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Foreword

Welcome to The Ineffable Con 3 zine!
The Ineffable Con zine is always a highlight of the conven-

tion, for us as well as, we hope, for you. Your passion and ideas 
that you pour into your fics, art and more couldn’t be more 
welcome as a tonic to the year and half we have globally 
shared. 

This year, we would like to extend our many, many thanks 
to our Zine Team, who have worked tirelessly to bring the 
zine together in the absolutely tickety-boo format you see 
here today. It has allowed us to sit back with a winged mug 
of cocoa and know that your work is in wonderful hands – we 
know that you’ll love the result as much as we do!

We have, on occasion, heard the cry that “the fandom is 
dead.” We believe – we know – that this is not the case and 
the contributors to the zine, and members of The Ineffa-
ble Con 3, are a testament to that. The flow of fics and art is 
ceaseless and, for that, our creators are to be applauded. 

Whether you’re enjoying this from between black silk 
sheets, in tartan pyjamas or with a tea with nine sugars and 
condensed milk, we hope you’ll enjoy reading this celebra-
tion of fandom and, of course, of our ineffable husbands 
(and more).

Your demonic co-hosts,

Rachael and Bethany
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A Queer Kind of Platonic
FREYJAWRITER24 w AO3 freyjawriter24

Aziraphale wasn’t good at making friends. He wasn’t, as far as  
he could tell, good at relationships in general. But then he met  
Anthony, and all that changed.

A through-the-ages human AU, showing Aziraphale and his  
best friend from ages seven to eighteen as the pair  
of them grow closer and learn more about themselves.

Rating: Teen | CW: Implied child neglect/emotional abuse,  
childhood isolation, implied school/educational neglect.

July, aged 7
ANTHONY’S WAS THE MOST UNCOMPLICATED 
friendship Aziraphale had ever known.

It started in the summer. Aziraphale’s mother 
had something she had to do, the same day each 
week—an appointment of some sort, or a meeting, 
or a lesson—he wasn’t quite sure. He didn’t remem-
ber her ever telling him what it was, but maybe she 
had, and he just didn’t listen, didn’t pay enough atten-
tion, kept stressing her out so much. So, he didn’t 
know what it was, and he didn’t ask.

But it was all the time, every week. And 
during school terms, that was fine—it was before 
Aziraphale had to be picked up, so she could go 
and not worry about him. But during the summer 
holidays, there he was. Another thing for her to think 
about, all the time. So, he came with her.

Except he wasn’t allowed inside. Which was fine, 
because the building she went to was right next 
to a huge field, and the weather was mostly okay 
in the summer. So, she went inside, and he stayed 
outside, in the field, for an hour or two.

So did Anthony.
He was there already, that first week. His parent 

was already inside, and the flame-haired boy was 
stood in the middle of the field, kicking an old foot-
ball around on his own. Aziraphale’s mother had 
pushed him towards this strange new person, 
unknown and therefore scary, and snapped 
something about ‘making friends’ before disappear-
ing inside.

Aziraphale wasn’t good at making friends. He 
wasn’t, as far as he could tell, good at relationships 
in general. The other children in his class did noth-
ing more than put up with him; most were at least 

not outwardly vicious, and the few who chose to 
be mean to him were relatively easy to hide from, 
but those couple of people his age that didn’t mind 
letting him hang around them still giggled and 
whispered words like ‘weird’ behind his back. No 
one invited him to their houses for tea after school. 
If he was invited to birthday parties, it was only 
because the whole class was invited, and even then 
he could tell that they were a little disappointed if 
he actually showed up. Even the teachers weren’t 
particularly fond of him—they weren’t nasty or 
unfair, not at all—they just didn’t connect with him 
the way they did with, it seemed, everyone else.

All of which meant that Aziraphale, aged seven 
years and nine months, wasn’t optimistic about his 
prospects for ‘making friends’ with this new boy he’d 
never met.

Still, it was worth a try.
Aziraphale crossed the vast stretch of field 

towards the redhead, who currently seemed to be 
trying to flick the ball upwards with his foot and 
bounce it on his knees—something Aziraphale had 
seen older boys do successfully at the park, but 
which this child was struggling to do now. The ball 
looked too big on him, too large and round against 
the boy’s short, skinny frame. He was determined, 
though, and there was something deserving of 
respect in that.

When he was only a few metres away, 
Aziraphale stopped to watch, trying to think of how 
to introduce himself.

The boy noticed the newcomer. He stopped 
playing with the ball and planted one foot on top 
of it, staring at Aziraphale from that pose. Coolness 

https://freyjawriter24.tumblr.com/
https://archiveofourown.org/users/freyjawriter24
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radiated off him in waves, and Aziraphale struggled 
to find any words at all.

Luckily, he didn’t have to. The footballer broke 
the silence.

“Hi,” said the boy. “I’m Anthony.”
“Anthony,” Aziraphale repeated, finding himself 

smiling as he did so. “My name begins with an ‘A’ 
too! Aziraphale.”

“Az-” Anthony attempted, then trailed off, 
stumped by the name. It was a few too many syl-
lables for a small child to get on the first try, and 
Aziraphale understood that. He didn’t repeat it for 
him, though, and Anthony didn’t try again.

Aziraphale didn’t mind. He’d heard so many man-
glings of the pronunciation over his few years at 
school, seen so many terrible spellings of it—even 
by the teachers—that he was considering choos-
ing a nickname to go by at his new school, the Big 
School, when it started in September.

The topic of names was abandoned. Instead, 
Anthony said, “Do you want to play football 
with me?”

Aziraphale tried to explain that he was no good 
at football, that he could barely even kick the ball at 
all, but Anthony just laughed. Not unkindly, though. 
Unusually, for someone laughing at him, Aziraphale 
could sense there was no malice in the sound.

“I’m bad at it too, don’t worry. ’Sides, there’s only 
us here. We don’t have to play a proper game, just 
kick it back and forth. You can’t get good unless you 
practice!”

There was logic to this, Aziraphale agreed. So 
that was what they did. For the next hour or so, the 
two children stood in a field together, kicking an old 
football between one another, saying very little.

It was a simple way to pass the time, and 
Aziraphale found the rhythm of it soothing. After 
a bit, he even learned to pass the ball directly to 
Anthony with some accuracy, rather than sending it 
flying sideways every time he kicked.

Eventually, though, the steady calm had to 
come to an end. Aziraphale’s mother came out of 
her meeting and yelled at him to come to her. He 
turned away from Anthony and ran to do as he 
was told.

As he left, the boy called after him. “Bye, Az!”
Aziraphale couldn’t remember that happening 

before. Someone saying goodbye, specifically to 
him. He stopped and turned back, an unabashed 
smile wide on his face. “Bye Anthony!” he replied.

His mother yelled at him again for that, but it was 
worth it. He went home with her, hoping against 
hope that Anthony would be there next week too.

He was. And the week after that. And the week 
after that.

It was just the two of them, every time. A big 
open field, a football—or, on one ill-advised occa-
sion, a frisbee—and two small boys, passing a toy 
back and forth between them, saying very little, but 
enjoying the time together immensely.

Once, it was raining, so instead of playing in the 
field they hid under the meagre shelter offered by 
the jutting edge of the roof of the building their par-
ents were in. They sat there a metre or so apart and 
rolled the football back and forth, listening to the 
rain thunder around them.

They got two more days of sun together. And 
then, all of a sudden, it was over.

“Where are you going to school?” Anthony asked 
on their sixth afternoon together, as the time for 
their parents to surface grew near.

Aziraphale told him, and the red-haired boy’s 
face fell. “I’m going somewhere else. We won’t be in 
the same class together.”

“Oh,” was all Aziraphale could think of to say. 
What else was there?

“Thanks for playing with me, though,” Anthony 
added. “It’s been fun.”

Aziraphale nodded fiercely. It had been fun for 
him, too. The most fun he’d had in a while.

The most fun, he was slightly worried to think, he 
might have for another long while. Big School was 
coming up next week. They gave you homework 
there, and lots of it—not just reading a book each 
week and practicing your times tables but writing 
and spelling and maths and all kinds of other things. 
Big School was scary. And Anthony wasn’t going to 
be there.

Still, he’d managed to make one friend this 
summer, all on his own. Maybe he could do it again, 
at Big School. There were more children there, 
much more than his current school. That meant 
more chance he’d find someone he clicked with, 
like Anthony.

Chance would be a fine thing.
For years afterwards, Aziraphale would look 

back on that summer as the best of his life. Anthony 
was, he was certain, the best friend he’d ever had. 
Perhaps the only friend. Their relationship was as 
simple and comfortable as it was fleeting.

He hoped, one day, he might find someone like 
that again.

September, aged 13
Aziraphale was relieved to leave junior 

school—the place he’d once referred to as ‘big 
school’—because it meant he was heading some-
where bigger again, with more people to meet, and 
another chance to make new friends. Secondary 
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school was a big step up, with over a hundred extra 
children in each year group. Surely at least one of 
those would want to spend break and lunchtimes 
with him?

They didn’t, as it turned out. The pre-teens at 
this school, suddenly too cool to chase one another 
around the playground the way they had done 
last year,1 instead took to loitering in groups and 
talking to one another about lessons and reality 
TV programmes and who was going out with who. 
Aziraphale didn’t understand any of it.

Instead of sitting by himself on a bench in the 
corner or in the canteen, he took to hiding in the 
library. Not that it was called that. This was a sec-
ondary school, and a modern one at that—no mere 
‘library’ would convince a parent to send their 
child there.

The ‘Learning Centre’, as it was called—the LC, to 
students—was billed on the brochure as “more than 
a library”, owing to housing enough computers for 
an entire class of kids to use at once, as well as two 
small rooms that could be used for clubs and activi-
ties. It was fancy, for a state-funded school.

The centre of the LC was filled with tables for 
children to do their homework at if they wanted 
to do it during school hours. Those tables were 
rarely occupied, and when they were, it was mostly 
by sixth-form students, who had A Levels and uni 
applications to prepare for. They were out in the 
open, visible to anyone who walked in, and their 
regular emptiness made for zero cover.

Around the edges of the LC were the book-
shelves, one for every subject taught at the school, 
each with books aimed at ages eleven to eighteen. 
There were also a few fiction shelves, right at the 
back. These were far better than the tables. Taller 
than most pre-GCSE students, and each barely 
more than an arm’s length apart from one another, 
the shelves provided plenty of protection from 
anyone who might enjoy pointing and laughing at 
‘the weird kid’.

That was where Aziraphale hid himself: sat on 
the floor with his back against the wall in the very 
far corner of the fiction section of the school library. 
For two years, he spent every break and lunch 
devouring the stories around him, working his 
way methodically through each shelf. You weren’t 
allowed to eat in the LC, but that was fine—as 

1  Games which Aziraphale was never included in, either because he was bad at running, or because no one could tell him 
the rules, or because no one wanted him on their team. By now, he was used to not having friends. But it still hurt.

2  The school had him down for free meals, but as he never went into the canteen, the staff assumed he’d brought a 
packed lunch with him instead. No one ever checked further.

3  Doing his homework wasn’t an option either; even if he could find somewhere to do it—an empty classroom, perhaps, 
as if the teachers would allow that—that would take away his one bargaining chip with his mother, the one reason he had to 
escape being stuck in the same room as her for hours at a time every evening and weekend. It wasn’t that he didn’t love his 
mother, of course. It was just that she could be … a bit much, sometimes. And she didn’t understand him at all.

Aziraphale’s mother often pointed out, he could 
do with eating less anyway.2 This place was, to the 
young boy’s mind, Heaven.

Then suddenly, when Aziraphale was thirteen—
not long after the start of his third year at secondary 
school—his routine was shattered.

“Sorry, no entry today. Pipe’s burst.”
Aziraphale’s stomach dropped. “Are the 

books okay?”
“Yeah, it’s all fine, don’t worry about it. Just the 

main area, the floor’s a bit flooded.”
“Ah, right. Do you know when it’ll be fixed?”
The caretaker shrugged. “Waiting for the 

plumber at the moment, so I don’t know. They’ll 
probably have to replace the carpet, though. Could 
be a couple of weeks.”

Aziraphale’s heart sank. Where was he supposed 
to hide from his peers now? And more importantly, 
what was he supposed to do? Reading had been 
his salvation, but now with access to the books cut 
off, he was faced with far too much free time on 
his hands.3

That first morning break time, he wandered 
around the school, searching for somewhere to 
hide. Around every corner, though, were students—
upper school kids who looked down on him, his 
own academic year who looked sideways at him, 
the younger students who stared curiously at him 
as if he were a specimen in a zoo. They were every-
where. There was no escape.

By lunchtime, he was desperate. He left the 
lesson slower than usual, no longer able to get 
away to his favourite spot and his next story. He lin-
gered on the stairs, taking the climb down from the 
top floor as if walking the plank: terrified by what 
would happen when he reached the bottom.

But, by pure luck, it was that extra time that pro-
vided the key. With nowhere to go, dragging his feet 
and looking for a way out, Aziraphale happened to 
glance down the side of the stairwell, and made a 
discovery. His new hiding place.

The stairs in this building—unlike all the other 
buildings at the school, and clearly built this way 
for presentation more than efficiency—started in 
the middle of the stairwell, climbing upwards first 
before turning to one side and continuing in the 
space beside it in a wide, square spiral. This meant 
that on both sides of the staircase, there was a gap, 
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leading to the slanted underside of the stairs. That 
gap had been swiftly cut off by a security-and-safe-
ty-conscious school administration by banks of 
little-used lockers flanking the staircase on both 
sides. But the space underneath was still there.

It was a space no one used, and most people 
probably didn’t pay a second thought to. In that way, 
it was almost exactly like the library.

The main barrier—literally—was the lockers. But 
luckily for Aziraphale, their width didn’t multiply 
exactly to the width of the gaps they were cover-
ing. There was a narrow opening to slip through on 
either side, partially concealed by either the doors 
that led out of the building or the ones that led fur-
ther into it.

Whichever gap he chose, there was still the 
second barrier: people. Enough staff and stu-
dents came through here, even during breaks, that 
squeezing through a gap to somewhere clearly 
off-limits was risky business. Especially when the 
gap was barely wide enough for Aziraphale to fit 
himself through.

But he was desperate. The library was gone, he 
couldn’t face sitting alone in the 
playground again, and he refused 
to hide in the toilets all day. So, he 
waited, fiddling with his backpack 
like he’d just filled it with books 
from a locker—and as soon as the 
coast was clear, he went for it.

The gap between the lockers 
and the wall was tight. He had to 
scrape himself between the two, 
getting who knows what ambi-
ent dirt on his school uniform in 
the process. But he managed it. He pushed himself 
through, pulled his rucksack after him, and ducked 
under the slanted underbelly of the staircase where 
he wouldn’t be seen from above.

Then he stopped. And stared.
Across from him, on the opposite side of the 

shadowy hiding place, a boy from his own aca-
demic year scowled at Aziraphale. His long black 
hair almost made him look like part of the darkness, 
and the hiss that escaped his mouth made him 
sound like a creature of the night, too.

“What are you doing here?”
Aziraphale swallowed. Quietly, his heart was 

sinking—this hiding place wasn’t for him either, then. 
But since his alternative was sitting on the loo every 
break and lunch until the LC was fixed, he would at 
least put up a fight. “I expect, the same as you.”

The boy didn’t seem to have a reply to that. 
Aziraphale recognised him, vaguely—he was some-
one he’d seen in assemblies and generally around 

the school, but he was on the opposite side of the 
year group to Aziraphale, so they didn’t share any 
lessons. Aziraphale didn’t even know his name.

“I don’t want any trouble,” he continued, hoping 
against hope that this shadowy menace wouldn’t 
kick him out immediately—or worse. “I won’t tell 
anyone you’re here. I just want somewhere to sit 
at break and lunch. I won’t bother you. I just … need 
somewhere to go.”

The dark-haired boy paused for a moment, star-
ing. Aziraphale wasn’t sure whether it was intended 
to be intimidating, but it was certainly working. 
Another minute or so of that, and he’d probably 
have left of his own accord. But then the boy spoke.

“You’re Zira, right?”
The name was the one Aziraphale had signed up 

to secondary school with. It didn’t truly feel like his 
own, but he was tired of the mess everyone around 
him made with his real name. Wrong spellings, 
wrong pronunciations—often on purpose, if it was 
his peers doing it. Bullies would use anything they 
could get their hands on, and apparently his name 
was one of those things. So, he hadn’t given them 

the option at this new place: Zira 
he became.

“Yes. And you are?”
“Crowley,” the boy grunted.
“Like your hair,” Aziraphale 

observed with a smile.
Crowley blinked. “What?”
“Your hair. It’s black, like a crow. 

And your name is Crowley. It 
fits very well. Matches with your 
aesthetic.”

“Err, right. Yeah.”
Then, with apparently nothing more to say, 

Crowley sat down on the floor. And that was that.
A tidal wave of relief flooded Aziraphale’s system. 

He could stay. He had somewhere to go. And, oddly 
enough, he wouldn’t be alone. Not that Crowley was 
necessarily a friend, but still. An associate, at least. 
They clearly had at least something in common.

Aziraphale sat down opposite Crowley, making 
sure to keep himself and his backpack within the 
confines of the staircase’s shadow, lest someone 
looking down from above noticed them hiding here. 
True to his word, he didn’t say anything more to 
bother Crowley for the rest of the lunch break, and 
Crowley didn’t say anything back. They just sat there 
together, lost in their own thoughts, until the dark-
haired child’s watch began to beep quietly.

Crowley silenced it at once and stood. “Lunch is 
almost over. We should leave now, or we’ll be stuck 
until everyone’s gone to lessons, and be late.”

“Your hair. It’s black, 
like a crow. And your 
name is Crowley. It 

fits very well. Matches 
with your aesthetic.”
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Aziraphale nodded appreciatively at this fore-
thought and decided not to mention the fact that 
he was often late to lessons anyway.4

He watched as Crowley tilted his head, listening 
for any passers-by. Then the boy darted out into the 
light, moving from shadow to lockers and out into 
the stairwell in one fluid movement, without even a 
backwards glance.

Aziraphale could only dream of replicating that 
grace. He tried to copy Crowley, anyway, straining 
to hear whether anyone was loitering nearby over 
the various background noises of people existing 
all around the school. When he was pretty sure the 
coast was clear, he stepped out into the light to 
follow after Crowley.

He peered through the gap first, confirming 
no one was around. Then he slowly and carefully 
shoved himself sideways between the lockers and 
the wall, pulling his backpack after him. He stum-
bled out into the stairwell, thankfully still empty, 
and brushed himself off.

It was only then that he glanced upwards up the 
stairs, towards his next lesson. There, perched part-
way up, was Crowley. Aziraphale stared at him.

“Just checking you got out alright,” Crowley 
mumbled, looking away. “See you tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” Aziraphale said quietly. “See you 
tomorrow.”

The school bell went, and Crowley launched 
himself back down the stairs, past Aziraphale and 
out of the door, off towards a different building 
for his next lesson. Aziraphale blinked a couple 
of times, slowly letting himself adjust to this new 
reality as the rest of the school came pouring in, 
headed for their classrooms. Then he shook himself 
and headed upwards with the crowd.

January, aged 15
They got caught, eventually. But that was fine, 

because by then they’d found someone to hang 
around the playground with: each other.

It was a tentative relationship at first—one nei-
ther was quick to call friendship, but which both 
privately wished would become so soon. But after 
a term of spending every break time and lunchtime 
together, that was what they were: friends. And from 
there, it seemed the only way was up.

“Happy New Year!”
Aziraphale couldn’t help but beam at Crowley 

when he saw him again for the first time after the 
holidays. Two weeks wasn’t long, but when it was 

4  Reading books was a surefire way to lose track of time. The librarian often had to come over to kick him out when les-
sons began. Once, he’d even managed to accidentally skive a physics lesson.

filled with an overabundance of family time and had 
a distinct lack of the person you gave as much time 
to as possible five days of most weeks, it felt like an 
eternity.

Crowley smiled back, openly pleased to see him, 
and something in Aziraphale’s chest lifted at that 
sight—despite the jet-black hair and his new habit 
of wearing sunglasses everywhere, Crowley was 
far from the scowling shadow Aziraphale had met 
last year. He was happy now, and there it was for 
all to see.

“Happy New Year, angel. How was your time on 
top of the tree?”

It was a silly inside joke that had arisen the pre-
vious month. Crowley had pointed out that some of 
the cherubic Christmas decorations the school had 
put up looked rather similar to a certain someone, 
and Aziraphale—blushing profusely—had con-
fessed that his mother had bought a tree topper 
years ago specifically because its hair matched his 
own white-blond curls.

“It was fine. Lots of family members to talk to—
or rather, watch talking to each other. Some new 
books to hide away and read. I survived. How 
was yours?”

“Eh, not bad. Nothing much to report.”
They didn’t discuss home life, as a general rule. 

Sometimes it was skirted around—conversations 
about one thing having undertones of another, 
or references to ‘some people’ clearly meaning a 
specific family member—but mostly they stuck to 
everything but that. It wasn’t as if that limited their 
discussions; there was so much else to talk about, 
after all.

“Did you see the Doctor Who Christmas Special? 
What did you think? Have you read the original? Oh, 
of course not, sorry—I could read it to you some-
time? Or you could watch one of the films, there’s a 
couple of good ones I’ve seen … ”

Aziraphale was often the one that drove these 
conversations, mostly by virtue of him being unable 
to stop talking once he’d started. It was probably, 
he thought vaguely to himself, a product of having 
not been able to speak so candidly to anyone for so 
long. But Crowley did his part too—usually answer-
ing Aziraphale’s questions with some of his own, 
and then simply sitting back and enjoying the rush 
of words as his friend responded enthusiastically.

“—it really is such a wonderful reimagining! I con-
fess I had rather the same reaction as the Doctor 
to the whole kissing thing—I’m glad I’m not the only 
one who thinks like that! —but rather than it being 
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an unnecessary subplot it was the very core of the 
thing, and that actually really worked … ”

They were outside just then, hovering in their 
own little corner of the playground like every 
other clique and friendship group. It was still just 
the two of them at break times, but lunchtimes 
were more social now; by virtue of classes chang-
ing around with the start of GCSEs,5 and because 
both Aziraphale and Crowley had begun existing 
in public spaces again, they had each gained ten-
tative acquaintances that were happy enough to 
sit beside them in the canteen. Aziraphale was, it 
seemed, getting better at friendship.

They weren’t outside all the time, though. The LC 
had long since been fixed, and Aziraphale still reg-
ularly took refuge there—but now Crowley came 
along too. They would sit between the bookshelves 
together, every Monday and Friday break time, and 
they would alternate between reading and whisper-
ing to one another, often trying to stifle their giggles 
so as not to annoy the librarian.

That was how it happened, in the end.
Crowley struggled with reading, but he had 

recently discovered an appreciation for poetry, and 
would often spend entire breaks on a single poem, 
parsing out all the different possible interpretations 
of every line. He would sometimes have to inter-
rupt Aziraphale’s latest novel to get him to explain a 
word or two, but Aziraphale was more than happy 
to do so. He appreciated being able to share his 
love of words.

There came a time, though, when Aziraphale—
despite his extensive knowledge of books—didn’t 
recognise the word Crowley had come across. And 
so, he had gotten up, out of the safety of the fic-
tion section, and ventured across to ‘Non-Fiction: 
English Language’.

The dictionary he was looking for wasn’t hard to 
find, but Aziraphale was easily distracted, especially 
by books. He couldn’t help but browse the rest of 
the shelf while he was there. And one that piqued 
his interest in particular was a short text on the sub-
ject of dyslexia.6

5  Unfortunately, they still didn’t share a single lesson together. Some of that was a result of not choosing the same study 
options: Crowley didn’t share Aziraphale’s love of Latin, and Aziraphale struggled to understand the appeal of turning the 
beauty of the night sky into an academic study. Despite them both being interested in history, the universe had conspired to 
separate them yet again; the sheer number of other students also taking that course had meant they remained separated 
by circumstance.

6  Crowley didn’t read much, but Aziraphale was well aware—even if the teachers didn’t seem to be—that this was due to 
a physical condition rather than a lack of desire to read. He’d also heard the word ‘dyslexia’ a handful of times from adults 
and knew roughly what it meant. He was hoping, by reading this book, to get a better grasp on the subject, and thought that 
maybe by reading it on Crowley’s behalf, he would be able to help his friend somehow.

He did, for the record. It took a bit of trawling through the details of academic bureaucracy to get there, but eventually 
Crowley was given extra time and the help of an assistant in exams, which meant the questions could be asked of him aloud 
rather than him wasting precious moments struggling to figure out what the words in the questions even meant. Aziraphale 
was very proud of Crowley for standing up for himself to get the accommodations he needed—and even more proud when 
those accommodations allowed him to get exam results far higher than any of Crowley’s teachers had ever expected.

