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CHAPTER THREE 

Uriel gave the two sisters the night to sleep. Even if Shandra was a cambion, she 

still needed some rest. The archangel had no doubt that his sudden appearance took its 

toll on her, and what he was asking her to do for him was no small endeavour. She 

would have to leave her sister behind and journey with an angel she had just met, one 

she was not sure she could trust. The feeling was mutual, but Uriel had few options 

available. 

The sisters had spent the night in the same room where Shandra had conveyed 

her story earlier. Uriel took the time to fix the room as best he could—righting the 

bookshelf, readjusting one of the legs of the decrepit, warped bed frame—and then left 

the sisters alone. 

They did not leave the room, save for once when the half-demon had come 

down, alone, to retrieve a can of food for the pair. She refused to make eye contact with 

the archangel, only sneaking a glance when she thought he was not looking. Uriel, still 

wary of the woman who was sired by a demon, remained vigilant. He tried to pass off a 

relaxed, at-ease look by pretending to examine the runes on the wall. By the way the 

cambion looked at him, he did not think he was accomplishing the look he wanted. 

There was no sun to set, but it seemed night in this new world was marked by 

the very air around them growing darker as the pale red glow of the day gave way to the 

shadows of night. Uriel stood in the dust-covered kitchen, back door ajar as he scanned 

the new world. If Shandra was correct, the runes plastering the walls of the house would 

shield him from view, even if he stood in the doorway. 

While the day seemed to be crawling with all sorts of strange and hellish 

creatures, the world buzzed with activity when the red glow of the day faded. Bestial 

shrieks and the flapping of thick, leathery wings could be heard from his kitchen outpost, 

though even his enhanced sight could not find the creatures that loomed in the 

darkness. 

His blind sentry all but useless, Uriel quietly closed the back door. He turned his 

attention in earnest to the markings that covered the walls. Hadriel had clearly been a 

master of the mystical symbols, a specialty that was not in Uriel’s repertoire. He 
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examined them as best he could, noting that some of the runes were Angelic, symbols 

that he had seen before in Heaven and during previous wars with Hell. It might have 

been in his mind, but the symbols seemed to radiate a warmth. They reminded the 

archangel of how it felt to be in Heaven, how much better that ethereal plane was 

compared to this new Earth. 

There were other runes, however, that did the exact opposite. The sharp, jagged 

lines of Infernal script were a sharp contrast to the flowing curvature of its Angelic 

counterpart. Where the heavenly runes emanated warmth, the hellish ones felt cold, as 

if they were pulling the energy from the air around them. 

Hadriel had clearly been skilled in runecraft, but Uriel would have been surprised 

if the angel had been well versed in the Infernal script. There was a half-demon just 

above him, the archangel reminded himself. Perhaps Shandra had some insight into 

Infernal runes. Whether she innately did or not, it was clear that Hadriel had passed his 

craft on to Shandra. There were clear differences in style and finesse, but Shandra had 

to have a strong grasp on the art if they had survived this long. 

One rune in particular drew the angel’s interest. It was one he had seen many 

times before, especially on angels who specialized in stealth and secrecy. The symbol 

was simple, even by Uriel’s standards, but it was the rune that allowed minor spells and 

abilities to be used without detection. As an archangel, Uriel carried an aura of power 

that was almost tangible, like the heat of his inner Fire. Not only could this rune shroud 

that aura, but it would allow him to cast some of his lesser powers. It was not much, but 

it was a start. 

There was more to runecraft than just the drawing of the symbol, however. Uriel’s 

body was covered in tattoos of various runes and markings, each one pulsing 

rhythmically as it tried to establish a link with Heaven. Like an angel’s own power, the 

tattoos drew much of their strength from Heaven. Now, with the blanket of Lucifer’s 

power overhead, they were limited in what they could do. But the archangel needed 

access to some of his abilities, so he had to try. 

