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And it came to pass, when men began to multiply on the face of the earth, and daughters were born unto them, 2 that the sons of God saw the daughters of men that they [were] fair; and they took them wives of all which they chose. 3 And the Lord said, My spirit shall not always strive with man, for that he also [is] flesh: yet his days shall be an hundred and twenty years. 4 There were giants in the earth in those days; and also after that, when the sons of God came in unto the daughters of men, and they bare [children] to them, the same [became] mighty men which [were] of old, men of renown. Gen 6:1-4
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War raged in Heaven. The marble halls of Par-Adis echoed with the sound of running feet and clashing swords. Angels cried out and then fell, burning earthward. Even within the thick stone walls of the high commander's headquarters, he could hear them, and he shuddered with grief and horror.

The angel paced the narrow confines of the anteroom. Why call me here? Especially now? If there were orders to be carried, surely Phaella should have been the one summoned?

He stared at the massive obsidian portal, shut tight for the moment, and felt the arid lick of fear on his tongue. His lips twisted in a pained grimace. Perhaps he should simply shift down to Earth now. Once he entered the colonel's offices, he would be trapped, unable to enter the space between. Did they know? Was this an arrest? If so, where was Fomor?

His scurrying thoughts were interrupted by the silent swing of opening doors.

"The colonel will see you now."

The wand thin form of Culsu, the general’s secretary, shimmered and faded before he could thank him. The angel was left with the choice to walk through the door, or not. 

He swallowed hard and moved forward.

"Lieutenant, I am sorry to have kept you waiting." Colonel Dolosus didn't bother getting up. Instead she indicated that he should take a seat, one hand gesturing distractedly towards the stiff formal chair facing her desk.

Tall and slender, with widely spaced green eyes, her red hair scraped into a tight coil on the back of her head, the colonel carried herself with a commanding presence, even when seated. The lieutenant found himself looking around the room in an effort to avoid her gaze.

The arched windows of stained glass behind her gave admittance to the sun's rays. Shards of light glanced off crystals in the small chandelier, showering the room with wavering prisms. The art on the walls was from Earth's Impressionist Period and seemed out of place, given the Baroque style of the furnishings and the gothic nature of the architecture. Still, the room might have been pleasant enough if it weren't for the anxiety crouching in his gut. He took the offered seat.

"Don't concern yourself ma'am. I'm sure you have a great deal on your plate just now."

His posture was as stiff as his tone and the colonel's eyes shifted with what might have been annoyance or amusement. She leaned forward slightly, her long, pale fingers tapping a rhythm on the desk top. Outside, the sound of fighting grew louder.

"I have orders for your unit. You will report to the Crystal Sea where Captain Fomor will take charge of the Twenty-First Battalion. From there he will be given further orders. You will take the message to Captain Fomor." It was not a request. Colonel Dolosus stared at him with the calm assurance of one used to being obeyed.
"I am not the communications officer ma'am." His tone shifted quickly from petulance to obedience as the stern visage lifted one scarlet brow. "But it shall be as you wish, of course, Colonel."
The light dimmed as the dust of war filled the air outside. Harsh cries warred with explosions and the clash of metal on metal as the scales of battle tipped precariously, but surely, towards their violent conclusion. The colonel continued her instructions without haste.

"The captain is to bring his unit to the South Bay within the hour. Do you understand?"

"Yes ma'am. I will—"

A rending crash tore through the room, interrupting the younger angel's reply. Dust and the savage reek of smoke tainted air clogged his lungs as he fought his sword free of its scabbard. He whirled, wings extended, his skin glowing faintly in the murky light, but found no enemy to fight. Instead, he saw a gaping, smoke filled hole where the wall had been. Blood leaked sluggishly from under the wreckage and spread in an inky pool, its thick, dark tendrils reaching for him.

"Colonel," he cried, springing forward to lift one of the largest slabs of wreckage from the body. The sight that greeted his eyes forced him to back away, struggling to control the bile rising in his throat. The blast had sent a jagged blade of shrapnel slicing through the colonel's neck, decapitating her. Survival instincts kicked in and, dropping slab, the lieutenant stepped back and looked around him, checking for a threat – or a witness.

As it became clear to him that neither were close by, his expression twitched between sadness and relief. The colonel had been a good leader; smart and well respected. Her destruction was tragic, and yet, he couldn't help but contemplate the possibility that no one else knew he had received the orders she had given him. Timing is everything.

These thoughts were scarcely formed when a second detonation shattered the stained glass, sending a rainbow of shards slicing towards him. His wings flared, deflecting the glass as he edged toward the black stone doors. They groaned open at his touch and he pushed through, settling his wings back beneath his tunic as he gained the outer offices. He took one last glance at what remained of the colonel, shaking his head.

Wasting no more time, he turned, stepped and shifted, traveling the distance between Heaven and Earth in a small shower of orange sparks, like the winking out of a hundred tiny candles.
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"You must choose now."

Captain Fomor's quiet voice echoed against stone walls. He stood facing Second Lieutenants Gant and Phaella in the long stone corridor of the unit's barracks. Floor to ceiling windows were spaced along the hallway to admit a pale, wavering light. Dormers at the top of each casement were open to admit fresh air and the sweet scent of the gardens outside. Opposite the windows, spaced widely along the wall, were doors that he knew opened onto meeting rooms and domiciles, and, at the far end, a set of double doors that led to the dining hall.

The captain winced at the sudden crash of distant light and sound coming through a window behind him, but held his ground. He stood before his lieutenants, hands resting one atop the other on his sword pommel, hipshot and relaxed, but there was no doubt of his urgency. 

Outside, the faint sounds of battle drew closer through the flickering light. Gant raked strong fingers through his black curls and turned hazel eyes to assess Phaella's reaction. They were a matched pair, even calling each other "brother" and "sister." There was not, could not be, any such blood tie between them but their relationship was more like that of siblings than co-workers or fellow soldiers. Created at the same time, they might have been cast from the same mold with similar abilities and talents. Even their thoughts matched more often than not.

Both sported a compact, athletic build and olive skin. Black, curly hair topped attractive, long nosed faces with strong jaw lines and dark, expressive eyes. The resemblance didn't stop with the physical. The pair possessed a keen intelligence and they were as loyal and steadfast as dogs, but with a fierceness in battle that bore greater resemblance wolves than to those companion helpers of human kind. It pained Fomor to require them to make this choice.

"What you ask is not easy, Captain Fomor." Phaella kept her eyes on the floor as she toyed with her long, black braid. After a moment she looked
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