“I’m going to take this one out,” he said decisively, 
flashing the cover of the book at Crowley before 
plonking down the largest Oxford English Dictionary 
the LC had on offer.

Crowley barely glanced at the other book—it 
wasn’t fiction, and the picture on the cover didn’t 
seem to signal a school subject he had any inter-
est in, so he didn’t bother trying to understand the 
words of the title. Instead, he scooted closer to 
Aziraphale and leaned into the dictionary, waiting 
for his friend to point out the shape that matched 
the mystery word in his poetry book.

The thing was, Aziraphale hadn’t actually taken 
a book out of the school library before. He’d spent 
over three years devouring its stories during school 
hours, but he had his own books at home. So, this 
was a new step.

“Umm, excuse me. How do I take a book out?”
The librarian smiled at him. “Just ask me. I can 

put it through on the system. What’s your name?”
“Zira Arkwright.”
She took the book and scanned it, then typed 

his name into the computer. It dinged an apathetic 
refusal. She frowned and tried again. Another emo-
tionless ‘no’. “It’s not coming up with anything under 
that name.”

“Oh, right, it’s probably down as Aziraphale 
instead?”

“Aziraphale Arkwright … Ah, yes, there we go!” She 
tapped at the computer a couple of times more, 
then passed the book back over. “All done! You have 
two weeks to return it, just let me know if you need 
an extension.”

“Thank you,” Aziraphale said, and stepped over to 
where Crowley was waiting for him by the tables.

“Sorted,” the blond said happily, glad for the rela-
tively painless procedure. He unzipped his rucksack 
and made space for the new book, gently slipping it 
between two of his exercise books for safekeeping.

“Aziraphale?”
The addressed boy looked up and found the 

lenses of Crowley’s dark glasses staring at him. It 
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took a moment for Aziraphale to realise what had 
just happened.

“Oh! Ah, yes. It’s my real name—Zira’s just a nick-
name. There were … rather a lot of people who 
managed to mess it up, or who used to tease me 
about it, at my old school, so I decided to go by a 
nickname here. But I have to put my full name on all 
the paperwork now, otherwise my exam certificates 
won’t match up with everything else.”

Crowley stood in silence for a moment, 
gazing into the middle distance somewhere over 
Aziraphale’s right shoulder, his expression blank. 
“Az … ” he said softly. Then he looked directly at 
Aziraphale again, face strained.

“I, uh … Crowley’s-Crowley’s my surname,” he 
stammered, cheeks turning pink.

Aziraphale paused, waiting to hear if there 
was more. When Crowley didn’t say anything, he 
shrugged encouragingly. “Okay. I did think it was an 
unusual first name. I figured you chose it.”

“Yeah, well, I kind of did. My surname’s actually 
Crawleigh, too, so it’s not quite the same, but … yeah. 
I like Crowley better.”

“That makes sense. Honestly, I prefer Aziraphale, 
but I didn’t want to have to deal with people being 
weird about it.”

Crowley nodded rapidly. “Right, cool. I’ll stop call-
ing you Zira then, yeah? Aziraphale instead?”

Aziraphale blinked. “Oh. Um, yes. Please. If you 
don’t mind.”

“I can remember that.” Crowley was still nodding, 
his face still tense and blushing. There was some-
thing else there, Aziraphale was sure of it. But it 
seemed that, whatever it was, it was difficult to say. 
That was fine. Aziraphale could give him time.

It took him until they were out of the library and 
halfway across the playground, headed for their 
next lesson.

“My first name’s Anthony,” Crowley blurted out.
“Oh,” Aziraphale said mildly. Then he froze, as 

something clicked into place. “Oh.”
Crowley swallowed audibly. “You’re the boy from 

the field, aren’t you?”
Aziraphale turned to face his friend, the answer 

written in the shock etched across his face. He 
recovered quickly, though. “I suppose I am. So are 
you, by the sounds of it.”

Crowley was blushing again. “Sorry I didn’t figure 
it out sooner. I knew I recognised you, I just couldn’t 
place … Sorry.”

“No need to apologise!” Aziraphale said quickly. “I 
didn’t recognise you either.”

Come to think of it, he was having a bit of trou-
ble doing so now—though that was probably more 
down to the deficiencies of his memory than of 
Crowley having changed overmuch. The chief thing 

Aziraphale remembered about Anthony, after all, 
was the colour of his hair. “When did you start dying 
your hair?”

Crowley laughed then, clearly a bit embarrassed. 
“Just before I joined secondary school. Don’t ask me 
why—I think I was trying to be cool, trying to look 
like my older cousins or something. They had some 
leftover dye and thought it would be funny to put 
it on me, except I really liked it for whatever reason 
and I just … kept doing it.” He shrugged awkwardly. 
“Seems a bit weird to go back now. And you’re not 
technically allowed to dye your hair at this school, 
so I was keeping it quiet … ”

Aziraphale mimed zipping his lips shut and 
throwing away the key. Crowley grinned at that, 
which made his friend smile too.

The school bell went off in the building 
behind them.

“Well, thank you for telling me,” Aziraphale said.
Crowley waved a hand. “Don’t mention it.”
Aziraphale bit his lip, words like oversharing and 

too much echoing around his mind—but then he 
said it anyway.

“You’re the best friend I’ve ever had. Both times. 
I’m glad that that was you too.”

Students from all across the school were moving 
around them now, all trying to get to their next 
lesson. Aziraphale gave a small wave goodbye and 
turned to join the throng, leaving Crowley stood, 
open-mouthed, in the middle of the playground.

March, aged 17
“Holy shit, you did not!!”
The pair of them were sprawling over one 

another on the common room sofa, both shaking 
uncontrollably with laughter.

Aziraphale could hardly choke out a response 
between the giggles. “I did! What else was I sup-
posed to do?”

“Literally anything else?” Crowley was crying with 
the hilarity of it all, tears smudging their black eye-
liner. “You’re unbelievable.”

Bee, a student from Aziraphale and Crowley’s A 
Level History class, rolled their eyes as they walked 
past the sofa. “Ugh. Get a room, you two.”

Aziraphale stopped laughing at once. He 
straightened his back and brought his hands down 
into fists on his knees, making it obvious that he was 
no longer touching Crowley.

Crowley also stopped laughing, but only to 
scowl at Bee’s retreating back. “Fuck off!” He didn’t 
move their arm from where it was slung around 
Aziraphale’s shoulders.
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This wasn’t the first time something like this had 
happened. They’d been friends for over three years 
now and were unashamed of their closeness and 
intimacy—until someone else pointed it out. Then it 
felt … not shameful, certainly not, but uncomfortable 
in a way that Aziraphale hadn’t quite figured out 
how to articulate yet.

“You okay?” Crowley murmured.
The common room wasn’t empty now—Bee had 

left, but there were still a handful of other sixth form 
students, both Year 12 and Year 13, scattered around 
on armchairs or at desks, chatting or working or 
playing pool at the table in the 
corner. None of them were looking 
his way, but Aziraphale still felt like 
every eye was on him.

He shrugged, trying to look 
casual, but his best friend knew 
him too well.

“Come on, let’s go some-
where else.”

Most of the students in the 
school were younger than them 
now, meaning that—even without 
one of the pair of almost-adults 
looking like a black-clothed 
demon7—the crowd parted for 
them like the Red Sea. Aziraphale 
allowed Crowley to lead him to 
safety, and he tried not to think 
too hard about why what Bee had said hurt him 
so much.

The gap under the stairwell was still there. It 
was just as dirty and shadowy as it had ever been, 
and even though it felt smaller now,8 it was safe 
and familiar. Crowley sat them both down on the 
floor and let Aziraphale lean his head against their 
shoulder.

“You want to talk about it?” Crowley whispered 
into the quiet. He always was good at asking ques-
tions, at prompting their best friend to speak.

7  Sixth form, unlike the rest of secondary education, meant certain freedoms as far as clothing was concerned. Uniforms 
were no longer required, and as such the standards of presentation that came with them were no longer in effect—hair 
could be whatever colour you wanted, nail varnish and makeup was perfectly acceptable, piercings in places other than the 
earlobe were tolerated, and the clothes themselves were entirely up to the wearer.

Crowley had taken full advantage of this; although he’d decided to grow the dye out of their hair, gradually transitioning 
back to natural red, everything else was black and edgy and demonic. He wore eyeliner now, and nail varnish, and some-
times lipstick; there were cuffs and piercings all over their left ear, and he was planning to get a snake tattoo beside their 
right as soon as he turned eighteen. Even though most people still read them as male, he made a point of dressing both 
androgynously and femininely, depending on the day—always accompanied by a he/they pronoun badge they’d ordered 
online.

8  Each of them were at least a foot taller than they’d been the day they first met under here, but it wasn’t only their height 
that made the space seem small. The experiences they’d had—the friends they’d made against all odds, the good times 
they’d shared together, the hope that had come into their lives—made this tiny little gap under the stairs seem so forlorn that 
it shrank in comparison.

The fact that Crowley had had to physically shift the lockers out of the way for them to get through certainly helped under-
score the growth spurt thing, though.

“I don’t know,” Aziraphale said, cringing at the 
whine in his own voice. “I just don’t—Why can’t they 
leave us alone? It doesn’t have to be-we’re not … I 
mean … ”

He sighed and tried again. “I don’t like that 
people assume we’re a couple, or that we’re going 
to become a couple. I don’t know why. Maybe 
because … it invalidates the way we’re friends? As in, 
the way we’ve constructed our friendship?”

Crowley hummed, both agreement and 
encouragement.

“And it’s like … I don’t want people to say things 
like that, and then them—or you—
assume things about my intent. 
And I don’t want to be shoehorned 
into being something I’m not, or—I 
don’t know. I just … I don’t know.” 
Aziraphale sighed again. “What 
about you?”

Crowley was silent for a 
long moment, clearly think-
ing. The hand that wasn’t around 
Aziraphale’s back, holding their 
best friend tight, was twisting in 
the black ends of his own long red 
hair, now growing out into its natu-
ral colour.

“I think … I think they assume 
things about us because they 
don’t see people like us very often. 

I mean, we look like two guys, even if I’m not, and 
guys are meant to be tough and emotionless and 
their friendship is meant to be back-slapping and 
distant, not cuddling on the sofa and painting each 
other’s nails.”

Aziraphale smiled at that and held up a hand. His 
pale blue nail varnish was almost spotless, glossy, 
and neat even though it had been done days ago. 
Crowley’s nails, by comparison, were chipped and 
ragged, short from being bitten so much, and a 
black that matched the rest of their outfit.

“I mean, we look like 
two guys, even if I’m 

not, and guys are 
meant to be tough 

and emotionless and 
their friendship is 
meant to be back-

slapping and distant, 
not cuddling on the 
sofa and painting 
each other’s nails.”
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“I think,” Crowley continued, “that they want to 
put us into a box they know the label of. They want 
to say, ‘here are two men who cuddle—they must 
be dating’. They can’t accept that the premise and 
the conclusion don’t match, so when they hear 
we’re not dating, they assume we’re in denial, or still 
figuring out that that’s where we’re headed. They 
think it’s inevitable.”

“Would you want to date me?” Aziraphale didn’t 
mean to ask the question, hadn’t even realised he’d 
thought of it until it was out of his mouth. He froze, 
terrified he’d done something wrong—but this was 
Crowley. He had nothing to fear.

“I-I don’t know. Maybe? If you wanted to date me. 
But I don’t know that I—” A garbled sort of sound 
bubbled up in Crowley’s throat as he tried to find 
the words. “I’ve thought about it a lot, and even 
though I’m attracted to people, I don’t necessarily 
think that romance is something I’m interested in. I 
don’t even know what it would consist of, really. I’m 
not fussed about kissing, or soppy words, or what-
ever weird magical connection seems to happen 
between the love interests in romance films when 
they meet for the first time.”

Crowley shrugged, bobbing Aziraphale’s head on 
their shoulder slightly. “What we have already, that’s 
all I need.”

“I think … ” Aziraphale began, his voice a whisper 
even though there was no one else around. “I’m 
a bit the same. I don’t understand romance, other 
than as a genre—like, I’ll watch it or read it or listen 
to it and enjoy it, but it’s like fantasy. It’s full of spe-
cific tropes and expected plotlines, and it’s fun to 
spend time with the story for a bit—but that’s not 
the real world for me. I don’t have the urge to partic-
ipate. It doesn’t feel real.”

He paused, fingers tangling themselves together 
in his lap. “You’re the only person I’ve ever felt the 
desire to be close to, and it wasn’t in a romantic 
way, and it wasn’t in a-a sexual way, or anything. I 
don’t have—I’ve never had—crushes, or celebrities 
I thought were hot, or anything like that. It’s like … it 
always felt like a story people were telling each 
other. When other kids used to talk about who they 
fancy, it just felt like they were making it up. And 
then I realised they weren’t. So, I don’t think I … feel 
that. At all.”

Crowley laid a steadying hand over Aziraphale’s 
twisting fingers. “There’s some interesting stuff I saw 
online, when I was trying to figure the whole gender 
thing out. Mind if I send you some links?”

“Of course.”

9  The nickname had stuck, somehow. It came up every Christmas, and then one year it hadn’t gone away again. 
Aziraphale felt a certain thrill every time he heard it, like it couldn’t possibly be allowed—and yet there it was. Proof that an-
other human loved him and was willing to say so. He wouldn’t give up being Crowley’s ‘angel’ for all the world.

They stayed there for a while, until the bell for 
the end of break rang. Then they stayed there a 
while longer, listening to the thunder of students 
climbing the stairs above them. Crowley had a free 
period next, and Aziraphale still had a reputation for 
being late to lessons, so it wouldn’t be a surprise to 
his teachers. They waited until the last latecomer 
had disappeared from the stairwell, then shifted the 
lockers out of their way and reappeared from their 
own private haven.

October, aged 18 (soon to be 19)
“I’ve found a name for it,” Aziraphale could barely 

contain his excitement. “For us. What we are to 
each other.”

“Yeah, angel?”9 Crowley smiled through the 
screen at him, both interested and indulgent.

“It’s a relatively new term, coined in the last five 
years or so, but I’ve read a lot about it, and it feels 
right. For me, at least. You don’t have to agree, we 
don’t have to call it anything, I just thought it might 
be good to have a way to refer to one another to 
other people, to make it clear that we’re important 
to each other … ”

“I’m on board, angel. Tell me.”
Aziraphale nodded, gripping his phone a little 

tighter. “Okay, are you ready?”
Crowley nodded.
“It’s a queerplatonic relationship,” Aziraphale pro-

claimed. “Or a QPR, for short. We, to each other, are 
queerplatonic partners.”

“Nice,” Crowley nodded approvingly. “I like that. 
Fits well with me being genderqueer, too. All the 
queerness!”

Aziraphale giggled. “Definitely. I’ll send you the 
link to the Tumblr post I found about it—this person 
describes what their relationships with their two 
partners have been, and it sounds exactly like us.”

“Cool. I’ll get my phone to read it to me on the 
journey down tomorrow.”

“I can’t wait! Is it okay if I introduce you to my flat-
mates as my partner?”

“Course it is, angel. Have you talked to them 
about me before?”

“Oh, loads. Probably too much. I’ve shown them 
photos of us, too, and they know your pronouns, 
so hopefully everything should go smoothly. If you 
need to get away at any point, though, there’s a lock 
on my bedroom door, and the window opens wide 
enough for you to shimmy down the drainpipe.”
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“Ha ha,” Crowley said, rolling their eyes. “It better 
not come to that, or it’ll only be you visiting me for 
the rest of the year.”

“I’d move out,” Aziraphale said at once, half-se-
rious. “They’ve got a policy for it here. You can 
request a transfer to a new flat, and it doesn’t take 
all that long—there’s a few extra spaces around 
from people who dropped out or decided to live 
elsewhere last-minute.”

“My angel, always coming to my rescue,” Crow-
ley said, unable to hide his beaming grin.

“No. You’re the one who saved me.”
Crowley’s smile turned tender, and Aziraphale 

realised he’d said something a little too intimate 
then. Not that that was a problem. Not with Crowley.

“Hey, we’re partners, right? I’m pretty sure we 
saved each other.”

“True. Thank you for that, by the way.”
“No problem at all.” Some noise in the back-

ground caused Crowley to turn away from their 
phone for a second. “Ah, gotta go. I’ll see you tomor-
row though, okay? Should be arriving by about 11, 
and then we can go out for a birthday lunch in town, 
and you can show me the sights, yeah?”

Aziraphale smiled. “Sounds delightful, my dear. 
I do hope you haven’t gotten me anything too 
extravagant.”

“What, on a student budget? You’re getting a 
paperclip this year, mate, and that’s only because 
I nicked it from the uni library.” Crowley stuck out 
a tongue, then quickly flicked the camera towards 
a pile of wrapping paper and away again. “There, 
proof I didn’t forget. Gotta go, see you tomorrow!”

“See you tomorrow! Love you, Crowley.”
“Love you too, angel. Bye.”
Aziraphale ended the call and smiled down at 

the now-still phone in his hands.
University had only just started, and there was so 

much still ahead of him—but he and Crowley had 
come so far already, from those small children play-
ing in a field together to adults with a future. Who 
knew where they’d be a year from now—or three 
years from now, at the end of their undergraduate 
years? But one thing was damn near certain—they’d 
be together, no matter what.

It’d take the apocalypse itself to tear them 
apart—and even then, it might not succeed. 
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All Shall Be Well
NEPHILIMINALITY AO3 nephiliminality

Aziraphale gets himself into trouble and Crowley gets him out of it: Julian of 
Norwich edition. Featuring wine, demonic activity, and snake bites (but not 
from the snake you’d expect).

Rating: Teen | CW: leg injury, snake bite.

1  It was pure coincidence that they’d happened to cross paths there, and neither of them had headed halfway across town 
towards the other ethereal presence in the hopes of achieving such a coincidence. Certainly not! The very idea!

Norwich, 1414.

“I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU GOT BITTEN BY A SNAKE 
and it wasn’t me.”

“Sorry, what was that?” Aziraphale replied.
“I said I can’t believe you got bitten by a snake,” 

Crowley said, slightly louder. “This whole island 
barely even has any snakes. You’d practically have 
to go looking to find one.”

“What can I say? I seem to attract snakes.”
Aziraphale was sitting primly in his chair with 

an expression that could only be described as 
‘calculated innocence’. Crowley gave him a long, 
disbelieving look, then grabbed his mug from the 
table and took an equally long drink.

The pair were relaxing in Aziraphale’s lodg-
ings after a long day of work avoidance. A passing 
encounter in the marketplace that afternoon1 had 
led to a casual invitation to share a drink, which had 
led to several more drinks, which had led to their 
current nightcap. Throughout it all, Aziraphale had 
walked with a limp so pronounced Crowley could 
hardly have missed it, and the patiently extracted 
explanation was baffling him. It felt decidedly 
un-demonic to be issuing a telling-off, but the angel 
had definitely earned one.

“And you didn’t heal it—even though you easily 
could have—” Crowley said, sounding exasperated, 

“And then you went paddling in the bloody fens with 
a hole in your ankle. What did you think was going 
to happen?”

He waved his mug around for emphasis, a little 
too hard, and wine spilled into his lap.

“There’s probably plague in there. Why didn’t 
you just heal it? Would have taken two seconds.” 
He gestured downwards with his free hand at the 
swollen mess that was Aziraphale’s right leg. “Now 
look at it.”

Aziraphale took his admonishment meekly, then 
reached for the wine jug again, clearly waiting for 
Crowley to get it out of his system so they could 
talk about something else. He mumbled some-
thing about frivolous miracles as he topped up his 
own mug.

Crowley glared at him. “Avoiding discorporation 
is not a frivolous miracle. Not even Hell thinks that. 
How are you supposed to finish whatever it is you’re 
here to do if you can barely move?”

“Discorporation?” Aziraphale scoffed. “It’s practi-
cally a scratch.”

“Was a scratch,” Crowley said pointedly. “It isn’t 
now. Marshland will do that to you.”

Aziraphale grumbled into his drink. “I really wasn’t 
expecting you to be such a mother hen about it. I 
would never have invited you back here if I had.”

“Mother hen?” Crowley mocked. “You’re insuffer-
able. Give me that jug.”

Aziraphale sighed and handed Crowley the 
jug. The demon leaned forward to take it, grimac-
ing slightly as the movement drew his attention to 
his now-damp clothes. He dried them with a quick 
miracle, earning a sulky look from Aziraphale, and 
topped up his mug. Something occurred to him 
mid-pour; he stopped and slowly looked up at 
Aziraphale, with a smug grin blooming.

“Ohh, I get it,” he said gleefully. “You’re not here 
on business at all, are you? You’re here to see the 
madwoman in the box at St Julian’s. The one with 
the visions and the writing habit.”

Aziraphale pouted, guilty as charged. 
“I … might be.”

Crowley chuckled and returned the wine jug to 
the table with a victorious flourish. He looked into 
his now-full mug, frowned, fished something out of 
the wine with one delicate finger, peered at it suspi-
ciously, and flicked it at the floor. Satisfied, he took 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/nephiliminality
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a swig. “Why does being a tourist stop you doing 
miracles?”

Aziraphale took a look into his own drink, 
but apparently saw nothing he felt the need to 
remove. “I don’t want to draw attention to myself,” 
he confessed, picking absent-mindedly at some 
grime on the mug. “I’m not supposed to be here. 
I’m supposed to be in” —he mumbled the last 
word—“Prague.”

Crowley looked up at him, amused. “Prague.”
“Yes,” admitted Aziraphale.
“That’s not very close to Norwich.”
“Indeed not.”
Crowley broke into another smug grin. “Not like 

you to shirk an assignment,” he teased.
Aziraphale sighed. “She’s in her seventies, Crow-

ley, I might not get another chance to meet her.”
“Hey,” Crowley said, dialling back the grin a bit. 

“I’m all in favour of you not doing your assignments. 
Obviously. Free win for me.”

“Yes, I suppose it would be,” Aziraphale replied. 
“I’m not not doing it. Just … postponing it a bit. I’m sure 
it’ll be fine. I can finish up here and 
then pop along later, and nobody’s 
the wiser. It wouldn’t do to be on 
time in Bohemia anyway.”

“Yeah, maybe.” Crowley 
acknowledged the point with a 
shrug. “So, to summarise, you’re 
not doing any miracles in case 
your superiors notice you’re in Nor-
wich when you’re supposed to be 
in Prague.”

Aziraphale sighed. “Yes.”
“Even though your leg’s fall-

ing off. Which is definitely going to be noticed, by 
the way.”

“It is not falling off!” Aziraphale said indignantly. 
“It’s just a bit out of sorts, that’s all.”

Crowley rolled his eyes. “You’re ridiculous.”
“So are you,” the angel retorted. “It’s not that bad, I 

can fix it when I get to Prague.”
Crowley gave him a look with more than a trace 

of worry in it. “It very much is that bad. You might not 
make it back to London let alone the continent.”

It was that bad—Aziraphale’s leg was swollen up 
to the knee and a remarkably unhealthy colour; it 
was a testament to his fortitude that he could walk 
on it at all. Crowley had seen worse, but not on 
anyone upright. “If you won’t do anything about it,” 
he said tentatively, “Will you let me?”

Aziraphale looked up at him curiously. “You can 
do that?”

“As long as I can contrive an explanation for the 
report, yes. I’ll come up with something. I, after all, 
actually am supposed to be here.”

Crowley waited for Aziraphale’s response, more 
apprehensive than he cared to admit. If the angel 
turned down his help, he would probably get him-
self discorporated, and Satan only knew how long 
the paperwork would take for a new body. This 
century couldn’t be much worse than the last, but 
if his counterpart and drinking partner was going 
to be indisposed for most of it, he might as well go 
back to bed.

“Oh, all right.” Aziraphale said eventually, as 
if fondly granting an indulgence. “If it’ll stop you 
fretting.”

“I do not fret,” Crowley protested. “Least of all over 
injured angels.”

“Of course you don’t,” Aziraphale responded, put-
ting his mug down. “How very silly of me.”

Crowley rolled his eyes. “Up you get.”
Aziraphale levered himself off his chair, limped 

across the room, and flopped onto the bed. Crow-
ley followed him over and set 
about assessing the damage. 
Demons have few opportunities 
to practice healing that wouldn’t 
result in an extended debriefing 
Below with the aid of something 
uncomfortably pointy, but Crow-
ley knew his way around a snake 
bite, and he had plenty of prac-
tice at finding excuses to do 
what he wanted to do anyway. 
And although he tried very hard 
to deny it, he was worryingly 

attached to this particular angel.
When he finished looking, he made a concerned 

noise. “This is pretty bad. There’s a lot to do, and 
healing’s not exactly my speciality. I can fix it, but it 
would be a lot easier on you if you did it yourself.”