Uriel brandished one of his daggers, its silver steel somehow managing to glint 

off the tiniest light in this new, dark world. It was designed for the archangel to wield with 
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deadly efficiency or throw with lethal precision. It’s point, like its sister blades along his 

waist, was more a voracious steel fang than a blade. 

Uriel pulled his tan, muscled arm from within his jacket, exposing his light brown 

skin and the swirling tattoos that covered it. The dagger bit into his skin easily, the 

wound glowing a soft blue as the archangel channeled some of his power into the 

blade. His imbued itself into the lines he drew, immediately scarring the wound as Uriel 

mimicked the symbol in front of him. No blood seeped from the carving, though there 

was some discomfort. 

When it was done, Uriel examined his handy work. It was crude, for sure, but it 

would do. This rune was the only marking on his body that he drew himself. The tattoos 

were usually done by the steady hands of those angels whose talent allowed them to 

work the ink like experts. It was also the only symbol that was a scar, rather than the 

deep ink that danced on his skin. He did not feel any different, but was confident in his 

work nonetheless. 

After looking over the house once more, hoping for any other runes he might 

recognize but finding none, Uriel lay down on a couch that erupted with dust under his 

weight. 

Dust, the archangel thought bitterly. Does it have to be everywhere in this world? 

He wiped the small particles out of his eyes and sneezed when it got in his nose. 

The rest of the night passed slowly, but without incident. Uriel refused to let any 

kind of thoughts enter his mind, refusing to speculate on what his journey ahead of him 

held. He did not want to think about how much the world had changed, or how daunting 

his mission seemed to be. 

Instead, he closed his eyes and prayed. With his makeshift rune cloaking his 

voice and its power, the words were calming. Each syllable relaxed his muscles and 

eased his mind. At one point a vision came to him, though not one he was expecting. If 

anything, he thought his reverie would bring images of Heaven, memories of times 

before the apocalypse. But he could not have been more wrong. 

Instead his mind was assailed by shifting mountains, fracturing earth and plumes 

of fire. The sky itself seemed to be ablaze as molten rock erupted from geysers in the 

ground. The sky was not the black of this new Earth, nor was it the blue of the old one. 
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It was as if there was no sky at all, and Uriel could see, between the erupting lava and 

billows of black smoke, entire galaxies floating above him. 

Then, suddenly, he could feel it—all of it. His nerves screamed in agony as his 

skin felt like it was ablaze. The archangel’s flesh blistered and ruptured, his blood and 

other liquids steaming and evaporating as they leapt from the wounds in his body. The 

lava that danced all around him began to plaster his body, making him scream as it 

melted his muscles. Then the molten rock cooled, hardening into black and grey stone 

that encased his body. 

The archangel could not find the strength to move, but at least the stone shell 

protected him from the heat all around him. That is, until his body began to warm from 

the inside, as if the magma were there as well. He could feel it rising within him, seeping 

out the thin crack that was his mouth and drooling onto his stone chest. 

The archangel almost shouted in pain as he opened his eyes and sat up, back in 

the relative safety of this hellish world. He looked around and was relieved to see that 

he was still in the house shared by the sisters, still on the dusty couch that seemed to 

release another cloud of dust at his sudden movement. In his right hand, Uriel gripped 

his sword, still sheathed, by its golden grip. The weapon felt hot to the touch, almost 

unbearably so. He dropped the covered blade to the wooden floor and stared at his 

palm. What had just happened? 

Uriel spent the rest of the night going over the images again and again in his 

mind, but no insights revealed themselves. It was only when he heard the house groan 

in response to footsteps above him that he was shaken from his thoughts. A few 

moments later, and after more than once hearing a childish giggle echo from above, 

Uriel saw the two sisters descend the protesting stairs. Pale red light was beginning to 

seep in through the boarded windows, but the pair was barely more than silhouettes as 

they made their way towards him. 

“Something is different about you,” Shandra commented, looking the archangel 

up and down. “And I doubt it’s your glowing personality.” 

