 

the snow off of his fingers; they were already starting to go numb in the cold, and he didn’t want to have 

numb hands for handling his gun. 

 Mostly, going to the roof was an effort to make it harder to follow their footprints in the snow.  

Allon strode quickly to the other side, and ran down the stairs he found there.  In the alley below, he 

glanced around warily, then broke a car window, reached inside, and unlocked the vehicle.  Once he had 

climbed inside, he glanced at Selene, who was still standing outside in the snow. 

 “Are you going to get in?” Allon asked. 

 Selene was frowning.  “Stealing is wrong.” 

 Allon rolled his eyes and sighed.  “Yes, well, to my mind, getting killed sounds pretty wrong, too.  

So unless you have a better idea, I suggest you get in the car.” 

 “You can’t just explain every moral question away by saying that it’s more important to stay 

alive.  And I know you don’t.”  Selene’s gaze was strangely intense.  “Otherwise, you wouldn’t be so 

determined to keep fighting.” 



 Allon narrowed his eyes.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.  Are you going to get in the 

car, or are you going to stand out on a street corner and see if anyone will give you sanctuary from a 

ruling, lower plane god based on your moral principles?” 

 The angel hesitated for another long moment, and then reluctantly got in the passenger seat, 

acting as if she were trying to avoid touching the car any more than necessary.  While she was doing so, 

Allon waited.  Sure enough, Selene’s aura was enough to disrupt the car’s computer system, letting Allon 

easily start the vehicle without the keys.  Then he pulled away from the curb and headed out onto the 

street. 

 Although the fog was still thick, the snow had slowed somewhat, to something more like a flurry 

than an actual snowfall.  Between the quiet of the roads late at night, the twinkling of lights in the softly 

falling snow, and the contrast with the frenetic pace they had been keeping since their escape from the 

Westin, the scene seemed unnaturally still and peaceful.  Allon navigated towards the highway. 

 “Now, I think, we can safely get out of the city,” he remarked, and they drove off towards the 

east. 