Aziraphale shook his head. “Could you? If it’s not 
too much trouble?”

Crowley frowned. “You’d rather get amateur 
surgery from a passing demon than explain one 
miracle to Gabriel?”

“I’ll be fine,” Aziraphale said firmly. “Go ahead. 
Please.”

Crowley looked at him doubtfully, then shrugged. 
“Your funeral.”

He got to work, trying to find a good balance 
between speed and gentleness. Aziraphale stared 
at the ceiling throughout like it was intensely fasci-
nating but was otherwise steadfast.

When the limb was finally in a usable state, 
Crowley stopped and stood up.

“It’s pure self-interest,” 
Crowley lied. “If you 

discorporate yourself 
they might send some 

other wanker down 
and I’d have to  

start doing my job 
properly again.”
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“Okay, it can probably sort itself out from there. 
If I do any more, it’ll be really hard to explain to my 
bosses.” He tore a strip off the bedsheets, to serve 
as a bandage2, and wrapped it around Aziraphale’s 
ankle. “Next time, let the horse do the bloody 
paddling.”

Aziraphale nodded, stretched the leg out and 
flexed it a bit. “Much better, thank you.”

“It was no trouble,” Crowley replied. “You alright?”
“I’ve had worse,” Aziraphale evaded, hauling him-

self to his feet and shifting his weight from foot to 
foot experimentally. “There’s still some wine left—
shall we get back to it?”

Crowley considered for a moment, then shook 
his head. “I should be going,” he said reluctantly. 

“Evil deeds to be done. Well, paperwork.” He ges-
tured at the jug. “You finish it. And get some rest. 
You’ll want to be at your best for your anchoress, 
she’s a sharp one.”

“You may have a point,” Aziraphale admit-
ted, returning to his chair. “Even if you are being a 
mother hen.”

“It’s pure self-interest,” Crowley lied. “If you discor-
porate yourself they might send some other wanker 
down and I’d have to start doing my job prop-
erly again.”

“Well, we certainly couldn’t have that,” Aziraphale 
played along. “I’m clearly obliged to do my bit in 
keeping you from delivering your best performance.”

“Exactly. Slacking off should be top of your to-do 
list right now. Speaking of which, those reports 
won’t write themselves. Best get on, I suppose.”

Aziraphale deflated a little. “Yes, I suppose 
you must.”

Crowley retrieved his cloak from his chair, turn-
ing back to Aziraphale while he fastened it.

“Just so happens,” he said slyly. “I also have busi-
ness in Prague.”

Crowley waited for the implication to sink in, for 
the look of relief, then the ‘Oh, would you?’ and the 
imploring expression. He listened to the details of 
the assignment, while trying not to smile.

“That’s two you owe me, angel. See you back in 
London.” 

2  And a little casual property damage. When it comes to demonic activity, every little helps.
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A tartan flask full of Holy Water, handed over in secret one night in Soho. What 
does it mean?

As Aziraphale and Crowley contemplate this gift, and what the future it could 
bring, their long history draws them back together, towards one inevitable 
conclusion … 
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YOU GO TOO FAST FOR ME, CROWLEY.
He stood in the back room, fingers resting on the 

safe, about to close it.
Crowley had been about to close it for at least 

an hour.
The tartan flask sat inside, vacuum sealed. Keep-

ing the Holy Water fresh and cold and contained.
What did it mean?
A promise? A warning? A reconciliation? A peace 

offering, a hundred years after his thoughtless 
mistake?

He’d never asked a second time.
Aziraphale could, usually, be persuaded, cajoled, 

talked around—but once he put his foot down, 
there was no changing his mind. And the past cen-
tury had been the biggest foot down Crowley had 
ever seen.

So, he destroyed a church and saved some 
books and didn’t ask.

He drove Aziraphale home and didn’t ask.
He gave the angel time, space, a chance to think 

it all over, then came by the shop with a bottle of 
wine and spent an entire evening not asking.

A decade of strained conversation and pained 
looks, another with too many silences and gaps, 
and a thousand times Crowley didn’t ask.

He still thought about it, about what renewing 
their acquaintanceship might mean, what continu-
ing the Arrangement might lead to.

But he didn’t ask. He made plans, quietly, on his 
own, plans that wouldn’t involve Aziraphale in any 
way. Plans that, whether they succeeded or failed, 
could never be traced back to the angel, get him 
into any sort of trouble.

It was all trouble for Crowley, but really, things 
were more fun that way.

And then, before he could even begin to put 
them into motion, there was Aziraphale with the 

Holy Water he hadn’t asked for. In a tartan flask, 
Aziraphale’s tartan. And an offer.

Picnic in the park. Dine at the Ritz.
Crowley was a demon, he knew when someone 

was standing at a crossroads, yearning for the unat-
tainable, considering a deal that could save him 
and damn him at the same time.

So, he didn’t ask. But he insinuated.
Anywhere you want to go.
You go too fast for me, Crowley.
It wasn’t a no. It wasn’t a foot down. It wasn’t a 

rejection, or a maybe, or a hint that a little pressure 
in the right place could change the course of the 
angel’s mind. And it certainly wasn’t a yes.

And then Aziraphale had left, and Crowley had 
gone home to stare into his safe for hours and 
hours … 

Where had he gone wrong? There must have 
been something; a demand too strong, a push too 
hard, something to make Aziraphale afraid.

He should have asked.
But he hadn’t.
Aziraphale had walked away, and that, appar-

ently, was that.
Could he go back? It was getting close to dawn, 

but Aziraphale didn’t sleep.
Would that be too fast?
What would he say?
Was there anything left to be said at all? 

Aziraphale had reached the crossroads, had turned 
and walked away. Rules were rules. Every demon 
knew, if you failed to make the contract, you didn’t 
follow the mark home, didn’t try to change his mind, 
didn’t drag him back and hold him until he did 
things the way you wanted.

There would be another mark, another contract, 
another temptation. Let it go and move on.

But then again … Crowley wasn’t a very 
good demon.

https://aethelflaedladyofmercia.tumblr.com/
https://archiveofourown.org/users/Aethelflaed/works
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When Aziraphale had arranged the shelves and 
furniture in his shop, he’d entirely neglected to give 
himself a private spot to sit and cry.

After all, angels don’t cry.
Angels don’t own bookshops, either, or col-

lect wine.
They don’t do temptations, they don’t make deals, 

they don’t befriend demons or care for their welfare, 
and they certainly don’t lie.

After a hundred and five years, Crowley still 
wanted the Holy Water. That was obvious, even if 
he hadn’t said anything. Aziraphale had hoped the 
whole mess could be forgotten, would somehow 
go away if he never asked.

Stupid. Who would ever forget such a thing?
Who could forget the danger he put Crowley in 

every time they met?
Danger from both of their sides. It was too much 

to be endured. And, it would appear, Crowley’s 
endurance had a limit.

Had he used the Holy Water yet?
The thought had hovered on the edge of his 

mind, ever since he’d made his decision.
How would Crowley do it? Pour it on himself? 

Mix it with a glass of wine? Or perhaps hold it tight 
to his chest as his enemies surrounded him, try to 
take them down with him.

Many possibilities. He’d imagined them all.
But he hadn’t asked.
There would be other chances. Aziraphale knew 

that, somewhere under the horror at what he’d 
done, at the ending he’d facilitated. Whatever Crow-
ley was planning, he was almost certain it wouldn’t 
be tonight.

So instead, whenever they saw each other, he 
would wonder, Is this the last time?

Whenever they didn’t see each other, he would 
wonder, Is he gone?

Whenever Crowley returned to Hell, Will he take 
it with him?

Whenever other demons visited Earth, Do 
they know?

But he wouldn’t ask. How could he?
Angels didn’t make their own decisions. They 

followed orders. They obeyed. They delivered mes-
sages, and revealed truths, and gently persuaded 
their charges to do the right thing.

Was it really so different from temptation? You 
offered a choice, gave them the means to save 
or damn themselves, and then you waited. And 
you hoped.

And though every soul was precious, you cer-
tainly didn’t dwell on your losses long. There would 

be another job, another assignment, another deci-
sion that was out of your hands.

What became of those who failed their tests?
He’d never asked. Not until now.
There were so many ways to destroy a demon. 

Holy Water. Sacred ground. Certain types of 
exorcisms.

Far fewer ways to destroy an angel. Holy weap-
ons, but he’d given his away long ago. Hellfire, but 
that was too rare. Perhaps stepping unshielded 
into the presence of God, but no one had done that 
in eons.

It wasn’t that Aziraphale wanted an end. He 
found the possibility beyond distasteful. He was an 
angel. Eternal. Unchanging.

But an unchanging eternity alone? It didn’t bear 
thinking about.

And so, all night, he sat on the floor behind the 
counter and thought about it.

The door opened before Crowley had even 
touched it.

The lights were on, but the shop was empty.
Not silent, though.
He followed the muffled sound to the counter, 

peering around it, not sure what he expected to find.
Well. He should have expected Aziraphale. And 

given the height of the counter, he should have 
expected the angel would be sitting on the ground.

But nothing could prepare him for the sight of 
that pale figure, huddled around his own knees; 
eyes clenched shut as tears leaked down his 
blotchy cheeks. Crying quietly. Trembling.

“Angel?”
He froze. “Crowley?”
But instead of looking up, Aziraphale covered his 

eyes, burying his face in his hands, breath coming 
ragged. “Don’t—”

Before he could even think it through, Crowley 
sat on the ground next to Aziraphale, arm held out, 
gently reaching around his shoulders.

Aziraphale fell into his chest, clinging to him, 
sobs escaping louder and louder. “Don’t-don’t 
ask me—”

“I won’t.” He pulled Aziraphale closer, wrapping 
him up in black-clad arms, rocking him gently. 

“I won’t.”
Every moment together put them both at risk.
Every moment apart destroyed them.
One day—one day—that balance would tip.
It was inevitable. Nothing lasted forever.
Crowley had thought about that for centuries.
He’d thought that what he would do, when that 

day came, would depend on Aziraphale. Whether 
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they fought or ran; whether he accepted his fate or 
screamed against it; whether they suffered alone or 
together. It would depend on Aziraphale, who could 
join him or abandon him or betray him when the 
time came. And then Crowley would decide.

He’d been wrong.
He couldn’t quite remember when he’d realized. 

After the Bastille, before the shop opened. Perhaps 
it had come upon him a little at a time.

But it didn’t matter. It didn’t matter what 
Aziraphale did. Crowley would stand by him, 
and protect him, and love him in all the ways a 
demon could.

It wasn’t the fiery, passionate love of a human, 
or the warm, unwavering love of an angel. It was 
cold, and broken, and full of sharp edges, but it was 
Aziraphale’s, come what may, for eternity.

He hadn’t asked to be loved back.
How could he? Even to admit it to himself was 

almost a death sentence.
He wouldn’t doom his angel like that. So, he 

made his plans and preparations alone. How he 
would fight. Where they could run to. Whether 
there could be a safe place anywhere in the world. 
Or anywhere else.

Inevitably, when the time came, Aziraphale 
would refuse. That didn’t matter. As long as there 
was still life in him, Crowley would stand by 
Aziraphale.

He’d asked—once—for help with these plans. 
And it tore them apart. A hundred years of silence. 
Nothing would ever make him ask again.

Aziraphale had given it to him anyway. His sal-
vation. His destruction. Wrapped in a little piece of 
Aziraphale himself. He didn’t know what Crowley 
wanted it for, and he didn’t ask.

Crowley had spent all night trying to figure out 
what that meant.

Obvious, really.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered, pulling Aziraphale closer, 

pressing his lips to the side of his angel’s head. “I 
shouldn’t have let you walk away.”

“It-it wasn’t,” he swallowed. “Wasn’t for you to 
decide, my dear … ” His fists gripped tighter. “You 
have your-your choice. I won’t … interfere.”

“I told you, that’s not what I want it for.” He pulled 
off his glasses, tossing them aside. “I—Aziraphale, 
look at me.”

The angel sat back, hands sliding free, moving 
away—but Crowley kept him close, cupped his face. 
Wiped away his tears. “I. Am. Not. Going. Anywhere.”

“They’ll—” Aziraphale shook his head. “If Hell finds 
out … I can’t ask you to—”

“Then don’t. Doesn’t change anything. If they 
come for me, for either of us, I will come back.” 
Aziraphale’s eyes went wide. “I will. That is what the 

Holy Water’s for, that is my plan. I will find you, I will 
come back to you, as many times as it takes, and 
you won’t change my mind by—”

Aziraphale grabbed his shirt again, pulled him 
close, and kissed him. Devoured him. Breathed life 
into him. Revived his soul and destroyed him utterly.

Angels don’t fall in love.
They don’t commit themselves to another being, 

to have and to hold, for better or for worse and all 
those other words.

And, if they ever strayed so far as to indulge in 
such feelings, they certainly didn’t express them-
selves physically.

But then again … Aziraphale wasn’t a very 
good angel.

It filled him, pressed against his heart; a need, a 
desperation, that couldn’t be expressed through 
words, not through lips and tongues, locked 
together though they were. Not through hands, 
pressing his demon flat to the ground, while 
another pair of hands guided him, his hips, his … 

Good Lord. What was he doing?
Even through their clothes, he could feel the 

heat everywhere they touched. Hellfire, pounding 
through Crowley’s veins, and Aziraphale longed to 
submerge himself in it, to let it fill the empty places 
inside him. To feel it burn away his weaknesses, 
leave him stronger than before.

He couldn’t ask.
It was forbidden. Unthinkable. A death sentence, 

and he would sign it himself, consigning Crowley to 
a slow and painful destruction and himself to eter-
nal punishment.

A punishment he would deserve, for causing any 
harm to come to this precious soul, for allowing the 
fire in those golden eyes to dim for even a moment.

So, he couldn’t. Even as he twisted a hand into 
that mop of hair, even as a leg hooked around his, 
pulling them closer, he couldn’t. He couldn’t—

A whisper hissed across his ear. “Asssssk me.”
He gasped. “Crowley—”

“Yes!”
With a snap of his fingers, their clothing vanished, 

his anatomy shifted, and a heartbeat later, Crowley’s 
did as well, ready to accommodate him.

He fell into the fires, and they consumed him. 
Each frantic motion filled him with another burning 
wave of heat, elicited another delighted murmur 
from below which egged him on, making his need 
grow further, until—

It was over far too quickly.
Aziraphale lay, tangled up in Crowley, still 

half-under the counter, breathlessly clinging to 
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his bare chest, throat still sore from the final cry of 
pleasure. The demon—his demon, his Crowley—
rocked him, stroking his back, his hair.

“S’alright, Angel. S’alright.”
“No, it isn’t.” His face filled with a strange heat. 

“That wasn’t right at all.”
Countless centuries of care, of restraint, every 

argument, every precaution, every plan he’d car-
ried out in secret to keep Crowley safe and now 
he’d doomed them both, and for what? A minute or 
two of pleasure? One frenetic bout of lovemaking, 
driven by nothing more than his own foolish need 
for comfort and reassurance? Was Crowley’s life 
worth so little to him?

The tears rose in his eyes again—tears of 
shame—but Crowley only pulled him closer, kiss-
ing the top of his head. “No. It was—Aziraphale, for 
so long I-I’ve waited, I’ve wondered. Whether you 
could possibly … ” A hesitation, his hands pausing in 
their gentle work. “Not that it matters,” he rushed on, 
concerned. “I swear, whatever y-you feel or … don’t 
feel, it doesn’t change anything. Promise.”

He pressed his face into the 
curve of Crowley’s neck. He 
couldn’t say it. Not now. This 
was all wrong. “What must you 
think of me?”

“I think you’re perfect,” Crowley 
said fervently. “The most beautiful 
bastard I ever met and this—this 
here? It was everything I imagined.”

He fought back a laugh at that. 
“Your imagination must be limited.”

“Oi!” Crowley almost sounded 
offended.

Aziraphale bit his lip and slowly 
sat up, pulling away. It was so cold, 
the universe, without the heat of 
the stars that burned under Crowley’s skin. “It’s not 
too late,” he whispered. “Perhaps, if you left now … ”

“Not leaving.” His hand slid into Aziraphale’s. Hold-
ing tight. “I know what I want. Whatever comes next, 
I’m staying. With you.”

“I see.”
The angel snapped his fingers, returning their 

clothes.
Well. Some clothes. Aziraphale in that fine coat 

and breeches he hadn’t worn since a certain trip to 
France, Crowley in a low-cut black dress that he’d 
glimpsed, once, in the nineteen-twenties when his 
resolve to never see Crowley again had wavered 
just a bit.

He hadn’t approached. But he’d sat in the night-
club, and watched, and remembered.

“What are you—?” Crowley frowned at the dress, 
the gloves, felt at the glittering clip in his hair.

Aziraphale stood up, snapping his fingers again 
to set the gramophone playing. He took a deep 
breath and offered his hand. “If it’s quite alright, my 
dear, I would like to do things properly this time.”

They began again.
Slowly, this time. Swaying to the music, a song 

over two centuries old that they’d first heard half a 
world away. Crowley pulled his angel close, gazed 
into his eyes, watched how they filled with wonder 
as Aziraphale touched his hair, his face, the lightest 
brush of fingers.

They stepped across the floor, no witness but the 
books on their shelves and the stars through the 
skylight. Moving to a rhythm that didn’t quite match 
the song, but that didn’t matter. The only beat they 
cared about was that of their hearts.

As the music wound down, his angel spun him 
one last time, bringing Crowley to rest against one 
of the white columns. One hand resting on his 

cheek, the other brushing down 
the black silk towards his hip.

“One thing at a time,” Aziraphale 
whispered, lips softly brushing 
Crowley’s. “And let me know if-if … ”

“Go on, Angel.” He smiled confi-
dently. “I trust you.”

Confidence that was entirely 
misplaced; Crowley didn’t know 
a thing.

He hadn’t known how kisses 
across his collarbone would burn, 
the smallest pressure somehow 
more monumental than anything 
that came before or after.

He hadn’t known how the pres-
sure, the coiled-up need inside, 

would build with every brush of fingertips, more 
powerful, more demanding.

He hadn’t known that each article of clothing 
sliding off Aziraphale’s body would bring a new 
wave of wonder, anticipation, pleasure, satisfaction. 
The first glimpse of biceps nearly ended him, and 
he’d seen them just moments before.

He really should have known. The information 
had been there for six thousand years in all the lit-
erature of humanity. He’d just never thought to ask.

“Now,” Aziraphale whispered against him, straps 
of the gown pushed to the edge of his narrow 
shoulders. “Are you ready?”

Crowley nodded.
The dress fell away.
He’d never been held like that before, like he was 

delicate, like he was precious. He could feel the 

“His hands twisted 
into claws, digging 
into Aziraphale’s 

back. His teeth turned 
to fangs and scales 
rippled across his 
body, appearing 
and vanishing, to 
that rhythm, that 

rhythm—”
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power below the softness in Aziraphale’s touch; feel 
the restraint behind every caress.

He was a demon, after all. The softness had 
been burned out of him long ago.

There was so much he had forgotten, until 
Aziraphale. So much he’d had to learn again. Kind-
ness. Patience. Joy. Compassion. The quiet strength 
that could withstand any pressure, the peace that 
flowed through every motion.

And now: pleasure.
Aziraphale explored every inch of his skin with 

lips and tongue and soft fingers. Slowly. Methodi-
cally. Relentlessly.

Every moment, he thought that must be it, that 
must be all his body could take.

Every moment, he was proven wrong.
And then Aziraphale reached his thighs.
Crowley moaned, unable to keep it in any 

longer. One hand gripped the column, the other 
Aziraphale’s hair. “Ah—Ahhhh—Angel … ” His hips 
seemed to move of their own accord.

“Patience, dear.” One hand pushed him back, 
pinning him against the column with hardly a 
touch, holding him there at the wonderful mercy of 
Aziraphale’s explorations.

“Nnnrrrr—wha-ha … ohhhh-ah … ” No, there weren’t 
any words left in him.

Waves of ecstasy poured through him, a rip-
tide that pulled him under, drowned him, and then 
another, another, how could there be more—?

“That should do it. Ah. Here.”
Slowly, he became aware that he was cold, and 

that it was because Aziraphale had moved away. 
Crowley’s eyes fluttered open, searching the room 
through a haze, to find his angel kneeling beside a 
soft tartan blanket that lay smoothly across the rug, 
topped by a thick pillow. He patted it encouragingly. 

“Come along, dear fellow.”
Crowley didn’t think he could move. He col-

lapsed, a pile of rubber limbs, and with a smile, 
Aziraphale arranged them. “I, ah-I should ask … do 
you still—?”

“Yes, whatever it is, yes.”
Aziraphale settled across him, pulsing heat once 

more pressed against his chest, and another to 
match it further down.

For a moment, they just held each other, antici-
pation building. Then Aziraphale whispered into his 
ear: “I love you, Anthony J. Crowley.”

And then—
And then—

“Oh, dear God in Heaven!”
He was undone. His spine arched, farther than 

should have been possible. His hands twisted 
into claws, digging into Aziraphale’s back. His 
teeth turned to fangs and scales rippled across 

his body, appearing and vanishing, to that rhythm, 
that rhythm—

When his mind finally cleared again, he was 
clinging to a very satisfied-looking angel like a life 
raft, breath and heart ragged.

“There,” Aziraphale said. “That’s more like it.”
“Whe-how—you … ”
“I read.” He kissed Crowley’s cheekbone, the light-

est brush. “And I think quite a lot.”
“Ahhhh.” Crowley pulled Aziraphale against him, 

in case there was any more pleasure to be had, 
but the angel just laughed, a beautiful laugh that 
echoed down through Crowley’s chest.

They lay together for a while, listening to each 
other breathe, memorizing every curve of flesh, 
every lock of hair.

When Crowley could finally form words, he 
asked: “So was-was that … everything you imagined?”

“Hmmm.” Another light kiss, at the corner of his 
mouth. “Not quite everything. But a start. If you think 
you can go again—”

“Do you even have to ask?”
As it turned out, slow and delicate wasn’t the only 

way to do things.

Later, they sat on the sofa. At least, Aziraphale 
sat. Crowley sprawled, his head on Aziraphale’s lap, 
eyes shut as the angel’s fingers ran through his hair. 
He clung to the angel’s legs, making a noise that 
might almost have been a purr.

“I, ah … ” Aziraphale wasn’t sure if he should laugh 
or start crying again. “I suppose I got carried away.”

“Mmmh.” Crowley shifted in a way that sent shiv-
ers through Aziraphale. Good shivers. “Now who 
goes too fast?”

“I suppose that … depends on when your-your 
feelings started.”

“Rome.” He could feel the tug of Crowley’s cheek 
as he grinned. “Wanted to join you on your couch. 
See if those oysters tasted better from your lips.”

“Oh.” Aziraphale’s heart fluttered, as he tried to 
reframe every conversation for two thousand years. 
He didn’t know when his own feelings had started. 
Foolish angel. Oblivious angel. “I-I never imagined … ”

“Even before that. Thought about you so much. 
Your laugh. Your smile. Everything we could do 
together, if we weren’t—”

“But we are.”
“Yeah.”
Silence fell. A contented silence, peaceful, 

happy, filled with the words that had finally been 
spoken. Corrupted by millennia-old fear.

It was coming. Their doom. Marching closer with 
every heartbeat.
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He bit his lip and tilted his head back; hoping 
Crowley wouldn’t see his expression. The demon 
hadn’t opened his eyes yet, but still, he knew.

“Do you-do you have … second thoughts?”
“No, not-not at all, dearest.” His fingers burrowed 

into Crowley’s hair again, trying to comfort himself 
as much as his demon. “But … do you know what the 
punishment is? For—consorting with a human?”

“Never asked.” He shifted, brow furrowed. “Didn’t 
think your lot went in for that sort of thing.”

“Officially, no. Utterly forbidden. But every now 
and then, someone gets … curious.” He almost 
laughed. “You’re not the only one who can tempt, 
I suppose.” A chill started somewhere in his heart. 

“They’re always found out. Always. Their-their part-
ner is … ”

“Angel?” Crowley sat up, reaching out to pull 
Aziraphale into his arms again.

“—destroyed.” The word didn’t do it justice, but he 
already felt sick. Frightened. Broken. Barely able to 
squeeze the words past the lump in his throat. “And 
the angel … ”

A long empty hallway, guards 
leading a sobbing angel away 
from the place of execution, never 
to be seen again.

No one knew what happened 
next. No one dared ask.