Uriel grinned at the friendly slight. Though he was still uneasy with the idea of 

trusting a cambion, the woman seemed to have no qualms with being casual with him. 

Uriel was somewhat surprised to see that Shandra was already dressed for the road. 
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She wore a fitted leather vest over some light garment underneath. Her pants were also 

black, though he could not make out their material. Judging by the scuffs and marks on 

it, they had to be made of something similarly durable. A quiver of arrows rested at a 

slight angle on her back, and it looked like it was held there by a belt that the half-

demon had attached to it. Her bow was in one hand, while her other tousled her sister’s 

hair, and a kitchen knife rested in a homemade sheathe on her hip. 

The archangel flashed his forearm at her, revealing the rune that now scarred his 

body. “This kind of spellwork is not my specialty, but I thought this would be helpful.” 

“Clearly,” the half-demon remarked. Uriel could not tell if it was sarcastic or cruel. 

She walked towards him and grabbed his forearm, examining the angel’s work. “May I?” 

she asked, opening her hand. 

Uriel drew one of the daggers from behind his back and offered it to her. She 

balanced it in her hand, weighing the deadly piece of metal. Again, Uriel could not read 

her intentions. He saw the white feather tied into her hair and reassured himself that he 

was giving her a chance at revenge, a chance to make her sister’s world safer. 

Regardless, the angel’s muscles tightened, ready to spring into action at a moment’s 

notice. 

“This might hurt,” the half-demon added. She did not sound apologetic. 

The tip of the blade dug into Uriel’s arm for the second time in only a handful of 

hours. Unlike when he cut the rune, the tip of the blade glowed a dark black, the fringes 

of its energy tinged with a red hue. There was blood this time, the result of a blade 

infused with Infernal magic. When Shandra had finished, jagged lines now intersected 

with Uriel’s curving scars. The half-demon wiped away the blood on his arm, revealing 

her work. The cuts were considerably more precise than Uriel’s, from a hand clearly 

trained in runecraft. 

“Angelic runes get most of their juice from up above, right?” Shandra turned and 

ushered her sister into the kitchen, talking to Uriel even as her back was to him. “This’ll 

give it a little more punch. Join us on the dark side, Luke.” She looked back at him 

expectantly. The angel did not know what he was supposed to say or do in response, 

evoking a disappointed sigh from the cambion after a few seconds. 
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Uriel joined the sisters in the kitchen, still at a loss for words but happy to see 

them going through the workings of what might otherwise be everyday life. Shandra 

pulled an unlabeled bag out of the pantry and moved towards the small sink. It looked 

as if it had been blackened, though Uriel could not tell by what. The burns were a stark 

contrast to the shining steel that formed it. The half-demon grabbed a kettle and a metal 

grate from one of the cupboards, then set them next to the sink. Out of another 

cupboard she pulled some yellowed paper and a few bits of broken branches. She set 

the paper and branches in the sink in a neat bundle. The iron grate sat across the sink 

with the kettle on top, creating what the archangel assumed was a makeshift stove. Yet 

another cupboard revealed four large jugs of water, which Shandra used to fill the kettle. 

“Damn it,” she muttered to herself. “Where did I put the matches?” She frantically 

pulled open drawers and nearly ripped cupboard doors off their hinges. Uriel could see 

her face reddening with every failed search. 

“Please,” he said softly, approaching the sink, “allow me.” The archangel pointed 

a finger at the pile of kindling. A small jet of white flame jumped from his fingertip to the 

wood and paper, igniting the bundle in a small, brilliant blaze. 

“Thanks,” Shandra muttered, fishing out two bowls. She paused and looked at 

Uriel. “Would you like some? It’s just oats, nothing special. Well, sort of. Somewhere, 

some people have been managing to grow crops. It’s a bitch to get them all the way 

here, but people will pay out of their asses for this stuff. It’s too dry here, too barren. 