“I’m not a human,” Crowley 
reminded him gently.

“I don’t think that will help our 
case.” He threaded their fingers 
together, clasping their hands. 
Feeling one more time the com-
forting heat. The last time. There 
could be only one solution. “We-we can never 
speak of this again.”

“What?”
“I-I don’t know how they find out. Michael is very 

secretive, you see, and very observant. Any word, 
any gesture, could give us away.”

Crowley shook his head. “So, what? When we’re 
in public, we can’t—?”

“Or—” He pressed his eyes shut. “Or in private. I 
can’t be certain—”

“Aziraphale!” Crowley stood up, taking the warmth, 
leaving Aziraphale alone in a frozen void. “How can 
you—that’s—I-I won’t go back to pretending I don’t 
love you!”

“Crowley, please!” All his fear vanished in a 
moment. He leapt to his feet, glaring into those 
golden eyes. “I have no idea how Michael gets her 
information. She could have spies anywhere. The 
only reason I know she didn’t somehow see us in 
action is because no one is here to kill you.”

Every moment together put them at risk.

Every moment apart destroyed them.
It was a treacherous walk, the path that might 

keep them safe, a crumbling bridge between two 
extremes, a knife’s edge.

He’d found it, centuries ago, the path, the secret. 
The perfect balance that allowed him his few, 
happy moments with Crowley without putting them 
at too much risk. He’d stepped off it tonight, nearly 
pulled them both down, first with the Holy Water, 
then here at the shop, but he could do it. He could 
get them back on course.

“If we act as though nothing happened, continue 
as we’ve done, I-I think … ” I can keep us safe.

“For how long?”
“Forever.”
Aziraphale was good at pretending.
He pretended not to know the ending of books 

he’d read a hundred times.
He pretended to enjoy tedious small talk with 

customers.
He pretended not to notice the way Crowley 

looked at him every time they met, 
and he pretended to believe the 
twisted logic that would allow an 
angel to do some quite definitively 
un-angelic things.

He pretended he believed his 
own lies.

Just now, he could pretend that 
he was strong, and certain, and 
confident. And that he couldn’t see 
the pain in Crowley’s eyes.

“Angel.” He took Aziraphale’s 
hands in his. One of them was 
trembling. “Nothing lasts forever.”

“We’re eternal beings.”
“Yeah. We know it better than anyone.”
He pretended he didn’t know that.

“Crowley. It’s either this … or we never see each 
other again.”

The demon’s hands tightened convulsively. As if 
he’d been wounded. “I can’t. Not again.”

“And I wouldn’t ask it of you.”
Crowley nodded, pain in every line of his face.
Then he grasped Aziraphale and pulled him into 

a kiss, nearly as passionate as the first.
That one had tasted of salt and tears.
This one did as well.
When they finished, Crowley didn’t pull away. 

“When—” he swallowed. “Aziraphale. If-if you ever 
decide it’s-it’s safe enough. Invite me to the Ritz. 
I’ll know—”

“Yes.” He never wanted to let go. “And … if I’m 
ever … too caught up in my act to-to listen to reason, 
do the same.” One more shuddering breath. “And 
know that I love you. Always.”

A tartan flask  
in a safe.

He didn’t wonder 
what it meant now.
One day, he would 

use it. To keep himself 
safe. To get back to 

Aziraphale.
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A tartan flask in a safe.
He didn’t wonder what it meant now.
One day, he would use it. To keep himself safe. 

To get back to Aziraphale.
If he still wanted Crowley.
One day, his angel would realize he couldn’t 

have it both ways. He would have to decide.
He would have to weigh the terrifying, all-con-

suming love of Heaven, the demand for his 
obedience, his loyalty, his every thought, twisted 
and stretched to fit the shape they wanted him 
to be—weigh that against what little Crowley had 
to offer.

Companionship. Freedom. Love.
Aziraphale walked on a knife’s edge, and one day 

he would have to choose which way to fall.
Crowley would wait. He would hope.
But he wouldn’t ask.

A pair of sunglasses sat in a locked drawer of 
Aziraphale’s desk, nestled among some receipts. 
They gave him an excuse to look inside, without it 
being obvious what he was looking at.

Nothing lasts forever.
One day, he would no longer be able to keep 

them both safe.
One day, he would have to let Crowley go.
It would hurt them, more than any beings had 

ever been hurt—
No. Foolish hyperbole. If that were true, there 

would be nothing to fear.
It wouldn’t keep Aziraphale safe, of course. He 

would still be alone. He would still risk punishment.
Even now, he walked around with a pain as if 

something had been ripped from his body.
But he would suffer anything gladly, so long as 

Crowley was out of danger.
He could ask for nothing more.

52 years later

They watched each other all through dinner at 
the Ritz.

Neither of them had forgotten what it signified. 
Both waited for a sign, any sign.

Both, of course, were still too foolish to ask.
But when Crowley started back towards Mayfair, 

Aziraphale followed without hesitation.
Up the lift, down the hall, into the flat where 

they’d spent one night frantically planning, too terri-
fied to think beyond the morning.

Not terrified now.
Well. A little terror. The good sort.
Crowley pushed the door shut.
Aziraphale stood waiting in the middle of 

the study.
Crowley walked around him in a slow, careful 

circle, nonchalant as possible.
A silence, perfectly balanced on a knife’s edge.
Until, finally, Aziraphale asked: “Where did we 

leave off?”
Crowley tossed his glasses onto the throne, grin-

ning as he pulled his angel into his arms. “Right 
about here, I think.”

They didn’t say anything else for quite some time.

5 years even later

The sun rose, its light shining through the 
east-facing window of the cottage.

It glinted off a tartan flask on the windowsill, 
filled with wildflowers in mundane water.

It filtered through a pair of sunglasses, black 
and round, the sort that had gone out of fashion an 
entire human lifetime ago.

It illuminated a bed, where two beings—no 
angels, no demons, just husbands—lay wrapped in 
each other’s arms.

One would be awake in a moment, ready for 
breakfast and long walks and a thousand quaint 
activities to fill the day. The other would grumble 
and pull up the blankets and try to drag the first 
back under them where he belonged.

They were together.
They were happy.
They had a home filled with laughter, and com-

panionship, and love.
They were free.
And they would never ask for anything more. 
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Falling for the Illusion
ELF_ON_THE_SHELF AO3 elf_on_the_shelf

After a certain Doomsday That Wasn’t, a trial, and a dinner at the Ritz, both 
Crowley and Aziraphale plan on making their feelings known but severe mis-
communications ensue that make them both doubt themselves and the bond 
they seem to share. Enter Anathema on her quest to make sense of angelic 
and demonic auras. Maybe that’s the nudge they needed in the first place to 
get them properly talking. The title was inspired by this lovely quote: “The sin-
gle biggest problem in communication is the illusion that it has taken place” by 
Shaw which is entirely in character for what takes place here.

Rating: Teen | CW: None

1  Sometimes.

2  Which in his case was a whole bottle of champagne. Very good champagne, ergo, a very good meal.

3  Fault a demon for that, why don’t you?

THERE WAS A STORM CLOUD LINGERING OVER 
the whole of Mayfair. Not a literal one since a cer-
tain Antichrist—now that he had friends residing 
outside of Tadfield—had realized that the world 
apparently extended further than from Hogs-
back Wood to the Dip and from the Old Quarry to 
the pond.

But it was a metaphorical one and since demons 
and other beings of the supernatural kind are not 
very subtle when it comes to voicing their opin-
ions except, perhaps, to certain other beings of 
the same nature but working under a different 
employer, it was clear to anyone who would set foot 
in a ten-mile radius of a tall all-glass building com-
plex that something was very much amiss.

They couldn’t quite put their finger on what it was, 
of course. It was more like a general … itchiness.

Much like Crowley was experiencing right now.
He was very aware of how absolutely unbear-

able he would get during a moult or, heaven forbid, 
a shedding. And this was exactly like that except a 
hundred times worse. Because this particular itch 
could not be scratched.

He knew when his feathers were supposed to be 
plucked out and, in the days beforehand, he hated 
everyone and everything. And he knew when the 
scales had to go too. And, granted, the process was 
hardly something to write home about. But then 
it was all sorted in a couple of days and he would 
always feel like a new man(ish)1 shaped being as 
soon as he got it over and done with.

He was supposed to be feeling that way now.
He had waited, without actually realizing 

it, for this particular moment for some eleven 
very long years. They had faced the end of the 
world—together; and then they swapped cor-
porations—together; and then they dined at the 
Ritz—still together.

So, it stood to reason that whatever it was that 
they’d be doing next, they’d do together as well. 
To him, at least.

He had known as soon as they got up from that 
bench, before even setting foot inside the restau-
rant, that Aziraphale would finally come around.

He decided to wait until the angel would broach 
the subject. He was good at waiting. Had practically 
turned it into an art form by now.

So he kept silent until the end of the meal2. And 
then he waited some more during dessert. And 
then getting outside the Ritz, all the while with a 
wide and frankly goofy grin plastered on his face. 
He didn’t even care who saw him, since he didn’t 
have a side anymore. That was to say—of course he 
did. It was Aziraphale’s side, much like it had been 
for the last … well, forever, if he was being honest.

Which was exactly why his initial reaction to the 
angel’s words had been … surprise? Shock? Incredu-
lity? He had no idea. The angel was the skilled one 
when it came to the English lexicon.

He had expected—not even hoped—but plain 
expected at least an invitation back to the book-
shop, if not a hug. Well, he had expected a hug too3. 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/elf_on_the_shelf
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Had kept his fingers crossed for a kiss and rather 
hoped, or at least cussed at the two metaphorical 
little demons who sat on his shoulders for plaguing 
his mind, for anything else.

So, obviously, his first reaction upon hearing 
what Aziraphale said on the steps of the Ritz had 
been: “Took you long enough”; his second had 
been: “Wait, what?”; and his third had been a rather 
intelligent: “Um”.

That was because, as soon as Aziraphale gently 
placed his fingers on Crowley’s elbow, he stopped 
listening entirely, his brain deciding that this was as 
good a time as any to do a hard reboot. It took him 
a while to realize that the words he had expected 
from Aziraphale were not exactly there.

What Aziraphale had said instead had been: “I 
guess I’ll see you around, my dear. You must be 
awfully excited to set eyes on the Bentley again. Do 
send the dear girl my regards.”

The second thing he said was: “Long enough 
for … ? Oh. I hadn’t realized. You know how I tend to 
go on. But we can both go back to whatever we 
planned on doing now, so I hope there’s no harm 
done. I myself was hoping to catalogue all the new 
additions that you mentioned.”

And the third was: “Mind how you go,” accompa-
nied by a light squeeze to his elbow.

And then the angel was gone, leaving a very 
bemused demon staring after him like a dead fish 
for a long, long while.

One of the new hostesses approached him at 
some point, probably to tell him that he could try 
doing his best impression of still life elsewhere, 
before being directed in Crowley’s opposite direc-
tion by one of the older members of the staff. They 
didn’t want any of those two patrons taking their 
business elsewhere, especially after hearing the 
dreaded word “Savoy” being mentioned at some 
point. They had a good thing going on here so they 
had no intention of letting them slip through their 
fingers. Not the sweet one who complimented 
everyone and inquired about their loved ones or 
listened to their troubles, but especially not the 
sour-looking one who grunted at everything that 
moved but always tipped more than the value of 
the bill itself.

So, what Crowley settled on eventually was a 
good old sulk. You simply couldn’t beat those.

Shock had given way to confusion and doubt 
and then veered ever so slightly towards sadness 
but didn’t stay there for too long. Because Crowley 
was and always had been an optimist at heart. And 

4  And the bow to be tartan, obviously.

5  Ethereal entity.

6  Or twenty.

no matter how long it took Aziraphale to get on with 
the program, he would wait it out.

That didn’t mean, however, that he had to take 
it in stride. And he felt that after preventing the 
end of the world, or at least playing a part, no 
matter how minuscule, he could pout as much as 
his heart desired, if the immediate consequence 
wasn’t a metaphorical pat on the head and a “Well 
done, you.”

He knew that God wasn’t a very talkative 
broad even on the best of days. He did. If his past 
attempts at a conversation turned monologue had 
been anything to go by, at least.

But he still couldn’t be held accountable for 
bearing a little grudge as he had rather expected 
to be rewarded for all his trials and tribulations, 
and the particular gift he’d had in mind had been 
Aziraphale with a bow on top4.

And then he felt bad for even thinking that in the 
first place, because Aziraphale was his own person5, 
and so his sulk deepened.

He decided to drag his throne into the plant 
room and continue the sulk there, aided, of course, 
by a bottle of red or three6.

The plants started trembling in place as the 
fourth day rolled on.

Shouting, well, that had always been a given and 
lately they just put on a show for Crowley’s sake, 
because it seemed to always put him in a slightly 
better mood getting all of that out of his system. 
But this was new. And new, where Crowley was 
concerned, was always scary.

Aziraphale was also … not quite himself. Well, that 
wasn’t necessarily true. He was as much himself 
as he had ever been in a very long time. Proba-
bly forever, which was why he was cataloguing the 
Brontës for the twelfth time in as many days and 
frowning. Not even book organization brought any 
contentment anymore. And he had been so caught 
up in his thoughts that he’d actually managed to 
sell five whole books and hadn’t even seemed to 
care about it that much. Which was indeed very 
worrying.

The dinner at the Ritz had brought him a strange 
and yet familiar feeling of buoyancy. One he had 
learned long ago to associate with Crowley. And 
now they were free, so the sensation of walking on 
air increased tenfold.
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He had planned on giving the demon just 
enough space to check on his darling car and then 
telephone him the next day and propose a visit 
to the British Museum or maybe catching a show 
together. That picnic, also, was long overdue.

He was just about to suggest that they meet 
the next day just then and there, on the steps of 
the Ritz, both communication devices and waiting 
any longer be damned, but then Crowley went and 
said what he did and Aziraphale didn’t know how 
he could properly react to that so he thought that 
taking his leave was probably for the best.

Surely Crowley was exhausted and he had his 
own house and plants and car to tend to anyway, 
but he would reach out when he felt like it, like he 
always did.

Even before being left alone by their respective 
head offices, you couldn’t beat Crowley off with a 
stick no matter how hard you tried. And Aziraphale 
had tried. Because he had always cared for Crow-
ley’s safety and wellbeing more than the demon 
seemed to do himself.

So, if you asked Aziraphale, it stood to reason 
that Crowley would call. Maybe not the next day, 
since the angel knew how much Crowley enjoyed 
his naps—and if preventing the end of the world 
didn’t warrant a nap, he didn’t know what did.

But surely, the day after that?
That had been ten days ago.
And then the phone rang.
Aziraphale put the Jane Eyre first edition down 

and patted his waistcoat, arranged his bowtie and 
schooled his expression into something that didn’t 
instantly scream ‘Oh, there’s a power outage, no 
matter; I can light up half of London by myself’ 
before he picked up the receiver, as if, somehow, 
anyone was able to see him through the tele-
phone lines.

“Well, my dear, I rather thought you’d forgotten all 
about—Oh! Um … hello.”

Anathema was in dire need of a holiday. Suc-
cessfully carrying on one’s life mission does that to 
a person, especially if that mission is to make sure 
that the world keeps on spinning past a certain 
Saturday.

On Sunday, she burned the new prophecies, and 
frankly, that had been rather cathartic. The begin-
ning of a proper holiday that would start now and 
last forever, if she so wished.

7  For want of a better word.

8  Were angels occult? One particular angel would argue that “they were ethereal, thank you very much,” as she would find 
out later when broaching the subject with him.

On Monday, she went to Hogsback Wood to 
check on the kids. They were doing rather well and 
apparently were not all that bothered by recent 
events. Or at least not as bothered as someone who 
had faced four anthropomorphic personifications of 
human fears and literal Satan ought to have been. 
They were playing something or other involving 
space pirates. They tried explaining the rules of the 
game to her three times, and she nodded politely 
but didn’t get any of it. Newt apparently did and was 
even roped into the game for an hour or so. The 
kids had taken an instant liking to Newt and con-
sidered playing with strange men they hardly knew 
who crashed their ‘cars’7 in front of them to be as 
natural as facing down the devil himself. That’s kids 
for you.

On Tuesday, they went on a long stroll around 
the village and they both became public enemy 
number one in R.P. Tyler’s eyes, for the sole reason 
of being outsiders. Not to mention that Anathema 
had the gall to be American, of all things. He must 
have followed them around for hours before they 
got a bit fed up and decided to call it a day and 
return to Jasmine Cottage.

Wednesday, they decided on a day trip to Oxford. 
Which turned into a three-day trip after they found 
a quaint little bed and breakfast.

By Saturday, she thought that enough had been 
enough and she apparently wasn’t that much of a 
holiday person.

There were plenty of ley lines to explore in the 
area, and it was interesting to spot and catalogue 
all of the different auras so as to establish which 
people were okay and which should be avoided at 
all costs. Needless to say, R.P. Tyler fitted into the 
latter category. As were the old ladies who seemed 
to be drawn to the parish green like moths to a 
flame and who thought themselves to be awfully 
subtle with their pointed looks and stage whispers 
that could be heard from the other end of the vil-
lage every time she passed them by.

And speaking of auras, the angel had had quite 
an interesting one. Well, that was putting it mildly, 
angel and all.

And since she had always been fascinated by 
things of an occult nature8, the thought of meet-
ing the angel again and inspecting that marvellous 
aura of his was very titillating indeed.

So when Newt said that he needed to go to 
London and grab some things if they were going to 
make this—whatever this was—an official thing, she 
jumped at the occasion.
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Of course, as it was only polite, she thought she’d 
give him a call first.

She got the number from that lovely Tracy lady 
whom she had actually been in contact with almost 
daily for the last week or so because as soon as the 
older woman had realized that Anathema was, 1. A 
foreigner and 2. Didn’t know anyone on this side of 
the pond, she had instantly felt the need to moth-
er-hen her.

Anathema found it rather endearing and she had 
to admit that Tracy’s colourful brand of humour was 
a very welcome breath of fresh air.

And Tracy apparently got the requested number 
from that old guy Shadwell, whom Anathema had 
mixed feelings about but Newt assured her was a 
good guy at heart as long as you didn’t let his ques-
tions about nipples bother you.

She didn’t want to know, so she didn’t press the 
matter any further. She just nodded sagely and left 
it at that.

But she did call. And then set up a meeting.

Aziraphale was already having second thoughts.
He had first been intrigued by having the lovely 

young American lady reach out and her request to 
meet up.

She was obviously a very smart and well-read 
woman, and Aziraphale hoped that he could pick 
her brain about Agnes’s book, despite it being obso-
lete now.

He had a great deal of gratitude toward Agnes, 
both for her help in preventing the end of all days 
but also for her role in preventing the end of his and 
Crowley’s.

So, of course, any relative of hers, no matter how 
distant, would be someone who Aziraphale would 
hold in high regard.

But now, as he was sitting inside the coffee shop 
around the corner from his place, he was fidgeting 
something terrible.

What if Crowley would pick this precise moment to 
call, now that he was away from the bookshop?

He disliked Crowley’s ansaphone with a pas-
sion, but there were moments like this one when he 
cursed himself for not having had the bright idea 
to buy one of the hellish machines when he had 
the chance.

He would try to be perfectly polite but also 
keep this get-together as short as possible. Maybe 
persuade Miss Device to join him back at the book-
shop. Anything, really, if it would get him back near 
his telephone.

And then Anathema showed up in a flurry of bil-
lowy skirts and that attitude of owning the whole 
place that only Americans had seemed to perfect.

She smiled widely as soon as she spotted him 
and even chanced a wave from the doorframe 
before heading his way. But, as soon as she started 
getting nearer, her expression gradually changed, 
turning into a full-on-frown by the time she reached 
the table.

“What happened?” she asked by way of greeting, 
before plopping herself down in one of the arm-
chairs and placing her elbows down on the table, 
giving him a very thorough once-over.

“What could you possibly mean?”
“This.” She waved a hand around as if that would 

explain everything. “All of this. Last time I saw 
you, you were positively radiant. And that was on 
the day we faced down Satan. Literally. So. What 
happened?”

“Well … I think you are well aware that our efforts 
did not get us a lot of friends Upstairs. Or Down 
Below. They thought that they should be making an 
example out of us. So that was a whole … thing.”

“And yet here you are. Safe and sound. So. Again. 
What happened?”

“They wanted to completely obliterate me and 
Crowley. But we did have an … I think it’s called 
‘ace up our sleeves,’ courtesy of your wonderful 
ancestor.”

Anathema inspected him some more before 
leaning back in her armchair.

“You traded places, didn’t you?”
“What?” Aziraphale nearly jumped out of his 

skin and his eyes wandered desperately around 
the whole coffee shop, almost as if he expected a 
bunch of angels to tail him at every turn and jump 
on him as soon as they heard how the two of them 
managed to escape punishment.

“Well, it’s obvious, isn’t it? Judging by your aura. 
It was very light the last time I saw you. Almost 
golden. Sure, it had streaks of indigo in it, because 
you were scared. We all were. But now it’s all dark 
blues. Very dark blues. Nothing like it was before.”

Aziraphale fought the urge not to scoff at that. 
He patted her hand instead and smiled.

“Whatever you say, dear girl.”
Anathema might have pointed out that an actual 

angel who did actual miracles might have been a 
teensy bit less condescending when it came to the 
existence of auras. But Anathema also wanted to 
get back home at some point in the next week or so, 
so maybe that was a conversation for another time.

On the other hand, that raised a lot of questions 
and she was a big fan of questions, her. And an 
even bigger fan of answers to said questions.
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She was certain that the demon’s aura had 
changed quite a bit too. And the only way to verify 
her hypothesis was to meet up with him as well, so 
she asked Aziraphale for his number.

It took a lot of convincing. But Anathema was 
very good at convincing.

After some more mindless chit-chat and talk 
about Agnes and prophecies, she left the coffee 
shop in possession of one demonic phone number.

Most people wouldn’t call an actual demon, 
especially if they knew that he was a demon. But 
Anathema wasn’t most people.

And she had a theory to prove. To herself, if not 
to anyone else.

If she was right, then Crowley’s aura would be 
very light indeed.

She was not right.
Crowley’s aura back at the airbase had been 

dark red. She was expecting it to be at least rose-
gold now. It was not. It was black instead.

So black, in fact, that it seemed to draw in all the 
light around it, almost like a black hole.

Crowley himself was very snippy, bordering on 
plain rude, but Anathema had expected as much. 
He was a demon after all.

He had been rather shocked that Aziraphale 
had confided in her about what he had called “the 
ol’ switcheroo”, but other than that, he seemed to 
avoid talking about the angel altogether. Which 
she found rather odd after meeting them twice and 
seeing how their auras played off each other.

Further investigations needed to be made. And 
those further investigations happened when she 
next visited London, as Newt wanted to go and see 
his mum. It was a week later. Except, this time, she 
called them both to join her for a drink at a pub 
with very good reviews on Trip Advisor that she had 
found in Covent Garden. She had failed to mention 
to either of them that the other one would be join-
ing, too, but things were rather hectic in a young 
witch’s life, so what of it?

But it did give her some insight, when she 
noticed Aziraphale go completely still in his chair, 
while Crowley managed a full-body frown as soon 
as he noticed them.

Anathema leaned back in her own chair to better 
observe them, pulled out her metaphorical note-
book, and started taking notes.

Aziraphale’s aura instantly became lighter, even 
if it didn’t completely revert to its previous luminous 
glow. It was now sky blue and still marred by indigo 
streaks, but it had changed as soon as he had laid 

eyes on Crowley, even if he tried his best not to let it 
show on his face.

Anathema knew better than that.
Crowley’s aura had also visibly changed, turning 

from black to deep crimson. But he also kept on 
frowning as if his life depended on it.

He sunk down into a chair and crossed his arms 
over his chest. And then frowned some more, as if 
that first frown hadn’t been at all sufficient to illus-
trate his mood properly.

“Good to see that you didn’t completely lock 
yourself in that bookshop of yours,” he drawled, not 
even trying to look at Aziraphale.

“I beg your pardon?”
Anathema looked from one to the other and 

could feel both of their auras shift yet again.
“Did you guys have a falling out or what?” She 

was a great deal many things, Anathema, but subtle 
she was not.

“Nothing of the sort, dear girl. Crowley is, and 
always has been, my dearest friend.”

Crowley snorted. “Wow. That’s new.”
Aziraphale’s brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”
“Oh, ‘I don’t know him’ and ‘friends—we’re not 

friends’ and all that jazz. And, all of a sudden, I am 
your ‘dearest friend’? Hilarious.”

Aziraphale bit his lip, as it was obvious he wanted 
to abstain from any further comment. But he had 
tried that for centuries if not millennia and what 
good was it to go on saving the world if you couldn’t 
speak openly?

“I don’t know what I did to warrant this unseemly 
behaviour, but I have to remind you that we have 
company, and the young lady doesn’t deserve to be 
subjected to your sour moods.”

“Well then,” Crowley snarled and got up. “I’ll leave 
you two be then. Since you seem to be more than 
willing to go out with other people, just not with me.”

Aziraphale took a moment to react to all of this, 
but by the time he left money for his untouched 
cup of tea and whatever it was that Anathema had 
ordered and made excuses for the both of them to 
her, Crowley was already long gone and there was 
no sign of the Bentley either.

He pursed his lips and closed his eyes. And drew 
in a deep and calming breath.

And then he snapped his fingers.

Crowley drove all the way back to Mayfair trying 
his hardest not to hiss out loud. He hated hissing. 
He hated the fact that he could feel the tips of his 
elongated fangs and that he was damn sure that 
his eyes had turned yellow all the way, but there 
wasn’t much that could be done about either of 
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those things. The hiss at least could be somewhat 
controlled.

He got out of the Bentley and slammed the door 
harder than necessary, which earned him a loud 
and rather reproachful honk.

“Sssssorry, sssweetheart. Not your fault, now 
isssssss it?” he patted the bonnet guiltily before 
heading toward the apartment building.

So much for not hissing.
At least inside he could slam all the doors 

he wanted.
Which he didn’t do, because the concierge 

was throwing him weird looks, and Crowley didn’t 
plan on moving any time soon. And therefore, he 
needed to behave.

And, of course, the elevator doors slid shut so 
there was no slamming those either.

He’d have to settle on the door to his flat then.
Which also turned out to be rather problematic, 

since there was a very put-off angel standing right 
in front of it.

“What are you doing here?” Crowley couldn’t help 
himself but snarl angrily.

He’d had two weeks of sulking and frightening 
the plants to no avail. All he man-
aged to do in those two weeks 
was grow incrementally angrier 
and angrier about being all but a 
glorified sentinel to his ansaphone 
while Aziraphale quite deliberately 
didn’t call.

He pushed past the angel, 
not even waiting for a reply 
and unlocked the door, letting 
himself in.

But, after throwing his car keys and sunglasses 
on the console table in the hallway and turning 
back to close the door, he was rather taken aback 
to realize that Aziraphale had followed him inside 
and was waiting patiently for the temper tantrum to 
mellow down.

Crowley snapped his fingers and the door 
instantly closed. He wasn’t much for protocol but 
he did have neighbours, and they all happened to 
be rather nosy. He had no intention for all of them 
to be privy to the shouting match that was about to 
unfold. Cause there would be a shouting match, of 
that he was absolutely certain. He had kept every-
thing carefully under lock and key for far too long, 
and he felt as if he would burst at the seams if he 
tried to do so for even a second longer.

“Are you quite done?” Aziraphale inquired 
in a tone that screamed ‘teacher scolding an 
unruly child’.

Okay, so this was it. This was the moment when 
Crowley absolutely lost it.

“Am I done? Are you for real right now? You’re the 
one standing in my house, completely uninvited, 
too. Why the hell are you even here? You made it 
perfectly clear that you want nothing to do with me, 
so what’s this? Some kind of pity party?”

“I made-I made it? My dear boy, you’re the one 
who hasn’t so much as called to say hello for the 
past fortnight, so I don’t see how I am at fault here.”

“You have a phone, too, y’know. And you’re the 
one who told me to bugger off—not in so many 
words—after the Ritz.”

“You said I took too long, so I gathered you 
needed some time for yourself. I wanted to give 
you space.”

“I wanted to give you space!”
He realized that he must have been shouting 

when he heard some banging on the wall.
“Fuck off!” he yelled as loudly as possible before 

he turned back to look at Aziraphale.
“Wait, you what?”
“I wanted to invite you to go see a museum or 

a walk in the park or … well, there was always that 
picnic. But then you said that I took too much of 
your time. So I left you be. I thought you’d reach out. 

You always did in the past.”
“Well, maybe I grew tired of 

being the one to always do that, 
Aziraphale. Maybe every once in a 
while you should try it out, too. See 
how it fits.”

“I just told you that I wanted to, 
but you turned me down.”

“Like shit I did! You said bugger 
off and go see to your car before I 
could say anything.”

“Well, you said I took too long.”
“For fuck’s sake! I said ‘it took you long enough’. I 

had no idea you were gonna completely send me 
packing. I thought you’d finally admit to whatever 
this is,” he said pointing at the two of them. “I sup-
pose that’s what I get for being in love with an angel.”

Aziraphale grew completely still before Crowley 
even realized what he’d said. He opened his mouth 
again, searching for the right words to remedy his 
obvious faux-pas but nothing came.

“You don’t need to say that to make me feel 
better, Crowley. I know demons can’t love, and hon-
estly I never held that against you.”

Crowley fought for the right words again 
but could come up with nothing better than a 

“You what?”
“But that doesn’t mean we can’t still be friends, 

no matter my feelings for you. I promise you that I’ll 
never bring it up again, so you don’t have to, either.”

“Who the Heaven told you that demons can’t 
feel love?”

“I thought you’d finally 
say something now 

that they’re out of the 
picture. That’s what I 
was talking about.”
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Aziraphale cleared his throat so as to indicate 
that Crowley had gotten to the crux of the matter 
right enough.

“Anyway, I thought you could feel all of that non-
sense and you were just too scared to say anything 
because of,” he pointed upwards before sinking 
into a chair that hadn’t been there a second ago. “I 
thought you’d finally say something now that they’re 
out of the picture. That’s what I was talking about.”

The truth was finally out. And it felt weird to even 
think about it that way, because, from Crowley’s 
point of view, the truth had been out for centuries. 
Millennia even. He knew the angel could feel love, 
so what point was there in hiding it? But, apparently, 
he was very much mistaken. And he just blurted it 
all out like the proper disaster he was.

“You really didn’t know, huh?”
Aziraphale was standing as still as a statue, the 

only indication that he was still a living, breathing9 
creature being how he worried his lip so.

“Do you really mean it?”
“Of course I bloody do! Did little to hide it, did 

I? Even when you claimed not to know me. Even 
when you said we weren’t friends.”

“Crowley! You must know that those were all 
lies,” Aziraphale gulped at the confession. Angels 
didn’t lie. Or at least they shouldn’t. And Aziraphale 
was certain that the guilt he was feeling should 
have been for that and not for how much it had hurt 
Crowley, and yet that was the most important thing 
to him. “Surely you knew? Demons can sense these 
things, can they not?”

Crowley looked at him with a slightly raised eye-
brow and burst out laughing a moment later.

“I think it’s pretty clear for all to see that appar-
ently demons can’t sense an angel’s ‘alternative 
truths’ and that angels can’t feel a demon’s … all of 
that,” he waved a hand around.

“Love, darling. And of course I love you too! In 
all the ways possible. As an angel, because we are 
bound to love all of Her creations. But also as a 
friend. My dearest one, I didn’t lie about that. And 
maybe as something more, too. I don’t know how 
to proceed in that direction or even if it’s something 
you would enjoy, but I do know that I want to spend 
the rest of my life with you, in whatever capacity 
you wish. As a friend. Companion. Partner. Whatever 
you want Crowley. Whatever it is, it would be won-
derful, because it would be with you.”

“I … yeah. I’d like that. What you said.”
“Which part, dearest?”

9  Despite not necessarily needing it.

10 Purely by accident, of course, were anyone to inquire.

“I don’t know. I never expected us to get this 
far. I mean, I did. Sorta. I was a lot more suave in 
my head.”

“You always are.”
“Oi! No need for that. I am a goddamn treasure, 

and you like me just the way I am.”
“Of course. Love even,” Aziraphale stepped closer 

and placed a tentative hand on Crowley’s shoulder.
“Is this alright?”
“Yeah. Why wouldn’t it be?”
“I told you, dearest. I don’t have much experi-

ence in such matters and I have no idea what your 
boundaries are.”

“We’ll figure it out, angel.”
“Together.”
“Yup. Together. You’ll have a hard time getting rid 

of me now.”
Aziraphale squeezed his shoulder lightly as he 

chuckled.
“Maybe we could go for a walk? The ducks must 

have missed us these last two weeks.”
“Yeah. I have to say I’m a bit out of target practice. 

Could do with dunking a drake or two.”
Aziraphale pursed his lips and he would have 

probably scolded Crowley were it not for the other 
thing on his mind.

“And maybe … maybe I could hold your hand? If 
you’re amenable, that is.”

“Amenable central, that’s me.”
“And maybe—”
“Angel. Whatever it is you want to try, we’ll try it. 

But let’s take it slow. One day at a time. After all, we 
have all the time in the world.”

The next time Anathema crossed paths with the 
two of them10, both of their auras were shining 
so brightly she would have killed for a pair of the 
demon’s sunglasses.

Aziraphale was talking about something and 
waving his hands with obvious enthusiasm, eyes 
shining brightly, blue as anything, with Crowley’s 
arm draped over his shoulders and the demon star-
ing at him with the most besotted look Anathema 
had ever seen in her life and a smile so wide his 
face would probably be stuck that way.

She had thought the whole trial business was to 
blame for how their auras behaved, but this … well, 
this was an even better explanation. 
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It’s The Right Time
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There is a secret Crowley has and it was a long time coming when he felt 
at ease enough to finally tell Aziraphale.

Rating: General | CW: None

IT WAS THE DAYS AFTER THEY NARROWLY 
avoided the destruction of the world. A demon, an 
angel, an antichrist and a few other folks that to 
the observer would just seem like a mishmash of 
random people. And yeah, they would be mostly 
right; they were all a bunch of different people that 
one wouldn’t think would be the protagonists to 
defeat Heaven and Hell.

If this were a novel, one would more logically 
assume it would be the first three listed. But on the 
other hand, it wouldn’t make for a very interesting 
story, would it? Besides, this is real life. The fact of 
the matter was that all of these seemingly random 
people were strung together by a series of little 
coincidences and mishaps that sprung forth from 
how their lives largely turned out.

If any one, small, seemingly inconsequential 
factor was changed, such as what if Aziraphale 
hadn’t lied about losing the sword to God’s face, 
or what if Crowley had decided to stay in Hell and 
be nothing more than a paper pusher, then the 
world could’ve been a burning crisp of destruction 
by now. Every country would be littered with dead 
angels and demons before it all ended with human-
ity under the rule of a ten-year-old boy.

Luckily, Earth was spared the cringey reality of a 
literal boy king.

The world, as it is now in reality, is as it always 
has been, thanks to Adam. While he didn’t fix up the 
chaos and political strife around the world caused 
by various humans in different countries, he man-
aged to stop any forthcoming threat to the state of 
humanity’s existence. And while he wanted to be 
left alone, out of any business of either Heaven or 
Hell, he would help out if it came down the wire at 
the 11th hour and the adults were out of any other 
solutions to stop the next, supernaturally fueled, 
worldwide threat.

And unfortunately, that may come to pass with 
the whole ‘Heaven and Hell against humanity’ thing. 
But hopefully that won’t happen for a long, long 
time. Specifically, several millennia, give or take.

It was with this knowledge that Crowley 
finally felt it was safe enough to tell Aziraphale 
his long-hidden secret. And no, he wasn’t Satan, 
or some high-ranked archangel that became a 
low-level demon. It was slightly more mundane 
than that. Ok, maybe not that mundane, Anath-
ema would have a few words if she heard Crowley 
described it as such. If anything, it was she that had 
the more interesting revelation.

The only thing he got going for him was that 
world hopping was involved and he was the instiga-
tor behind the whole damn plan.

“I don’t understand my dear, why do we have 
to be at your flat for you to tell me your secret?” 
Aziraphale asked as Crowley dragged him up the 
stairs. They had just finished their usual lunch at 
the Ritz, and it was during said lunch that Crowley 
revealed that he ought to tell Aziraphale something.

A secret he felt like he should honestly share if 
he and Aziraphale were finally going to be prop-
erly dating instead of tiptoeing on that line as they 
pined after each other’s—beautiful—asses. He felt 
like this post-Almost-Armageddon world allowed 
him enough security to “spill the beans”, as they say. 
It helped that he doesn’t have to really worry about 
anyone spying or anything anymore.

Still, it paid to be extra careful. Hence his flat 
being warded top to bottom, on the walls and 
floors. Every possible inch was covered, and this 
included the door. There were a myriad of reasons 
for this, not just because he had this secret, and it 
wasn’t as if it was a huge one. In fact, it wasn’t even 
the only main reason for it, but it was a contributing 
factor he won’t lie to himself.

“Because I got it all warded against those bloody 
archwankers and other tossers from below,” Crow-
ley said. He pushed Aziraphale past the threshold 
before he closed the door. He finished, “And angels 
too, I got it all protected from sides.”

“Well, so is my bookshop, my dear,” Aziraphale 
pointed out. Crowley suddenly froze as if this 
information was a new revelation he didn’t know. 

https://twitter.com/thisoutlawbit
https://archiveofourown.org/users/Tezca/works
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Aziraphale, upon seeing this pale-faced reaction, 
tensed up with a bout of nerves. He hated to think it 
all came out wrong inadvertently, because it doesn’t 
really matter at the end of the day.

Aziraphale hastily continued to correct himself, 
“But, err, if it makes you more comfortable to tell me 
your secret here, then I am completely more than 
fine with it and I should respect that.” He gave his 
arm a gentle squeeze and a warm smile to reas-
sure him.

Crowley was jolted out of his momentary haze. 
He looked at Aziraphale’s soft blue eyes and sin-
cere expression. He really was more of an angel 
than all of the Heavenly Host combined. “Oh err, 
thanks, angel. Honestly, I blanked out on that, but 
thanks anyways. Um, do you want any wine?” Crow-
ley finished. He hoped the recovery from that little 
awkwardness went as smoothly as he felt it did.

“That would be lovely.” Aziraphale beamed as he 
clasped his hands.

Once the two were settled in the living with two 
glasses of vintage red wine from 1947, a few short 
seconds passed by as Crowley didn’t know where 
to immediately start. He awk-
wardly needed a second or two to 
figure out the right words for the 
beginning. It felt pathetically obvi-
ous that he hadn’t really prepared 
a detailed speech like Aziraphale 
would’ve. Also highly likely that an 
Aziraphale speech would put one 
to sleep or just be plain unneces-
sarily long-winded.

(Half the time it was both.)
But the demon wasn’t the type to be meticulous 

with words. He was more of an on the spot, improv 
kind of guy.

Crowley stammered a little awkwardly as he 
looked around before he faced Aziraphale, “Err, I 
should probably give a preface first, um … Listen, I 
wanted to tell you way before this. Like, right after 
the first meeting on Eden long ago. But I never 
felt like it was exactly the right time, you know? 
Because uh … ”

“Heaven and Hell were breathing down our 
neck?” Aziraphale questioned, finishing the sen-
tence. Crowley nodded.

“Yeah, and admittedly, it just never felt like 
exactly the right time because I was afraid of my 
side or your side finding out and using it against me 
or-or something. Call me paranoid all you want, but 
I wasn’t taking any chances.”

“No, no whatever it is, I don’t blame you, Crow-
ley. I—well … You know I was more blindly believing 
we were the good guys, so it’s understandable that 
I might’ve not been entirely trustworthy in hindsight, 

isn’t it?” Aziraphale paused, then asked. It would 
definitely help to actually know what the secret was 
instead of all this dancing around the bush. It was 
bound to get annoying if he didn’t nip it in the bud 
already, “What is the secret anyhow?”

“Oh, well, me and Anathema aren’t exactly of 
this world,” Crowley began and Aziraphale’s eyes 
grew wider with curiosity. He leaned closer with rapt 
attention, “Everything is the same about us. I’m still a 
low-ranking demon who tempted Eve and brought 
sin upon the world. This world’s Eve was a little 
harder to tempt surprisingly enough … but anyway, 
still the demon you love and Anathema is still a 
witch. Only difference is Anathema sold her soul to 
the devil.”

“Oh, really?”
“Yeah. Luckily it was me,” Crowley said as he 

pointed to himself. The cadence along with the 
gesture proved to be more anti-climactic than 
the revelation probably should have. As funny as 
it sounds—because, let’s face it, Crowley can be a 
drama queen—he just simply didn’t attach much 
grave seriousness to this fact. It just was, and it 

wasn’t that big of a deal to them.
(Crowley and Anathema already 

being friends when the latter “did 
the deed”, so to speak, probably 
helped immensely.)

“So I assume she’s immor-
tal then?” Aziraphale pondered 
and Crowley nodded to confirm. 
A comfortable silence filled the 
air for a moment as it all sunk in. 
Finally, Aziraphale confessed, “I 

have so many questions. I don’t even know where 
to begin!”

Crowley chuckled with an easygoing smile, “We 
can start with the obvious one. Our original world 
was similar. Had a God, had both sides and all the 
humans that Earth entailed. Every angel and demon 
were still massive wankers, only thing was ours was 
competent.”

“Oh, that doesn’t sound good,” Aziraphale said 
solemnly, after he had to take a second to let the 
implication sink in. From the way Crowley said it, he 
can’t imagine the humans in his given world have 
survived too well during the End of Days. “I take it 
the Apocalypse was successful?”

“Oh yeah, big time. The antichrist ruled the world 
and the Heavenly Dicks won the great war. Me, 
Anathema and, umm, your counterpart tried to pre-
vent it. In fact, all that shit we’ve done here just in 
the past few days was almost the exact same song. 
Only Anathema was born a few centuries prior in 
Salem, Massachusetts.”

“So how did you two meet, then?”

He never did see  
any evidence that  
his doppelganger  

was around on this 
Earth now that he 
thought about it.
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Crowley looked up as he tried to remember the 
event. Honestly, it had been such a long time that 
he couldn’t just recall it as vividly as he used to. 
But luckily, the memory was still there, like a semi-
opaque window that had been abandoned for 
twenty, thirty years.

“She summoned me during the whole Salem 
Witch Trials crap. She and a few others wanted pro-
tection for her and all the other innocent witches 
and humans being falsely accused. Now most 
demons, both here and in my home world, would 
consider making deals with all of the participants. 
But that was too much work for me and I didn’t 
really care about the soul quota, so I said I could 
broker a deal with just one of you and call it good. 
And Anathema took one for the team.”

“I see. It’s too bad that horrific incident played out 
in that world too. It’s just infuriating with all the non-
sense humans would whip themselves into a frenzy 
over.” Aziraphale subtly ranted with a roll of his eyes.

“Yeah,” Crowley agreed with a sigh before he 
continued, “After I did my end of the bargain, got all 
those people to safety and whatnot, I told Anath-
ema that immortality was a perk if she wanted and 
she took it. And we stay in touch every so often. It 
was easier to do that once phones were invented.”

“I imagine.”
“Yeah, so when the time came, I repaid the favor 

by having her come along with me while we world 
hopped.”

“When did you guys leave your world?”
Crowley took a drink of his own before he 

answered, “Shortly after reality was changed. Got 
out just in the nick of time. The fighting had started, 
I grabbed Anathema and we got in my Bentley and 
tailed out of there right before the bloody ground 
broke to allow the Hellish Army to arrive. We went 
straight to her cottage and quickly whipped up 
a rudimentary portal! Any longer and our asses 
would’ve been bloody tanned.”

Aziraphale chuckled softly, “Well, I’m very much 
glad you two were able to get out, I … Wait, hold on, 
what about my counterpart, did he go with you?” He 
asked as he began to wonder, now that Crowley’s 
secret was out in the open. He never did see any 
evidence that his doppelganger was around on this 
Earth now that he thought about it.

So it stood to reason that something tragic 
might’ve happened, or he simply stayed behind for 
his own reasons.

Crowley shook his head, “He didn’t. Sadly he fell 
more in line with Heaven than you ever did. I don’t 
think you would’ve liked him too much.”

Aziraphale’s face fell a little; he rather liked the 
prospect of meeting a counterpart. But he was sor-
rier for Crowley; he wagered he probably fell for his 

original Aziraphale just as much as he fell in love 
with him. He was apologetic, “Oh, I’m sorry to hear 
that, Crowley.”

“Nah, don’t be. I never was in love with him. Not 
as much as I was with you, as weird as that sounds,” 
Crowley confessed. Aziraphale dismissed the claim 
with a shake of his head before he gave him a 
loving smile.

“Oh no, not at all, dear Crowley. I imagine it 
would’ve been harder to do so with someone 
that … aspired to be as much of an asshole as the 
other angels are.”

Crowley smiled, “Yeah. It didn’t take too long for, 
err, my Aziraphale to show his true colors. You don’t 
want to know all of it but, uhh … Let’s just say he had 
anti-demon propaganda hardwired in his brain. He 
got promoted to Archangel so that alone should tell 
you everything.”

Aziraphale let out a little gasp, “Oh dear, well, 
that certainly does.”

“Needless to say, Anathema was more or less in 
your spot in my world when the time came to try 
and prevent the end of the world.” Crowley grabbed 
his phone; he figured he should text her and let 
her know Aziraphale was in on the secret sooner 
than later.

“I’m still sorry everything went upside down in 
your world.” Aziraphale placed a comforting hand 
on his leg and gave it a squeeze.

“Yeah. We tried our best but unfortunately those 
bloody bastards were able to persuade Warlock 
better than we could.”

“I’m sure you did.” Aziraphale allowed a moment 
to pass between them in silence before he contin-
ued, “Did you go through any other worlds or was 
this the next one?”

“Hmm, we actually went through just a couple 
before this one. Now nothing happened to those 
two Earths,” Crowley put up a hand to quickly reas-
sure him, “But we simply got too bored, and it’s fun 
travelling to another world.

We just ended up staying here because we 
landed right before the whole Garden of Eden 
business.”

“Oh, I see, you landed in another time period 
than the other two I assume then?”

“You can say that, yes. The first world we landed 
in, the year was 1950. The second was roughly the 
same time period as our world when we left. Here, 
we landed at practically the start of history. We 
hung around, I met you and Anathema wanted to 
just stay and witness history before her eyes so we 
settled down here so to speak.”

“Well, I’m very glad you decided to stay here. 
I don’t know what I would do if I hadn’t met you. I 
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would’ve felt lonelier, for one thing,” Aziraphale said 
as Crowley sent off the text to Anathema.

“Yeah, I’m glad I did too, angel. Was too much in 
love after the first time we met.”

Aziraphale smiled, “I wished in hindsight I had 
realized I was in love as well sooner, but as you 
know it took me quite a lot longer.”

“And I would’ve kept waiting, I waited 6000 years. 
What’s another 6000?”

“Crowley but-but then it would be 12,000 
years too long. We could’ve started our happi-
ness together much sooner,” Aziraphale explained, 
his voice slightly rising as he felt a small renewed 
sense of guilt. Why had he been so stubborn on 
Heaven’s so-called propaganda, believing that they 
were the good guys and angels can do no wrong? It 
was embarrassing to think about now really.

“Angel, angel, it’s alright. It’s not like we have a 
limited time span; we’re immortal, remember? 6000 
years, or hell, even the hypothetical 12,000, is noth-
ing to say, millions of years together. Plus, better 
late than never, right?”

A beat then Aziraphale nodded and let out a 
sigh, “Yes, you are indubitably right.”

Crowley looked at him before he heard the ding 
of a new text message. He shifted his gaze to his 
phone and opened it before he faced Aziraphale 
once again, “Book girl replied, she said ‘Alright cool, 
but next time we world hop he’s coming or you’ll fall 
apart into a million pieces’,” Crowley read out which 
caused Aziraphale to laugh.

Crowley fondly rolled his eyes as he lazily put 
his phone on the table, “Well she certainly knows 
me … And for the record, you’re definitely coming. If 
you want to, that is.” Crowley said with a slight awk-
ward stammer at the end.

Aziraphale beamed.
“For the record, I would love to go with you. My 

whole world is you so there’s no doubt in my mind 
about it. And it would be marvelous to see what 
kind of different worlds there are out there! Oh, I can 
already picture it, do you think there would be any 
kind of food that simply doesn’t exist here?”

Crowley shrugged, “Most are probably gonna 
already exist in much the same way, or it would be 
similar. But there could be one or two.”

“Oh, wonderful!” Aziraphale smiled big as he 
could and Crowley couldn’t help but let his enthusi-
asm seep into his soul and just make him happy all 
the way around.

Aziraphale not being offended about this in any 
sort of way helped matters greatly. 
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Make Me Forget
INEFFABLETORESHI AO3 IneffableToreshi

After the heartbreaking events of Golgotha, Aziraphale makes a surprising 
request. Crowley, with all of his heart and whatever might remain of his soul, 
acquiesces.