Hell, finding water is tough enough.” 

Uriel regarded the cambion, for a moment forgetting that she was not human. 

What she had sacrificed, how she struggled to provide for her sister, was inspiring. 

Even the simple act of collecting firewood or finding water put her in harm’s way. If a 

demon found her…well, Shandra knew firsthand what would happen. 

“No, thank you,” the angel said, smiling. “My physical form does not need much 

sustenance, only after I have used a great deal of power or have suffered a great injury. 

Even then, a good night’s rest will usually suffice.” Uriel had been tired by his descent to 

Earth from Heaven, a trip that no other angel could perform. The night had brought back 

most of his energy, though he tried not to think about the terrible vision he had endured. 
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“Suit yourself,” Shandra said, turning back to preparing the oatmeal. Her voice 

belied a small amount of gratitude. No doubt she was hard-pressed for food and water 

at the best of times. 

Uriel stood silent for a few moments, watching the sisters prepare and consume 

their food, laughing as Shandra made a joke that nearly brought her sister to tears. It 

was hard to believe, looking at the pair, that the world had been through as much 

suffering as it had. The dull red that permeated the house was the only real reminder 

that beyond these walls was a world ruled by demons. 

“Shandra,” the archangel said, taking advantage of a lull in the sisters’ breakfast, 

“are you sure that it is all right leaving your sister here alone? I do not wish you to 

second-guess your decision to join me, but this world is surely too dangerous for her to 

be left by herself.” 

Both sisters stopped eating and looked at each other. Shandra cocked an 

eyebrow, which only served to make Elena giggle. 

“What do you say, kid?” Shandra ruffled up Elena’s curly blonde locks as she 

asked. “Think you’ll make it without me?” 

“Do you think you’ll make it without me?” Elena shot right back, grinning from ear 

to ear. Both sisters started giggling again. Uriel couldn’t help but smile. 

“This isn’t our first rodeo, choirboy.” Shandra’s red eyes met Uriel’s. 

Determination was burning in them. “Elena has to go days, sometimes even weeks 

while I head into the city to restock our supplies. The house is warded against all 

manner of creatures. Apparently not against angels, though the odds of two angels in 

one week doesn’t seem likely to me. Of course I’ll worry about her, and I’m sure she’ll 

be worried about me, won’t you, squirt? But this is how we have always lived, at least 

since Hadriel was killed.” 

Elena’s eyes lowered at the mention of the angel. Uriel nodded in agreement. He 

might not like the idea of the child staying by herself, but he could not argue with 

Shandra’s words. He had been here only a day, but these two had lived their entire lives 

in this world. It was not just determination burning in the half-demon’s eyes. Hatred was 

there, sparked by the opportunity for revenge. It reflected off the white feather in her 
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hair. Uriel was not just asking the cambion for help. He was giving her a chance to 

avenge the only father she had ever known. 

“Fair enough.” The angel nodded. “I concede my point.” 

“Damn right you do.” Shandra smiled at him. “Now let me make sure I’m not 

forgetting anything, then we can go.” 

The half-demon walked out of the kitchen and climbed the stairs, leaving Uriel 

and Elena alone. The angel wished he could think of some comforting words for the 

child, but such a thing had never come easily to him. When his eyes returned to where 

Elena had been sitting, however, the child was no longer there. Instead, she was 

standing in front of the archangel, eyes locked with his. They were red, as if she were 

fighting to hold back tears. No matter what bravado they had shown him, it must have 

been terrifying for the younger sister to see Shandra go. Especially with a stranger, an 

archangel, who had shown up out of nowhere just the evening before. 

“You’re going to keep my sister safe, right?” 

Uriel did his best to smile at the young girl. By birth, Shandra was a creature of 

Hell, but he would do all he could to keep her safe. She had agreed to help him. That 

was no small matter. And, if Shandra’s story was true, then the death of either sister 

would result in the death of them both. Uriel did not want the blood of either on his 

hands. 