Rating: Explicit | CW: None

THE WALK BACK INTO TOWN BENEATH THE SOR-
rowful moonlight was quiet and tense. Crowley 
walked a step behind Aziraphale, watching the 
angel from beneath his shawl. He would be hard-
pressed to admit it aloud, but he was concerned 
for his ‘foe’. Earlier he had approached the angel 
with indignance coiling in his gut—he had genuinely 
liked the carpenter, after all. Therefore, he had per-
haps been angling for a fight when he’d approached 
Aziraphale and sarcastically scowled: “Come to 
smirk at the poor bugger?”

The second he saw the flash of emotion in 
the angel’s eyes he had deeply regretted those 
words. He regretted them more with each pass-
ing moment that he watched his hereditary enemy 
witnessing the son of God suffer and die. At one 
point he had been certain he heard a whimper from 
the angel, but in the end the demon had been too 
much of a coward to address it.

Crowley wasn’t sure precisely how long they 
stood there, but eventually, when the moon was 
high above them, Aziraphale had turned and begun 
to move languidly back toward town. Crowley hes-
itated for a long moment, but something about the 
droop of the angel’s shoulders and his lethargic gait 
had the demon following, watchful. Concerned.

They walked in silence until they arrived at the 
door of a small stone hut that Aziraphale had made 
his temporary home. Here Crowley resigned himself 
to slinking away into the darkness for the remain-
der of the night. He was quite surprised, therefore, 
when the angel asked a question, quietly, and with-
out turning to look at him.

“Will you come inside?”
Crowley floundered, uncertain and wary. This 

was … new. Certainly, they had been friendly 
for some millennia now, but never before had 
Aziraphale invited the demon into his personal 
dwelling. It was … 

It felt … 
It was somehow overwhelming in its suddenness.

He may have declined out of sheer cowardice, 
had it not been for the hint of a plea in Aziraphale’s 
voice. “Sure, angel,” he found himself saying, and 
quietly followed the other inside.

It was a modest room, with a small kitchen area 
and a straw mattress barely four feet from one 
another. Every spare inch of space was filled with 
stacks of scrolls and tablets. This drew a smile to 
Crowley’s face. He was just about to make a com-
ment about hoarding when he was shocked to 
silence by the angel in question pressing him back 
against the stone wall.

“A-angel?” he stammered.
For some moments Aziraphale made not a 

single sound. His hands fisted in Crowley’s robes, 
forearms pressed against the demon’s chest, 
jaw clenched tight while solemn blue eyes fixed 
unwaveringly on Crowley’s parted lips. It may have 
only been seconds, but it felt like an eternity, with 
the demon having rightly forgotten how the pro-
cess of breathing worked.

Then, without warning, a single tear ran down 
Aziraphale’s perfect porcelain cheek, and Crowley 
felt whatever passed for his heart shattering.

“Why?” the angel whispered, halting and breath-
less. “Why are they so-so horrid to one another? 
Why do they revel in their own cruelty? Why does 
She allow these things to happen? Why—?”

“I don’t know, angel,” Crowley interrupted, voice 
soft but firm. His hands twitched at his sides, want-
ing nothing more than to wrap the angel in his arms, 
hold him tight, soothe his pain.

“I just … don’t know. It’s-it’s bloody ineffable.”
That earned him a sharp gasp of humorless 

laughter. “Yes, yes I suppose it is,” Aziraphale huffed 
and sniffled as a few more tears traced the curve of 
his cheek. “It’s just so … maddening … ”

His voice trailed off, and to Crowley’s surprise, 
his body moved oh-so-slowly closer, crowding the 
demon up against the wall. Crowley’s fingers dug 
at the stone at his back, carving deep gashes into 
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it as he fought to bully his corporation back into 
control. What was happening? What was the angel 
getting at?

Aziraphale’s gaze was still fixed on Crowley’s lips, 
apparently fascinated by them. “There is something 
humans do,” he whispered, barely audible. “I’m cer-
tain you know all about it, wily serpent like you … I 
hear it can be so rapturous that it can even make 
you forget your woes, if only for a little while … .” His 
gaze finally lifted to meet Crowley’s, and the demon 
nearly sobbed aloud for what he saw in those gem-
stone eyes.

There was sadness and despair, but there was 
also hope, need, desire, desperation, and … 

Oh it couldn’t be—
it shouldn’t be—
And yet—
Aziraphale’s hand slid up to cradle Crowley’s jaw 

in a delicate, vulnerable caress. “Make me forget?” 
he asked, teary-eyed and breathless. “Just for a 
little while … my love?”

My love … 
Oh, how those words cut 

through to the quick of Crowley’s 
being. But he had to be sure, had 
to be absolutely certain.

His voice came out as a gasp 
of breath as he struggled to retain 
even a fraction of composure. 

“I’d give you anything you asked, 
angel, but I need to know—I need 
you to tell me that it’s what you 
really want and not—” He paused 
to swallow, because even think-
ing the words inflicted a sharp pain 
upon his heart. “I need to know 
that this isn’t just some passing fancy.”

For a brief flicker of a moment Aziraphale looked 
wounded, but then a sad understanding took over. 
“Yes … I suppose that is a reasonable concern,” he 
admitted in a soft tone, his thumb gently stroking 
Crowley’s cheek. “But let me assure you that ‘pass-
ing fancy’ is hardly a fitting term.” He bit his lip, and 
there was a kind of darkness in his eyes that set 
Crowley’s whole body alight. “If anything, this par-
ticular fancy is the longest running one I’ve ever 
retained … ”

Oh lord … he could feel that it was true. As much 
as the deepest, most hateful parts of himself were 
trying desperately to fight it, when he looked into 
those gorgeous blue eyes that had been setting 
fire to his heart since the Garden Wall he could feel 
the truth of it. He could practically hear the angel 
screaming it at him, demanding to be heard. And 
oh … there was so much to discuss, so many words 
that begged to be said, but for now … 

For now, his angel had made a request, and he 
was more than happy to acquiesce.

When Crowley had fantasized about this—and 
make no mistake, he had absolutely fantasized 
about this, often and with exuberance—he had 
imagined a lust-thick frenzy of lips and limbs. He 
had imagined something that was hard, harsh, and 
frantic. He had imagined throwing his angel down 
onto the nearest horizontal surface and grinding 
down onto him with a possessive growl, hands 
everywhere, grabbing, claiming, taking, consuming.

But now … now that he had what he wanted most 
in the world right in front of him, being offered up 
on a silver platter … 

The kiss was almost painful for how tender it was. 
Crowley’s fingers shook as they found the plush 
warmth of Aziraphale’s flushed cheeks. He brought 
their lips together with a gentleness he wouldn’t 
have thought himself capable of and would surely 
deny in conversation with any other sentient being. 
The soft gasp he received in response encouraged 

him and set his heart to pounding. 
He let the tip of his tongue trace 
the crease of Aziraphale’s lips 
and groaned in delight when they 
parted to allow him entrance.

Crowley moved slowly, lick-
ing and tasting, savoring every 
second and reveling in the little 
sighs and moans that reverber-
ated through him from the angel’s 
body. His fluttering fingers—des-
perate for touch—found the soft, 
smooth skin of his angel’s throat, 
slipping tentatively beneath the 
fabric of his robes. Strong, warm 

hands found the hairs at the small of Crowley’s neck 
and wove upward, gently tugging, dragging a little 
whine from him that had the demon flushing.

“S’okay?” Crowley murmured against Aziraphale’s 
skin as he trailed kisses along his chin, across his 
jawline, down to the hollow of his throat. His fingers 
hovered at the edges of the angel’s outer robes, 
asking permission, waiting with truly un-demonic 
patience.

Aziraphale’s response was a wriggling, a shift-
ing of his shoulders, and then the long robes were 
dropping to the floor, leaving pale angelic arms 
bare and tantalizingly beautiful. Crowley let his 
hand roam across those deceptively powerful 
shoulders, down arms rife with hidden muscle, and 
back up again. Their eyes met, and it was as though 
looking into a mirror that reflected want and need.

There was a flurry of movement all at once, and 
when it passed they were on the bed, both of them 
naked and breathing rapidly. Crowley hovered over 

Under other 
circumstances, he 

may have done things 
the long way, the 

human way. At this 
moment, though, he 
knew that there was 

no way either of them 
could wait.
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his angel on his knees, looking down at the vision 
before him with a hunger he’d never felt before. 
The demon had been presenting as a woman for 
his most recent work, but he’d made a change at 
the last moment, having learned his angel’s pref-
erences over the years. Thus, the cock that hung 
heavy between his legs was hard, aching, dripping 
against his stomach, and what was more … so was 
Aziraphale’s. The sight made the demon whimper.

Under other circumstances, he may have 
done things the long way, the human way. At this 
moment, though, he knew that there was no way 
either of them could wait. Crowley snapped his fin-
gers, and with a gasp and a shiver, he was prepared; 
ready and willing and desperate for his angel. He 
shuffled forward, one hand on Aziraphale’s beautiful 
soft belly, the other gently maneuvering the angel’s 
flushed red cock. Their eyes locked again; Crowley 
didn’t look away for even a second as he pressed 
himself down, slowly but steadily, until he was fully 
impaled. Aziraphale’s eyes fluttered closed and his 
body shuddered all over.

“Oh fuck … ” the angel hissed, all his decorum 
tossed aside as sensation and emotion took rein. 

“Oh Crowley, that’s—” His voice cracked and broke, 
and when he reopened his eyes they were bright 
with lust. “Move,” he half-begged, half-demanded.

Crowley moved. Slowly at first, gasping at 
the stretch, the drag, the incredible fullness. He 
watched the movement of Aziraphale’s chest, rev-
eled in the way his fingers pressed into the demon’s 
hips, nearly sobbed when a shift of hips caused the 
angel’s cock to brush just the right spot inside him.

Slowly at first, yes, but soon faster and harder, 
more desperate, more frantic. Aziraphale was bab-
bling, making sounds that Crowley wasn’t even 
certain were actual words, and he himself was 
feeling as though sentient thought was a bygone 
faculty that he might never be able to recover.

He wanted his angel to come first, was practi-
cally crying for it, but his plans were demolished 
when Aziraphale planted his feet against the bed 
and began to thrust up with frenetic intent. The 
sudden onslaught caused Crowley’s entire body 
to clench up as he hurtled over the cliff all at once, 
painting himself and his angel in hot, sticky spend. 
He didn’t even have time to be frustrated with him-
self; three more desperate, juddering thrusts and 
Aziraphale was coming deep inside him, scream-
ing his name in a way that would haunt the demon’s 
dreams in the best possible way for the rest of his 
existence.

He wasn’t certain when they’d moved or who 
had cleaned them up, but some time later Crowley 
found himself wrapped around his angel, whisper-
ing sweet nothings against his pale curls, drowning 

himself in his scent. He knew this couldn’t last, that 
this wasn’t something they would be allowed to just 
have, but for this night at least, he pretended oth-
erwise. He made declarations. He made promises. 
He swore that someday, somehow, he would give 
Aziraphale the world.

And when the angel looked into his eyes with 
tears in the corners of his own and asked the 
demon to keep helping him to forget, well … 

Crowley never could deny his angel anything. 
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No Tartan Required
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Nearly a week after the apocalypse that wasn’t, Aziraphale makes a rather 
surprising suggestion that leads Crowley to question first his sense of style, 
and then his place in the world.

Rating: General | CW: None

“YOU COULD DO, YOU KNOW,” AZIRAPHALE SAYS, 
soft-spoken and apropos of absolutely nothing.

They’ve been sitting in the backroom of the shop 
for hours now in companionable silence, punctu-
ated only by the rustle of old paper as Aziraphale 
turns the page of what must be his third or fourth 
novel of the afternoon.

“Could do what, angel?” Crowley drawls easily 
from where he’s sprawled across the sofa. He 
doesn’t bother sparing a glance in Aziraphale’s 
direction, but he can feel the angel’s eyes on him 
from across the table all the same.

“Look like you run a bookshop.”
Crowley’s fingers still where he’s been relent-

lessly tapping away at the keyboard of his mobile 
for nearly the past twenty minutes (he told 
Aziraphale he was drumming up dissent and dis-
cord on Twitter, but in reality, he’s trying to see if the 
new Thai place that’s opened down the block is 
worth suggesting for dinner).

“What?” he asks, as he finally looks up to 
meet the angel’s gaze. It’s not that he didn’t 
hear Aziraphale correctly, but he’s not sure what 
that’s supposed to mean, or what sort of answer 
Aziraphale is expecting.

It’s not a throwaway line, that much he’s sure of. 
Something had happened when they’d swapped 
bodies just over a week ago.

Crowley had worn Aziraphale’s face, yes, but 
their swap had gone much deeper than that. From 
the instant he’d first blinked open Aziraphale’s eyes, 
he’d found himself with visions of things that he 
was sure had never happened to him, and it hadn’t 
taken him long to work out that he was seeing 
Aziraphale’s memories.

Not his entire lifetime’s worth, of course, just 
the most recent month or so. There was proba-
bly an explanation for it—their corporations were 
modelled after human anatomy, after all. Perhaps 
memories that fresh were still seared into the neu-
rons of Aziraphale’s corporation.

Whatever the explanation, Crowley hadn’t just 
seen Aziraphale’s memories while he was borrow-
ing his body—he’d felt every thought and feeling 
Aziraphale had experienced as if they had been 
his own.

The conflict and guilt Aziraphale had felt over 
lying to him about the location of the Antichrist. The 
gripping fear of standing alone before Gabriel and 
the rest of the archangels in Heaven. The absolute 
conviction that if he could just reach the right people 
everything would be sorted out. The heartbreak 
of realizing it wouldn’t be. How his heart had sung 
at the prospect of running off to Alpha Centauri 
together. The utter soul-crushing pain of watching 
himself walk away at the bandstand.

Anyway, he’d felt a lot. And if he had felt a lot, 
then it stood to reason that Aziraphale had also felt 
a lot while occupying his corporation. The idea of 
the angel suffering through Crowley’s memories 
of the events leading up to the averted end of the 
world had made his stomach twist.

Aziraphale had already been through so much. 
He didn’t deserve to know what it felt like to drive 
through a burning ring of hellfire, or have every 
atom of his existence pulled apart and rearranged 
as he was flung through the phone line, or (and 
this one hurt Crowley most to imagine), see what 
his precious shop had looked like as it burned to 
the ground.

Crowley knew it was only a matter of time until 
Aziraphale broached the subject. He had been 
expecting that. But of everything the angel had 
surely seen, he hadn’t expected him to focus on 
that little exchange.

“Are you the owner of this establishment?”
No, Crowley had thought as he barreled his way 

past the fire brigade and into the burning shop. No, 
he was not the owner of this establishment.

Sure, he could tell you things it seemed only the 
owner of the establishment should know, like how 
the third step from the top on the way up to the 
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mezzanine creaked so loudly that it could wake you 
from a dead sleep in the middle of the night.

Or that the lock on the back door didn’t latch 
quite right unless you lifted the knob as you turned 
the deadbolt.

He could tell you the layout, the nooks and cran-
nies, every detail that’s on the blueprints, and many 
that aren’t, just as well as the angel that does own 
this establishment.

Many of his happiest memories have happened 
here—it’s the place he feels the safest and most 
comfortable in the entire world. He loves it like it’s 
his own.

But he was not the owner of this establishment.
“Do I look like I run a bookshop?”
It was a memory that Crowley knew he himself 

wouldn’t be forgetting anytime soon. The sheer, 
gut-wrenching terror of driving up to find the book-
shop in flames and Aziraphale nowhere in sight 
was something that still kept him up in the wee 
hours of the night. But Aziraphale? What interest he 
could possibly have in Crowley hassling a fireman 
when the world was literally coming to an end was 
beyond him.

“I said, you could look like you run a bookshop. 
You know, if-if that was something you wanted.”

Crowley abandons all pretense of maintaining 
his casual slouch and sits up to study him. He lets 
his arms rest on his knees and hunches forward as 
if that might help him better scrutinize Aziraphale’s 
inscrutable expression.

“Nah,” he says finally. “Not really my style, bit too 
much tartan. Thanks, anyway, though.”

“That’s not—that isn’t what I meant.”
Crowley pauses, licks his lips and then purses 

them in thought. “Right … What do you mean, then?”
“What I mean is … ” Aziraphale pauses, takes a 

deep breath before continuing, “What I mean is, 
you’ve slept on my sofa more than half the nights 
this past week, and while I do think tartan is far 
more stylish than you’re willing to give it credit for, 
the only prerequisite to looking like you run a book-
shop is … running a bookshop. Or, having one, at the 
very least.”

Crowley stares. His jaw is hanging open, expos-
ing two fantastically sharp canine teeth peeking 
past his lip. His sunglasses sit long abandoned on 
the table between them, so his wide, golden eyes 
are on full display.

Because, the thing is, even someone as self-ef-
facing as Crowley isn’t quite daft enough to be able 
to convince himself that Aziraphale is talking about 
running a bookshop in the general sense. He’s not 
expecting Crowley to pick up the classifieds and 
start browsing real estate listings to see where 

might be a good place to open London’s next 
Waterstones franchise.

No, no, Aziraphale is talking about this specific 
shop. With him. He’s asking Crowley if he would like 
to run this bookshop—with him.

But this is so much more than just Aziraphale’s 
shop. It’s his home. It’s the one safe refuge that he’s 
had for himself all these years away from Heaven’s 
prying eyes. It’s where he’s free to hoard as many 
books and bottles of wine as he likes. He’s free to 
bop around to his favorite classical composers on 
the gramophone, like no one can see him because 
they can’t. He’s free to drink cocoa and eat biscuits 
without a second thought about the temple of his 
celestial body.

He’s free to be whatever he wants to be here, 
free to be himself.

And the bookshop reflects that. There are tartan 
throw blankets across the back of the couch. Books 
piled higher than the eye can see. A kitchenette 
that’s just big enough for Aziraphale to make the 
perfect cup of cocoa. The building may be old, and 
the entire place might be brimming with dust, but 
it’s so, so full up of love that Crowley can feel it from 
blocks away. The angel doesn’t just live here, he 
belongs here.

But Crowley … Well, Crowley has never really had 
that—a place that he fits, a place that he belongs.

He’s never really had anywhere he felt com-
fortable calling home. Sure, he has his sparse, 
uncomfortable flat but, that was just for appear-
ances and you didn’t really even have to prod him 
that hard these days to get Crowley to admit it.

The trouble with calling somewhere home was 
that it made it all the more painful when whoever’s 
home it was, whoever was the owner of the estab-
lishment, inevitably came to the conclusion that 
Crowley did not belong there and insisted (kindly, or 
not so kindly) that he should take a hike.

Just look at Heaven. It had been the first home 
Crowley had ever known. The Almighty had cre-
ated him specifically to be one of its inhabitants. 
He should have belonged there. But then She had 
cast him out for asking the questions that She had 
sown inside of him in the first place. And if Crow-
ley couldn’t fit in somewhere he had literally been 
created to exist, what were the odds he would ever 
belong anywhere?

And Hell, well Crowley might have “belonged” 
there in the eyes of the Almighty after his sup-
posed transgressions in Heaven (he never would 
have needed to “rebel” if she had just answered his 
questions), but he had always been the odd one out 
there, too.

Ask any of Hell’s other denizens, even in the 
days right after the Fall, Crowley had always been 
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different. The other demons were bitter, angry. 
They wanted retribution against any angel left in 
Heaven—not to mention God Herself—for casting 
them out of the place they had called home. It was 
dark, and twisted, but it brought them together—
gave them a common enemy to rail against.

Crowley had never cared about any of that. He 
was angry that he had been thrown out, but more 
than that, he was hurt. How could he have done 
something wrong if he was simply existing the way 
that God had created him to exist?

So, when Beelzebub had announced they were 
taking applications for a job in some place called 

“Earth”, Crowley had made sure he was first in line to 
volunteer.

Earth had been wonderful, at first. Crawling up 
from the depths into the Garden of Eden, feel-
ing the sun warm his scales for the very first time, 
Crowley had thought that finally, finally, he had 
found somewhere that didn’t make his entire exis-
tence feel wrong.

And the humans! Crowley had known right from 
the very first moment that he was going to like 
them, especially Eve. She was wonderful, and kind, 
and she listened when Crowley talked, when he 
asked questions.

Everything had been going so well, right up until 
that nasty business with the apple.

Even after they had been kicked out of Eden and 
left to fend for themselves, Crowley had still found 
humans leaps and bounds better to be around than 
angels or demons (perhaps they had something in 
common, him and the humans, being kicked out of 
the first home they had ever known).

Sure, sometimes, especially in the early days 
before Crowley knew how to blend in properly, a 
human would catch a glimpse of his eyes, or his 
fangs, or one of his other serpentine traits, and run 
away screaming—or worse, try to fight him off, send 
him back to the pit.

But sometimes humans were kind, especially 
once Crowley learned how to blend in, how to 
hide the parts of himself that humans found unap-
pealing. And Crowley found that for the most part, 
with humans, he didn’t mind if they didn’t know the 
real him.

He fit. Mostly.
But that was the trouble, wasn’t it? He could 

blend in amongst the humans well enough, pass 
through their society unnoticed if that was what he 
wanted, reap the benefits of human imagination 
and ingenuity.

But they didn’t know him, not really—their accep-
tance was still conditional.

But the humans hadn’t been the only ones wait-
ing for him when Crowley slithered up out of the pit 

and into God’s secret paradise. There had been one 
other creature there, an angel—Crowley had hardly 
taken notice at first. Surely an angel could only 
mean trouble for him, and he had wanted to stay in 
the garden for as long as possible (returning to Hell 
was a big “no, thank you”).

But God, in addition to damning him with a nev-
er-ending queue of questions, had also burdened 
him with insatiable curiosity. And eventually, Crow-
ley had gotten curious. He’d slithered his way up the 
wall, popped up right next to the angel in question 
and said, “Well, that went down like a lead balloon,” 
because, well, proper greetings for angels weren’t 
really in his repertoire anymore.

The angel should have smitten him on sight—
hereditary enemies and all that. At the very least, he 
should have found Crowley strange, told him that 
he didn’t belong here, told him quite politely but 
insistently that he’d best be on his way, this place 
wasn’t for him. But the angel—Aziraphale, Crow-
ley would soon learn—did none of those things. 
Instead, he simply said, “Yes, it did rather.”

Then it had begun to rain, and the angel had 
done something extraordinary: he lifted his wing, a 
silent invitation that said there’s no need to leave, I’ll 
make space for you here. I’ll make sure you fit in this 
place—that this place fits you.

“You could look like you run a bookshop.”
That’s what this is, really. An offer to make space. 

An invitation for Crowley to belong.
Crowley starts when he feels the sofa dip next to 

him, and turns to see Aziraphale sitting next to him, 
smile hesitant but eyes shining with hope.

“So, would you like to look like you run a 
bookshop?”

Crowley tries to speak but finds that his throat 
is suddenly squeezed tight and his eyes are suspi-
ciously wet. He grabs Aziraphale around the waist 
and pulls him close, buries his head into the angel’s 
shoulder before replying, “Yeah … Yeah, angel, 
I would.”

Because Crowley knows when Aziraphale says, 
“You could look like you run a bookshop,” it’s not a 
suggestion that Crowley should change so that he 
might belong (no tartan required, after all), it’s an 
affirmation that he already does. It’s Aziraphale’s 
way of saying, “Whatever you are, you belong 
with me.” 
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IT WAS 3500 BC (OR THEREABOUTS), AND 
Aziraphale was sitting in a tree.

He wore a simple linen tunic which hung in 
gentle folds and brushed against his ankles as he 
swung his bare feet to and fro. One hand rested on 
the tree trunk, the other held the branch he was 
balanced on, and he looked out across the land 
before him. Humans had settled down into little 
enclaves, and the tops of their thatched-roof dwell-
ings poked out from the canopy of trees. Smoke 
rose from cook fires like grey ribbons to twist and 
play among the low-hanging white clouds.

He smiled, and was bored.
The last time he had spoken to anyone had been 

ages ago, when he had sailed across the water to 
a distant shore and bartered for the string of jade 
beads he wore around his neck. The artwork had 
fascinated him, and he’d very much enjoyed chat-
ting with the artist who had explained the new 
process for carving and polishing the stone into 
curved decorations. He’d gotten in a bit of trou-
ble for that; the archangel Gabriel making a point 
that fraternizing with the humans and partaking 
in their silly artistic endeavours was something 
quite beneath an angel of the Lord. Since then, 
Aziraphale had not interacted with the rapidly rising 
civilization around him and instead found a place in 
the trees to sit and idly watch.

And so, he did not take it to be at all treacher-
ous when his heart leapt at the sound of a distantly 
familiar voice calling to him from below.