“Of course, little one.” He reached out and placed one of his hands on her 

shoulder, the only act of comfort he could think of. “I promise.” 

The archangel brought his other hand, palm up, between him and the young girl. 

The darkness around it seemed to recede as a sphere of light formed in his hand. It 

glowed softly and was cool to the touch. Elena marveled at it, her wet eyes sparkling in 

its luminescence. 

“I am the Fire of God, a gift bestowed on me by our Father. Now, I give this small 

gift to you, Elena. As long as this light shines, you will know that we are safe, and I 

promise we will return to you. Hold it close and our light will always be with you.” 

Elena reached out tentatively, as if the globe of light would burn her. She picked 

it out of his hand and held it to her chest, whispering a barely audible, “Thank you.” 
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A slight shuffle alerted Uriel to the half-demon’s return, though it looked as if she 

had been standing there through the entire exchange. She had a pair of fingerless 

gloves on, as well as a small bag that hung off her hip. Her smile was the most genuine 

Uriel had seen since he had met her. Elena ran over to her sister and squeaked in 

excitement as she was picked up in a hug. 

“We’ll be back before you know it, okay?” The cambion gripped her sister tightly. 

Elena nuzzled her head farther into the crook of Shandra’s neck. 

“I love you.” Elena’s voice was muffled. 

“I love you too,” Shandra said in turn. She lowered her sister back to the ground 

and kissed the top of her forehead. “I’ll see you soon.” 

She turned to Uriel. 

“Let’s go then. We are burning daylight.” 

The archangel almost laughed. 

“Before we go,” the archangel said, offering out his palm again, this time to 

Shandra. It did not hold a ball of magic light, but one of Uriel’s daggers encased in its 

sheathe. He had removed it during the night with the idea of giving it to his new 

companion. Its steel was that of Heaven, much stronger than the kind made on Earth, 

and its edge was infinitely sharper than Shandra’s current knife. Between his divine 

powers and his other martial weapons, one dagger would not be missed. “Please, I 

insist.” 

Shandra looked surprised as she took the knife. “Thanks,” she reluctantly 

admitted to the angel. She then turned to her sister, away from Uriel, as she undid her 

belt to replace her old knife with the new one. When she was finished, she handed her 

sister the kitchen blade. “Just in case, okay? But, if anyone comes in, I want you to hide 

where I showed you.” Elena nodded. “And there is enough food and stuff here for over 

two weeks, so don’t even think about leaving the house.” 

Elena stood there, knife in one hand and globe of light in the other, two gifts that 

promised her protection. A tear trickled down her face. Shandra gave her one last 

reassuring look, whispered something the angel could not quite make out, and turned 

towards the back door that led from the kitchen to the dangerous world beyond. Uriel 
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adjusted his jacket, gave one last assuring smile to Elena, and followed the half-demon 

out of the house. 

It was difficult watching the two sisters say good-bye, but it gave Uriel hope that 

not all was lost in this hellish world. That same world drained most positive emotions, 

though, when he stepped back into it and was immediately reminded of how daunting 

his mission was. But he had an ally, he had a goal, and he had hope. 

“We’ll travel most of the way next to the creek,” Shandra said, moving quickly 

towards the dried bed. “It goes most of the way to Zezurat, Botis’s city, and can give us 

a decent place to hide if we need to. When we get there—you aren’t going to like this—

we will use the sewers to get in. There is a pipe big enough to walk through. It is just in 

a…difficult location.” 

Uriel nodded his consent. Being a cambion, Shandra would have been ridiculed 

by humans and abused by demons. She probably entered Zezurat exclusively through 

means such as the sewers. It also meant she most likely avoided the main roads and 

knew where demons were likely to congregate. Suddenly the archangel was grateful for 

such an unlikely companion. 

Still, he did not enjoy the idea of wading through the waste of other creatures. 

Even to an angel, that was disgusting. 

 