“Hoy! Angel! That you up there?”
He felt the corners of his mouth turn up and 

quickly schooled them back down. He leaned ten-
tatively forward and blinked at the golden-eyed 
demon who scrutinized him from the forest floor.

“Oh, Hello. I’m, erm,” he looked out over the vast 
expanse of the ancient world, “ … observing.”

“Observing what, the treetops?” He squinted 
up. “How’d you get up there, anyway?” Aziraphale 
swallowed, giving the demon enough time to draw 

his own conclusion. He could hear the toothy grin 
reflected in the next phrase. “Did you fly up?”

Aziraphale picked a leaf from his garment and 
let it flutter through the still air. “Of course not, don’t 
be ridiculous. Not allowed, you know. Frivolous 
flying.” There was a whooshing noise, and a sweep 
of air, and the demon Crawley stood on the branch 
next to him. “Put those away,” Aziraphale muttered, 
battering a hand at the sharp pointed ends of black 
feathers as Crawley crouched down to settle him-
self. Aziraphale reached out to brush away the 
edge of a wing that hovered imposingly near his 
face, then put his hand back in his lap. “Someone 
could see.”

“No worries. All good. No one around for miles, 
am I right?” The demon gestured at the total lack of 
anyone else around as his wings faded from per-
ception. With a soft grunt, he straddled the branch.

Aziraphale tsked. “Such a troublemaker you are.”
“I try.” They both sat for a moment and gazed out 

at the land. “So,” Crawley finally said, “What have 
you been up to?”

Aziraphale sighed. “Not very much of interest, I’m 
afraid. The humans have all settled down into their 
own groups and are working together to get things 
done. Building their structures, raising their families.” 
A memory struck him and he drew himself up a bit 
at the thought. He wondered if he should share it 
with his immortal foe.

“What was that?” Crawley asked, leaning towards 
him a bit.

“Hmm?” Aziraphale drew his hands together to 
fidget with the frayed edge of a sleeve, teetered a 
bit on the branch, and then caught himself.

“That just now. I saw you thought of something. 
Go on, tell!”

Aziraphale settled himself more solidly on the 
branch. “All right,” he said, making up his mind. With 
a devious glance around him, he said quickly, “I 
went on a boat!”

“You didn’t!” Crawley said, his eyes widening.
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Aziraphale nodded. “I did! Have you ever been?”
Crawley shook his head. “No I haven’t! What was 

it like?”
“Oh you’d like it, I’d expect. Well, that is to say, 

it was quite a while ago actually. I have seen the 
humans perfecting the design, making them even 
larger and faster. The one I was on was not much 
more than a floating tree carved to move through 
the water like a fish.”

Crawley let out a low whistle. “Well, you got me 
beat. I’ve been up on the hills a lot. Inland. No boat. 
But a whole group of people have been working 
together to, I dunno, groom the land a bit.”

“Groom it? What do you mean?”
The demon stretched his long thin fingers out 

and curled them in again, combing through the air. 
“Like moving the trees around. Putting little things in 
the ground. Making green things grow. Oh wait!” He 
dug into one sleeve where there appeared to be a 
hidden pocket and pulled out a handful of some-
thing small and glistening. “Here look at these!” He 
held them out.

“Oh! What are those now?”
“Plums!” Crawley said triumphantly, “But not like 

the ones from before. The humans made these. 
They ah, they grew some trees together and made 
new trees. Look, I don’t know the specifics, I’ve been 
watching and trying to figure it out, but they say 
they’re amazing!”

Aziraphale tilted his head nearer the demon to 
see the little plums all fat and ripe held gently like 
bird eggs in his hands. A lock of red hair had tum-
bled to fall against the demon’s cheek and Crawley 
huffed at it absently, not drawing his eyes from 
the globes of fruit in his hands. They looked utterly 
enticing.

A scent of smoke drifted past the angel’s nos-
trils, but not from the cookfires. It held an electric 
undertone to it, like the clouds at a coming storm. 
He could feel the draw, the pull to stay close just 
a bit longer even though he could feel danger 
approaching. It was tantalizing and more than a 
little frightening.

“Take one! Take one! Say, maybe you and I could 
go back there,” Crawley continued, rolling the 
plums around in his hands. “The trees are probably 
full, we could pick whatever you like.”

A sudden flash of realization made Aziraphale 
start, and they both pulled back.

“What?” Crawley asked, looking down at the 
small round jewels cupped in his hands. “There a 
bug or something?”

“This is an offering,” the angel stated. The demon 
looked at him and screwed up his face.

“A what?”

Aziraphale felt a trembling and a heat from 
above, as if the glare from the sun was suddenly 
ten-fold. “An offering. A sacrifice. Ah … a bribe.”

“Bribe?” Crawley looked at the plums again, his 
brow knitted, and his mouth set in a frown.

“A request,” Aziraphale amended. “You know 
what I mean. An angel must not be taking offerings 
from … ” he stuttered as Crawley’s fingers closed 
around the handful of fruit, a trickle of juice running 
from between his knuckles. “From the enemy.”

“No, it’s not. Who told you that rubbish?”
Aziraphale took a breath and placed his hands 

together. He squeezed his own palms tight, even as 
he straightened his shoulders. “No one told me. It’s 
just as it is.” There was a sinking feeling in his belly, 
an invisible dark cloud seeming to have gathered 
around the tree branch even as the sun screamed 
down on them. “You have been … doing all your bad 
deeds?” he asked, trying to bring the conversation 
back to what was supposed to be their relationship. 
Crawley made a face.

“Who cares? Not sure why that’s important. Plenty 
of time for that.”

“You never know.”
“Yeah. You’re right. I don’t.” He didn’t look back at 

him. “Well, I best get on with it then, shall I? Back 
to my God-given job.” He pulled his arm back and 
flung the crushed fruit out into the forest. They dis-
appeared like raindrops into the canopy of green.

And he was gone. Aziraphale loosened his hands 
and set them to his side, felt his nails curl into the 
bark of the tree. His legs felt suddenly heavy and he 
thought it probably proper that he climb down from 
his hiding place and get on with his own duties.

Five-thousand and eighteen years later (give or 
take), and Aziraphale was again observing the trees.

This time, however, it was autumn, and instead of 
looking down at the leaves from above, he gazed 
up from the crowded city streets below. The trees 
all but sparkled with their orange and red finery. 
Shining copper. Honey-gold. Such beautiful colours. 
The sky, when the drifting clouds saw fit to part, 
was so blue as to be blinding. London was a paint-
ing, a poem at this time of year, etched in old stone 
and cobbled pathways, and Aziraphale couldn’t get 
enough of it.

He’d shut the shop, flipped the old hours sign to 
“CLOSED,” and let the heavy door latch behind him. 
Standing at the stoop, he took a deep breath of the 
world. It was heavy with the scents of human con-
structions: automobiles and oil, curry and smoke. 
Blanked over that was the dampness of leaves 
and a crisp light breeze that came and went like 
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a flitting sparrow. His fingers tightened around the 
package cradled in his arms, and he set off.

He walked down the street with an easy gait, 
taking it all in. The most wonderful thing (well, one 
of the most wonderful things, for there were many) 
about London was that it was always moving. He 
never tired of people-watching, world-watching, of 
seeing a pair of ducks winging it parkwards or the 
joggers passing him by in their always-silly-no-mat-
ter-what-the-decade outfits. He watched the taxis 
battle bikers and electric vehicles for dominance on 
the narrow streets. As he ambled past Saint Anne’s 
Churchyard, he let his mind drift to thoughts of the 
evening ahead.

They were going out for sushi that night, and 
Aziraphale was inordinately excited for a number of 
reasons.

The restaurant itself, which had been open since 
spring, had been getting rave reviews. He had fol-
lowed with interest the food trends of the area; 
from bags of roasted nuts or steaming pasties back 
in the day, to the influx of good 
French pastries and strong Italian 
coffee. He’d watched the tapestry 
of storefronts change like the sea-
sons and was happy to observe 
the influx of Asian-influenced 
establishments. The restaurant’s 
exquisite cuisine, along with its 
prodigious sake menu and some 
fairly wild cocktails, had been 
astounding food critics far and 
wide so much so that both locals 
and tourists started lining up in the 
early afternoon. By the dinner hour, 
the queue of people waiting for a 
chance to grab a seat snaked back 
along the block. Of course, he 
didn’t expect he and his dinner guest would have 
any trouble getting a table.

He lightly stepped off the curb and crossed the 
street, mingling with the crowd of people, of cou-
ples holding gloved hands or walking excitable 
dogs, thinking about another aspect of his world to 
be happy about. He was going to spend the night 
hanging out with Crowley. Just the thought of it 
made him smile. ‘Hanging out’. It was truly one of 
his favourite pastimes, something he drew great joy 
in looking forward to. For as gorgeous as the world 
was, and all the chaotic nuances he knew and 
loved, the very thing that made it wonderful also 
made it fleeting. The street would change, that was 
a given. The fashion and the technology and the 
cars and just everything—they always did. There 
was only one other being he could truly confide in. 
Truly rely on.

And, truly, as luck would have it, that single reli-
able being seemed to feel the same way about him. 
Seemed to enjoy his company and his banter as he 
rambled on about his day, relating, as he would, this 
very constitutional. He shifted the package in his 
hands, wrapped securely in brown paper.

After a bit more of a walk, he arrived at the 
tower that housed Crowley’s flat. This was some-
thing new. Well, new-ish. His first visit to the flat had 
been the night of the averted apocalypse. Up until 
that point, until that bus had deposited them there 
before trundling confusedly off to Oxford, he had 
never had reason to call on Crowley at his point of 
residence. Since that night, Aziraphale had found 
himself returning, feeling a bit like a homing pigeon, 
to visit. Instead of Crowley stopping by the book-
shop for an evening, they had been splitting their 
time between the two locations. Aziraphale felt that, 
as stark and tomb-like as the flat was, he always 
found something new and interesting every time he 
visited (and usually learned something surprising 

about his friend).
He paused at the word. Friend. 

Best friend. Of course Crowley was 
his best friend. They’d both been 
to hell and back for each other, 
had saved this wide wonderful 
world and all the sushi restaurants 
in it. They were free now, freer 
than they had ever been to do 
as they liked and go where they 
pleased, so why did it feel like that 
phrase didn’t quite fit? It was if the 
edges of it didn’t reach the corners 
of his mind. Like there was space 
around it.

“Evening Mr. Fell. Good to 
see you!”

He was startled from his thoughts by a warm 
voice. Lost in his own musings, he hadn’t even real-
ized he’d entered the lobby of Crowley’s building.

“Good evening, David,” Aziraphale said as he drew 
himself back to the present, addressing the cheery 
doorman. “Anything new in the stars as of late?”

The doorman shook his head and took his place 
at his stand. Set behind the edge of his desk and 
out of sight to most, Aziraphale knew, were recent 
copies of the New Aquarian magazine. “Outlook 
good. Looking good indeed. New moon in Libra! 
Should be pretty balanced, I would imagine.”

“Ah, well, that sounds quite nice!”
“Can be tough though, too. Balance is hard,” the 

doorman said, scratching his chin. “People think 
it’s all perfect in the middle, all even, but that gets 
boring and stifles growth. ‘Tisn’t sustainable. Makes 
it harder to feel the happy and the sad, you know? 

“It’s partly courtesy 
my dear fellow, 

but also, it seems 
as if young David 

downstairs has 
started to notice 

your, shall we 
say, anticipatory 
disengagement  

of security.”
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One should never be afraid to be their true selves, 
no matter what is expected of them. Harmony is 
more the aim. Like music.”

“Ah,” Aziraphale felt the little hairs on the back 
of his neck stand on end at that a-bit-too-on-the-
money reading. “Well, I know I can always count 
on you to let me know where things sit, astrologi-
cally speaking. Would you mind terribly ringing Mr. 
Crowley?”

“Course not sir—but, er.” David leaned forward 
and glanced around. “If you don’t mind me stepping 
out of order here sir, may I ask something?”

Aziraphale leaned in conspiratorially. “Not at all, 
dear boy.”

“Do you call before you get here?”
“Whatever do you mean?”
David’s hand hovered over the intercom button. 

“Well you see, these last few times you have come 
by like this, I have to admit, I don’t actually ring 
you in.”

Aziraphale looked at him curiously. “Oh no?”
David shook his head. “I make as if I am going to, 

and somehow, before I get to the button, the door 
buzzes you in. Isn’t that crackers? I mean, how does 
he know?”

Aziraphale shifted in place, feeling a bit under 
the scrutiny of David’s questioning eyes. He would 
have to have a talk with the demon about this. “Well, 
you see … he and I, we have a sort of … psychic con-
nection,” he settled on.

David’s brown eyes widened. “Ahhhh, I thought 
it must be something like that.” He looked down 
at the button and moved his finger as if to press. 
Before his fingertip made the connection, the door 
leading to the lift made its infernal “bzzzzzz” noise, 
and Aziraphale hurried to pass through.

“Have a wonderful night, Mr. Fell!”

Aziraphale tugged the bottom of his waistcoat, 
then raised his hand to knock at Crowley’s door. The 
door swung open, and a yellow-eyed demon scru-
tinized him from the other side.

“Oh,” Aziraphale said, pulling his hand back from 
knocking needlessly in the air, “Hello!”

Crowley rolled his eyes and opened the door 
wider, allowing the angel to enter.

“You needn’t knock, I know it’s you.”
“Ah yes, well, about that.” Aziraphale stepped over 

the threshold and into the flat. “It’s partly courtesy 
my dear fellow, but also, it seems as if young David 
downstairs has started to notice your, shall we say, 
anticipatory disengagement of security.” The angel 
slid his arms free of his overcoat and shrugged it off.

“My wot?” Crowley asked as he took Aziraphale’s 
outerwear from him and hung it in the closet.

Aziraphale bit his lip before answering. “You buzz 
me in before the doorman can. And I fear it’s start-
ing to raise eyebrows.”

Crowley squinted as he hung the coat up. “I don’t 
know what you’re talking about.”

“Hm. It may be another one of those things,” 
Aziraphale sighed as Crowley strode down the hall-
way deeper into the darkened abode. “You know, 
like the way you always know when it’s me calling 
on the telephone.”

“It’s caller ID, it’s not magic.”
As they walked, the inconsequential lighting 

sources changed from harsh sharp shadows to a 
warmer orange-tinged hue. Aziraphale had never 
known it to happen so obviously before. A lilting 
song by Ella Fitzgerald ascended his ears, the easy 
jazz relaxing the mood further. But when he passed 
the den which he was pretty sure had not been 
there the last time he visited, and was now adorned 
with a large plush black leather sectional, a warm 
soft inviting-looking blanket slung over the back, he 
couldn’t help but be struck by a realization.

“Oh, dear lord.”
“What! What is it?”
“Well,” Aziraphale said, drawing the word out. “It’s 

a bit like what Adam was doing in Tadfield.”
Crowley turned. “I don’t know what you’re 

on about.”
Aziraphale pointed at the sofa. “That wasn’t here 

before.”
Crowley came up beside him and peered into 

the room. “Eh, that happens all the time. The place 
knows what it’s doing. Come on, I … ”

“Crowley, wait.” The demon swung to look at him, 
and the angel went on. “I’m not an idiot. Adam was 
making the world around him perfect. Is that what’s 
happening here?”

“Can I please get a drink before we start critiqu-
ing my home décor?”

“I’m serious.”
“So am I!” Crowley said, rounding the corner and 

entering his kitchen. Aziraphale followed.
“Here,” the angel said, and set his package 

upright on the cold stone countertop.
Crowley turned and looked at him. “What’s that?”
“It’s for you,” the angel said. When the demon 

didn’t take it, he tried again. “It’s a gift.”
There was a moment of silence as one song 

ended before the next, a quiet piano piece, began. 
Crowley reached out and took the item.

“I wanted to wrap it in furoshiki but there just 
wasn’t time for me to make it to the gift shop, and 
so you will need to take it in a plain brown wrapper.” 
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Crowley turned the narrow package over in his 
hands carefully.

“A gift?” he asked.
“Well, yes,” Aziraphale said. “It’s nothing much. 

Just an offering.”
The word sliced through the air between them, 

and their eyes met. Aziraphale could see Crowley’s 
jaw was tight as he slowly peeled back the paper to 
reveal the bottle beneath. “You mean a bribe?” the 
demon asked.

Aziraphale chuckled. “I never was very good 
at that actually. You know, people used to pray to 
me. Well, not to me exactly. To an angel. A guard-
ian angel if you like. And they used to promise me 
things. ‘If only’. If only I kept them safe, they would 
never do anything bad ever again. If only I accepted 
this offering that they left to the gods, this sacri-
fice, would I please grant them what they desired?” 
He shifted his weight from foot to foot. “I finally 
appeared to one poor soul and told them ‘Look, 
your time here on Earth is fleeting. Don’t waste your 
sacrifices on me. Eat your fill, drink what you like. 
Enjoy. Enjoy it now. While you have the time.’”

Crowley tightened his grip on the neck of the 
bottle. “You don’t mind sacrificing to a foul fiend 
like me?”

“It’s time for me to do what I want,” 
Aziraphale stated.

“What do you want?” Crowley asked.
“I want to go eat sushi with you, and ask you if 

you like plum wine,” Aziraphale paused. Then went 
on boldly, “I also want to ask what you want?”

Crowley’s steady gaze did not waver, but his 
body swayed to the music playing off in the other 
room. “Do you want to know, or do you really want 
to know?”

Aziraphale swallowed. “I really want to know.”
“I want to go out with you for sushi and I want to 

drive you there in the Bentley and I don’t want you 
to get too scared, but I want to scare you just a little 
bit. Because you know I won’t hurt you. You know 
that. You let me scare you. You let me tease you 
and see you on edge and you push me and you 
make me smile. And I want you to get all the things 
you love and more. I … want us to go to that restau-
rant and love it, for you to like the patterns on the 
walls and the patterns on the dishes and the cups 
and the glasses and the chopsticks that will be 
made of real lacquer and to tell me all the intrica-
cies of Japanese culture as if I hadn’t lived there as 
long as you. And I’ll pretend I didn’t because I will 
want to hear you tell the story again.” He paused 
only long enough to knit his eyebrows tighter 
together. “And I’ll feel how you ripple through the 
place. How you affect each human there. And I will 
play off that. You know that right? I will feel those 

blessings and I will feel those wants and desires 
and I will slip in here and there and push them 
towards-towards pleasure and passions and get-
ting what they want.”

Aziraphale blinked.
Crowley nodded at the bottle of plum wine sit-

ting in its rumpled paper wrapper. “And yes, I like 
umeshu.”

“My goodness.”
“Exactly. Yours.”
“They’re not actually plums you know,” Crowley 

said, breaking the silence. “Type of apricot.”
“It’s not technically wine either,” stated Aziraphale.
The aura in the kitchen remained sharp and stark. 

The large dark appliances gathered around the 
periphery like shadowed columns in some ancient 
amphitheatre. The two immortal beings stared at 
one another.

“How about,” Crowley said, drawing two glasses 
from the stemware rack nearby, “we share it?”

Aziraphale nodded. “I think that is a lovely 
idea.” 
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THE FULL MOON GLARES DOWN AT HIM LIKE A 
baleful eye, round and yellow, ever the silent judge.

Astride his horse, the Dullahan ignores the moon 
and instead contemplates the road before him, 
studies the slope of it down the hill and into the 
Black Woods beyond. The trees, skeletal though 
they are in the dead of winter, are old friends to him. 
They stand sentinel over his domain, same as the 
low-tangled briar patches and shifting forest paths, 
all working to keep the humans away.

Not that any sane human would ever enter these 
woods of their own volition.

The Dullahan presses a gloved hand to his face, 
feels the bones of the skull that have become 
familiar to him, though no less repulsive. He gri-
maces, tracing over eye sockets and the empty 
place where his nose ought to be. A puff of air 
leaves him, the closest thing to a sigh he can 
manage on nights like these. That time of the month. 
It’ll be the East tonight, I think.

With a flick of the reins, Bentley springs into 
motion. She’s a magnificent beast by any measure, 
well-muscled and powerful. Her hooves kick up 
clods of topsoil as she races beneath the crook-
armed trees, breath coming in icy plumes that 
glitter under the light of the moon.

The Black Woods may be long abandoned, but 
that doesn’t make the humans safe from him. It just 
means he has a longer trip.

The Dullahan shifts to lean forward over her back, 
spurring her onward, faster and faster. “Come on!” 
he rasps, voice like the slide of a knife against stone. 

“You can do better than that!”
Snorting, Bentley tosses her head wildly—just to 

remind him who’s really in charge—but then they 
fly. The Dullahan lets out a whoop. The first part of 
the Ride is never so bad, and he’s come to enjoy it 
over the past century. The wind claws at his cloak 
with greedy fingers, dragging it so it flares out 

dramatically behind him. His hooded cowl, on the 
other hand, doesn’t dare drop from around his head.

As they break through the tree line, the air 
changes, becomes less palatable. It’s what the mor-
tals breathe. If pressed, the Dullahan would say it 
almost tastes of them, of their lungs and mouths, 
of their need. It’s strange and unwelcome, but the 
Dullahan pushes on, compelled by the magic deep 
inside him.

They ride through the first town. The people 
there have all their doors and windows barred, but 
that has never stopped him before. He feels the 
Call particularly strongly from a squat cottage on 
the fringes, so he answers it. He swings down from 
Bentley’s saddle and ventures into the house.

The door unlatches and swings open of its own 
volition. In the corner, a ragged looking woman 
kneels over an old man lying on a straw mattress, 
her hands folded and lips moving in silent prayer. A 
wife, most likely. Her eyes are squeezed shut.

Good.
He approaches the mattress, sees how shallowly 

the man breathes. He’s old, which the Dullahan is 
glad of. He never feels quite as guilty about the old 
ones. The Dullahan leans over the man and whis-
pers his name, answers the Call. His face slackens 
at once as he goes easily into death’s embrace.

At the same time, his spirit opens its eyes. It 
looks at the Dullahan with resignation. “Time for me 
to go?” it asks.

The Dullahan nods.
“What about my Saoirse? Will she be alright?”
The Dullahan just shrugs. He doesn’t know. The 

living are none of his concern.
He leads the spirit outside. In the space between 

shadows, the Night Carriage presses itself into 
being, all strange angles and non-Euclidean void. 
The Dullahan opens the door and holds out a 
gloved hand, helping the spirit up and making sure 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/wick_de_la_vela
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it settles inside properly. The Dullahan can’t ever 
really feel the spirits’ hands in his, but after more 
than a century of this, he takes what he can get.

The carriage rolls away, melting back into 
shadow and taking the spirit off to wherever it is 
they go once he’s done with them.

Mounting Bentley again, he steers them back 
around to head out the way they came. Not much 
has changed, except now the woman in the house 
is sobbing. “You monster!” she forces out through 
her tears. It’s not loud, but the Dullahan hears 
her anyway.

Grinding his teeth together, he barely registers 
the stumbling footsteps from within the house, 
looks out of reflex when the cottage door is flung 
open. The woman—Saoirse, as he now knows—
stands at the threshold, tears streaking down her 
wrinkled, sun-ruddy face. She looks just to the right 
of his eyes, unable to meet them head-on. Her 
mouth is twisted into a defiant scowl. “Let me go 
with ‘im, Dullahan.”

The Dullahan shifts uneasily in the saddle, hands 
curling so tightly the leather reins creak. She has 
a few good years left in her, but she’s asking him 
to kill her. That never happens. He scowls. It’s not 
unheard of to take more than one soul at once, and 
it’d delay his next Ride for another month.

He inclines his head, a final question. There’s no 
going back from pacts like these. He should know.

She nods, scrubbing tiredly at her face with an 
arthritic hand. “You don’t get to leave me all alone 
here. If he goes, I’m followin’.”

The Dullahan nods. Hopping down, he glides 
toward the woman, waiting for her to back down or 
change her mind, but she doesn’t. Well. What’s done 
is done.

“Saoirse,” he rasps.
Her body falls to the ground, just flesh now, 

while the spirit stands upright still. The Dullahan 
holds out his arm for it to take, which it does with 
a stoic expression. The touch is feather-light and 
insubstantial, but enough for him to guide it with.

The Night Carriage has reappeared in the 
shadow of the house, exuding a faint air of surprise 
at being called again so soon. The door swings 
open strangely, so many shades of dark swirling 
within, and the Dullahan helps the spirit inside.

“Seán,” the spirit greets the other passenger, relief 
evident. The door seals them in together, and the 
Night Carriage melts away once more.

The Dullahan stares at the space it had occupied, 
deep in thought. Humans are so strange, some-
times. He’d even been one, once, but he’s sure he’d 
never experienced such a thing. Such a level of 
devotion? It’s impossible to wrap his head around.

Bentley trots over then. Concerned, she nudges 
him with her nose. He pats her idly. When he 
pulls himself up onto her back, he seems some-
how heavier than before. A Bad Ride, then, Bentley 
decides. She breaks into a trot without his prompt-
ing, carrying him away from the town, carrying 
him home.

It seems like no time passes at all before they’re 
within the Black Woods again. Even the comfort-
ing tingle of old magic isn’t enough to settle the 
Dullahan’s mind. Bentley navigates the many twist-
ing forest paths from memory until they arrive at 
the clearing on the hill where the Dullahan’s house 
resides. She scales it with ease and waits patiently 
for him to dismount.

“You’re a good horse,” he tells her. She already 
knows this, of course, but it’s nice to hear. She 
preens a bit, shaking out her mane and pawing at 
the ground. With a snap of his fingers, her tack and 
harness return to their proper places inside her 
stable. Thus satisfied, the Dullahan leaves her there, 
free to wander the hillside at her leisure.

The Dullahan is an important fey, so he obviously 
has plans to attend to. Important plans, even.

Most urgently, he plans on sleeping for two days 
straight. He marches straight through the house to 
his bedroom. His bed is perhaps the most luxurious 
thing in the place, red silk sheets, and feath-
er-stuffed pillows making up his favourite refuge 
from the realities of existence.

On the wall beside his bed hangs a floor-length 
mirror. The Dullahan approaches it, warily drawing 
back the hood of his cowl to look at his face. His 
nose and ears are all accounted for, and when he 
pokes experimentally at his cheek, there’s the give 
of flesh pulled taut over bone. He runs his tongue 
over his teeth, pleased to have that back. His 
speech isn’t as raspy when he has physical features 
to rely on, rather than solely fey magic.

He steps closer to the mirror, noting his eyes are 
the same snake-slitted yellow they usually are. At 
least they’re actually eyes again, and not polished 
sockets burning with hellfire.

“Crowley. I’m Crowley,” he confesses to his own 
reflection, just the same as he’s done every night for 
the past hundred years. “I won’t forget.” He stares at 
himself a moment longer, takes a deep breath, and 
turns away.

He strips, crawls into bed, and is—at least pro-
verbially—dead to the world within minutes.

Usually, the Dullahan quite likes the process of 
waking up. It’s an art, really, one that he has very 
strong ideas about. Waking should be a languid 
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affair, warm, like swimming through molasses until 
he can be arsed to drag himself out of bed to tend 
to his gardens.

This is not how the Dullahan wakes.
‘Intruder! Intruder! Intruder!’ blares the tripped 

ward-spell in his mind, pulling him unceremoni-
ously from sleep. He bolts upright, heart pounding 
against his ribcage, so quickly he bites into his new 
tongue. Gagging at the taste of his own blood, he 
rolls to the edge of his bed and spits a black glob of 
it onto the floor.

Thunder crashes close enough to his house to 
rattle the walls and leave a ringing in his ears. A 
second bolt of thunder follows, rattling the win-
dows. The Dullahan’s head is reeling, too many 
things assaulting his senses at once for him to cope.

A single thought spears through him all at once, 
bringing ice-cold terror in its wake.

“Bentley,” the Dullahan gasps, tumbling fully 
out of bed. He pushes himself 
brusquely to his feet, snaps into 
his clothes, and tears out of the 
house as fast as his legs will carry 
him, into the pelting rain with no 
care for himself.

“Bentley?!” The wrought-iron 
gates that hem in the court-
yard swing open before he even 
reaches them. He’s through and 
down the main road, sped along 
by gravity. “Bentley!”

She’s too smart to be hurt. Bril-
liant girl. The Dullahan tries to 
quell his fear, but it’s in vain. No 
one, not in over a hundred years, 
had ever gotten close enough 
to the house to set off the wards, 
and Bentley is a good horse, the 
best horse, his horse, the one bloody constant in all 
his time haunting this place. She might think to get 
between the thing that had come for the slumber-
ing fey. “Bentley!” he screams with all his might.

He stands still, letting the rain soak through his 
clothes and sting the exposed bits of his face. He’d 
forgotten his cowl in his rush out, and his hair is 
plastered to his head, but he doesn’t care. He just 
stands intently, listening for the tell-tale sound of 
hooves against sodden earth, but he can’t hear 
anything over the roar of the rain, over the rolling 
thunder pressing in around them.

She would come if she could. The Dullahan 
knows this. He grinds his teeth together, refusing to 
give up on her. He’ll walk the whole damn pasture 
until he finds her. He will find her.

The Dullahan switches to a more methodical 
tack. He’ll start with the perimeter, then work his 

way back in toward his house in the center. He 
breaks from the main road, heading for the fence 
that lines the pasture, then jogs along that for a 
good while. The rain makes it impossible to see 
very far ahead, even for him. It’s just white sheets 
beating down on him and his plants and Bentley, 
wherever she is.

If he ever gets his hands on whoever did this … 
He skirts around a line of rose bushes, then 

comes to a stumbling halt. The front gate of the 
pasture, the one that leads down into the woods, is 
wide open, swung inward. That means that while he 
was skirting around the edge of the property look-
ing for his horse, the intruder had been on a direct 
path to the house.

He feels rage, and fear, and then—
Lightning strikes a nearby tree, stripping the bark 

from it in a shower of sparks. The shockwave flings 
him backwards, and his skull strikes the ground 

hard. His eardrums have been 
completely blown out; white-hot 
streaks have seared themselves 
into his retinas. He digs his elbows 
into the mud, struggling to prop 
himself up enough to get back 
to his feet, but they give out on 
him before he can make much 
headway.

He lets his head flop back into 
the dirt. Rain pelts him in the eyes, 
stings his cheeks, runs into his 
nose and his mouth. A tear leaks 
down his face, but that too is 
dashed away by the rain.

“Bentley,” he half-sobs, or thinks 
he does. He can’t hear himself. He 
closes his eyes. He’ll recover his 
senses here, and then he’ll con-

tinue the search.
Out of nowhere: respite. Did the rain stop?
But no, his legs are still being rained on. The 

Dullahan blinks his eyes open, confused. Instead 
of storm clouds above him, there is a solid white 
expanse, and a hand holding it up. The hand 
belongs to an arm, which is attached to a torso, 
which supports a sort of nice-looking head. It’s a 
man with round cheeks and a pink mouth pursed 
worriedly. He crouches down in the grass by the 
Dullahan, muddying his trousers only to brush a wet 
clump of hair out of his eyes.

Distantly, the Dullahan registers that this is a 
stranger, and the stranger is on his property, and 
therefore logic would dictate that this is the nefari-
ous stranger that had stolen onto his land to kill him 
in his sleep, and probably killed his horse, too, but 
his brain simply can’t reconcile his imaginings and 

The memories of the 
previous whenever-
it-was come rushing 
back all at once: the 

alarms, the storm, his 
fear for Bentley, and 

this man appearing at 
the last like an—ugh. 

Had he really thought 
that? An angel? 

Really?
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his reality. Another bolt of lightning streaks the sky, 
turning the man’s hair the most brilliant white he’s 
ever seen.

An angel, the Dullahan decides. ‘s just like 
an angel.

The man stands again, talking to something out 
of the Dullahan’s view. He twists his head to one 
side to see what it is, a broad grin splitting across 
his face once he does.

“You stupid bloody horse,” he says, and he can 
almost make out the vibrations of his vocal cords 
through the ringing in his ears. “I missed you,” he 
tries again.

Bentley leans down to nudge his face with hers, 
and the Dullahan passes out cold.

This time, when the Dullahan comes around, it’s 
much more pleasant. He’s wrapped up in several 
blankets, propped up among his pillows, and the 
scent of jasmine tea fills the room.

He never makes jasmine tea.
Opening his eyes just enough he can squint 

through them, he sees a strange pale man sitting in 
an armchair by his bed, nose buried in a book.

The memories of the previous whenever-it-was 
come rushing back all at once: the alarms, the 
storm, his fear for Bentley, and this man appearing 
at the last like an—ugh. Had he really thought that? 
An angel? Really?

He must stir some, because the man looks up 
from his book and brightens enough to light up the 
whole room.

Oh. Angel. Right. Yeah. “Guh,” the Dullahan says.
Gently easing the book shut, the angel lays it to 

the side and rises from his chair, approaching the 
Dullahan’s bed.

“Oh, my dear fellow, you’re finally awake! It’s been 
nearly three days, and I’ve been ever so worried.” He 
leans in, blue eyes twinkling merrily. “To tell you the 
truth, I think your mare has been worried, too. She’s 
been pacing if you can believe it!”

The stranger is so clearly earnest in his concern 
that the Dullahan feels a lump rise up in his throat. 

“Yeah. I believe it. ’m fine. Er. What are you reading?”
“Ah,” the angel flushes, appearing caught out. 

“You had a collection of some of Shakespeare’s work, 
and I’m afraid I helped myself to it. I’ve always been 
so very fond of Hamlet, but I should have asked, I 
know. You have my sincere apologies.”

“I was unconscious. Who were you going to ask? 
The horse?” the Dullahan asks dryly.

“Well now,” the angel huffs.
“You’re fine. Reading never hurt anyone. Except 

maybe reading Hamlet. Utterly gloomy. Give me 

Much Ado any day over that,” he flashes a toothy 
grin. “Though maybe I ought to have more empathy 
for Yorick, all things considered.”

“What things?” the man tilts his head. He appears 
genuinely curious, genuinely interested.

Smile fading, the Dullahan gapes at him. “Do 
you … not know who I am? That’s impossible.”

“I’m afraid not,” the man offers an apologetic 
smile. “I’m new to the area, and I got rather turned 
around in those woods. When I found this place, I 
thought I might beg shelter for the night. Thank 
goodness I did, too! I swear that awful storm started 
up the very minute I arrived, and you might’ve 
caught your death had you stayed out in that rain 
for very much longer.” His eyes, a pale blue-grey, 
glisten with unshed tears.

“Er. Don’t cry?” the Dullahan says awkwardly. “I’m 
really fine.”

He gestures to himself, and his words are true. 
He feels completely rejuvenated, any damage 
to his body from the night of the storm com-
pletely healed.

“Anyway, you probably want to get going, right?” 
he swings his legs over the side of the bed, prepar-
ing to stand. “I’m sure you’ve got somewhere to be, 
people who miss you, etcetera, etcetera.”

The angel’s smile turns brittle.
“Oh, quite the opposite. My family—well, let’s 

just say they discovered certain proclivities of mine 
and no longer wanted to be associated with me. 
This was meant to be something of a banishment, I 
believe.”

Instead of curling in on himself like the Dulla-
han might expect from such a soft-looking person, 
he straightens up, meeting the Dullahan’s gaze 
head-on, steely determination turning it into 
something that pierces right through him, into his 
very soul.

No one looks the Dullahan in the eyes. No one, 
not ever.

The Dullahan realizes his own face is completely 
uncovered, snake-y yellow eyes on full display 
for the man to see, and yet the man has not com-
mented on them once, nor has he even appeared 
to notice anything out of the ordinary about them.

Then, just as if the Universe had heard his 
thoughts, panic twists the angel’s features. 
The Dullahan braces himself for the incoming 
onslaught: the fear, the pleading, the blind terror.

But it doesn’t come.
Instead, the angel shakes his head as though 

cross with himself.
“Goodness me, I’ve been going about this in all 

the wrong order. I’ll lose my own head next! I’m Ezra. 
Ezra Fell,” he holds his hand out to the Dullahan to 
shake, which he takes out of reflex. He might be in 
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shock, actually. The angel’s hand is so warm, too 
warm, alive, and not a shade like all the others. And. 
And he’s just given his name to him? To the Dullahan? 
He who kills with names? Like it was bloody nothing?!

“Crowley,” the Dullahan replies, then freezes. His 
sorry imitation of a heart stops beating entirely in 
his chest. Oh fuck. Oh, mangled putrid pustulent 
bollocks oh fuck. How could he be so stupid? So 
utterly, horribly stupid?

Perhaps this was his aim? A weird long con to 
make a thrall out of one of the most powerful fey in 
the land? If so, it bloody well worked like a charm, 
didn’t it? The Dullahan would laugh if he didn’t feel 
like crying.

“Crowley. How lovely,” the angel beams at him.
The Dullahan hasn’t heard his true name from 

another’s lips in well over a century, and it washes 
over him, soaks into him like rain into drought-
baked soil. He can’t hide a shiver, but he’s honestly 
impressed with himself for remaining upright.

“I was wondering, if it wouldn’t be too much of an 
imposition,” the angel’s expression turns regretful, 

“would it be alright if I stayed for dinner?”
Crowley can’t help it now. He throws back his 

head and laughs from deep in his belly. “Sure angel,” 
he says. “Why the hell not?” 
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There Was Never A Dream  
To Compare, Part 1— 
How Sweet And Strange
CAENN AO3 Caen

A few months after the Armageddon-that-wasn’t, some karaoke fans get 
more than they signed up for. (Written before the pandemic so kind of a 
parallel universe now)

Rating: Teen | CW: None

1  Crowley chose this song: ‘A Thousand Years’ by Christina Perri

I GOT OFF THE SMALL STAGE TO A HEARTY 
applause. I grinned, still pumped. I did well if I say 
so myself.

My friends greeted me at our table with shouts 
of “Well done, birthday girl!”, “Great singing!”, and 

“You were awesome!”. I beamed at them and 
took back my cocktail. The evening couldn’t get 
any better.

A moment later, it took a sudden nosedive when 
I heard the next guy starting to rap very drunkenly. I 
groaned. “I swear, I’m going home now,” I muttered.

“Oh, come on, don’t let one sloshed guy ruin 
your evening! See the gal who’s next? I’ve seen her 
before, she’s really good!” Claire exclaimed, and 
added in a stage whisper, “And see the two guys 
behind her? Don’t you want to hear what they’ll 
sing? I bet the blond will do something tooth-rot-
tingly sweet!”

I looked in the direction she was pointing and all 
thoughts of leaving vanished. Two guys stood near 
the host, browsing the song list. One was tall, slim, 
and ginger, dressed in black, and was wearing really 
cool sunglasses. He looked like a rock star and was 
giving off a definite “bad boy” vibe. The other was a 
bit shorter and plumper, blond, dressed in shades 
of beige and light brown, and was wearing a bowtie. 
An actual bowtie. He looked so out of place here 
that I started giggling.

I opened up notes on my phone and announced, 
“The bet is on! What is Bad Boy going for?”

Much laughter and great suggestions fol-
lowed—“HIM!”, “Metallica!”, “Queen!”, “Jackson!”. I 
took down everyone’s choices.

“Okay, what about the blond?”
I was answered with more shouts: “Bryan 

Adams!”, “The Beatles!”, “Sinatra!”, “Sting!”
We were still laughing when the rapper finally 

stopped mumbling and nearly tumbled off the 
stage. After a very brief and barely-there round of 
polite applause, it was the turn of the really-good-
gal—who turned out to be excellent—and, at last, 
Ginger stepped up onto the stage. The way he was 
moving, hips swaying, was fascinating and more 
than a few heads turned. He was … slinking. Jess 
purred appreciatively.

Music started and the first line of the song 
appeared on the screen. I giggled and Jake 
shouted, “No way! Never would’ve marked you 
down as a sappy love song fan!” More people 
laughed, shouted, and whistled.

Heart beats fast,
Colours and promises … 1

Ginger grinned. He tucked his sunglasses into 
a pocket in his jacket and was gazing at Blondie 
earnestly. He put the mic up to his mouth and said 
in a low voice, slurring very slightly, “This one’s for 
m’angel”.

“Agh, he’s gay! Why are the best guys always 
gay?” Jess complained.

“Oh, leave him alone! Just look how cute they are 
together!” Claire cut in; Jess had to concede, they 
did look cute together.

Ginger was still grinning, swaying slightly to the 
beat of the music, his chain necklace catching the 
light with every move. It was hypnotizing.

https://archiveofourown.org/users/Caenn
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He wasn’t looking at the screen but still started 
singing at the right moment. This song wasn’t a spur 
of the moment thing; he had clearly practised for 
the occasion.

How to be brave,
How can I love when I’m afraid to fall?
But watching you stand alone,
All of my doubt suddenly goes away somehow … 

I could hear he was a bit drunk, but he had a 
pleasant, slightly rough kind of voice, which fit with 
his bad-boy vibe. Of course, the absurdly sappy 
song went very much against his looks, but, some-
how, he was pulling it off.

I have died every day, waiting for you,
Angel, don’t be afraid,
I have loved you for six thousand years.
I’ll love you for six thousand more … 

I frowned. He changed the lyrics. Six thousand is 
oddly specific … 

But Blondie was gazing up at him, eyes wide, 
hands pressed to his chest, expression mildly 
stunned. I quickly glanced at Claire; her mouth was 
slightly open in amazement. I looked back to Ginger, 
his expression earnest, eyes never leaving the oth-
er’s face.

Time stands still,
Beauty in all he is.
I will be brave,
I will not let anything take away
What’s standing in front of me … 

The club has gone quiet by now, only the music 
and Ginger’s voice could be heard. You could see it 
in his eyes, hear in his voice as it cracked slightly—
he was singing his heart out and baring his soul.

And all along I believed I would find you,
Time has brought your heart to me,
I have loved you for six thousand years,
I’ll love you for six thousand more … 

Holy moly … We were witnessing an actual love 
confession.

A beatific smile spread on Blondie’s face. He was 
almost glowing. He looked … positively angelic.

I have died every day, waiting for you,
Angel, don’t be afraid,
I have loved you for six thousand years
I’ll love you for six thousand more … 

The music faded out to silence. Ginger jumped 
off the stage gracefully and sauntered up to 
Blondie. He murmured something, touching his arm. 
Blondie beamed brightly and they embraced, fore-
heads touching.

2  Aziraphale chose this song: ‘Can’t Take My Eyes Off Of You’ version by Frankie Valli and The 4 Seasons

The club erupted in sudden applause, shouts, 
and whistles. The two lovebirds startled and parted. 
Blondie looked a bit embarrassed, but, when he 
glanced at Ginger, he was smiling again. Ginger 
seemed completely at ease and reached for Blond-
ie’s hand. Blondie shook his head slightly before 
pointing at himself and then the stage, to indicate 
he still wanted a turn. Applause redoubled.

He gave the host a nod and walked up on the 
stage, a bit unsteadily. Music started and the first 
line of the song appeared on the screen. I giggled 
because we weren’t very far off with our guesses. 
People applauded and cheered again.

You’re just too good to be true,
Can’t take my eyes off you … 2

“This one’s for you, my dear.”
Like Ginger, he wasn’t looking at the screen 

but started singing at the right moment. They 
must have both practised in secret to surprise 
each other!

You’d be like Heaven to touch,
I wanna hold you so much.
At long last love has arrived,
And I thank God I’m alive … 

Ginger was looking up at Blond with wide eyes, 
his jaw on the floor. He hugged himself, looking 
absolutely stunned.

Oh my god … he had no idea.

Pardon the way that I stare,
There’s nothing else to compare.
The sight of you leaves me weak,
There are no words left to speak … 

Blondie’s voice was mild, pleasant, and full of 
emotion. His face open, his gaze direct and focused 
on Ginger’s face, he was baring his heart too.

I love you, my dear,
And if it’s quite alright
I need you, my dear,
To warm a lonely night … 

His voice cracked just a tiny bit on “love”. He 
also somehow managed to sing the last line in a 
very evocative manner, causing Ginger to put his 
hands up to his mouth. I giggled helplessly. Was 
he … blushing?

Finally, the music faded out. Ginger was grinning 
broadly. He ran the few steps to the stage, grabbed 
Blondie around the middle and hauled him down 
to the floor. They were hugging fiercely; the club 
erupted in deafening applause and—oh my—
they were kissing. Cheers and whistles followed, 
and, when they broke up, Blondie was smiling 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LcJm1pOswfM
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sheepishly and Ginger was beaming. He even took 
a little bow, causing more guffaws.

There were a few shouts of, “Encore!”, “More!” 
and “Sing a duet!”. They looked at each other and 
smiled. Ginger said something, put his arm around 
Blondie and led him back towards the host.

The club was still buzzing when they came up 
to the stage together. It started with a whisper, just 
Blondie’s:

I just swear
That I’ll always be there.
I give anything
And everything
And I will always care … 3

The club fell silent, listening closely. Then, Ginger 
took over:

Through weakness and strength,
Happiness and sorrow,
For better, for worse,
I will love you
With every beat of my heart … 

Soft music continued and the guys fell silent for 
a moment. They looked at each other and smiled, 
sweetly. I had tears in my eyes; a quick look around 
confirmed that I wasn’t the only one.

From this moment life has begun,
From this moment you are the one,
Right beside you is where I belong
From this moment on.
From this moment I have been blessed, *
I live only for your happiness,
And for your love, I’d give my last breath
From this moment on … 

They were now singing alternating lines, some 
of them together. They were still looking into each 
other’s eyes, their faces inches apart, like they were 
all alone. The club was so quiet that they very well 
could have been.

I give my hand to you with all my heart … 

Ginger switched the mic to his left hand and, 
without looking down, they simultaneously reached 
for each other’s hand. It was so sweet, so pure and 
so romantic. Holding hands, they continued singing:

I can’t wait to live my life with you can’t wait to start.
You and I will never be apart.
My dreams came true because of you.
From this moment as long as I live
I will love you; I promise you this,
There is nothing I wouldn’t give
From this moment on … 

3  They went for this song: ‘From This Moment On’ by Shania Twain (ft. Bryan White). In my head Aziraphale is singing Sha-
nia’s lines and Crowley Bryan’s (except for the beginning), just because I wanted Crowley to sing the ones marked with * ;)

I could hear both of their voices cracking slightly 
with emotion at the word “love”. They were beam-
ing at each other and their eyes were shining. They 
looked radiant … happy … completely and utterly 
in love.

In the short instrumental interlude, Blondie 
reached his mic hand up to Ginger’s cheek, his 
touch feather-light. Ginger shut his eyes for a 
second, as if it was too much, but quickly opened 
them and closed the distance between their faces, 
obviously going in for a kiss.

Blond took a small step back, smiling, his eyes 
dancing, and pointed at the screen—they had a bit 
of singing left to do, right now. There were some 
chuckles as Ginger put the mic back up to his 
mouth, if a bit grudgingly, and they continued:

You’re the reason I believe in love
And you’re the answer to my prayers from up 
above. *
All we need is just the two of us.
My dreams came true because of you.
From this moment, as long as I live,
I will love you; I promise you this,
There is nothing I wouldn’t give.
From this moment I will love you
As long as I live, from this moment on … 

They lowered their mics simultaneously and 
walked off the stage in still, stunned silence. When 
they gave their mics back to the host and Ginger 
put his arm around his now-obviously-boyfriend, 
the spell was broken, and the club erupted. The 
applause, cheers, and whistles were deafening.

Ginger grinned. Blondie was smiling sheepishly 
and glanced up at Ginger, who planted a gentle 
kiss at the corner of his boyfriend’s mouth. They 
embraced for a moment, eyes closed, basking in 
the newfound certainty of the other’s love. Finally, 
they walked to the exit without a backward glance, 
leaving the applauding, emotional crowd behind.

I suddenly realized that I had tears running down 
my face. I quickly wiped them with my sleeve and, 
again, I wasn’t the only one doing so.

“That was certainly something,” I murmured to 
Claire, who was dabbing at her eyes, too.

She chuckled weakly. “Yeah, we came here for 
some fun and got them instead.” She nodded in the 
direction of Ginger’s and Blondie’s retreating figures.

I shook my head in awe. “Ineffable.” 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b4aTUaEgH0Q
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Unwanted Guests
LIZZY OWLYCAT AO3 Fire_Traveller

Gabriel and Beelzebub just can’t let things rest – they team up, determined to 
find out how Crowley and Aziraphale could escape their trials … but alas, things 
don’t go quite as planned. Most importantly, our Ineffables aren’t even home 
yet. Several bottles of wine get involved and Aziraphale and Crowley are met 
with a very unexpected surprise when they finally do return home.

Rating: Teen | CW: Warning: Contains alcohol and its side-effects  
(including a brief scene of Gabriel throwing up).

Chapter 1 — Breaking and Entering
BEELZEBUB AND GABRIEL GLARED AT EACH 
other. They had agreed to meet here, to finally 
get to the bottom of things, but still, teaming up 
with the enemy was definitely frowned upon by 
both sides.

As it was, however, they would have to work 
together to get behind whatever had been going 
on with their former employees. After all, Crow-
ley and Aziraphale had apparently teamed up and 
not only stopped Armageddon, but also survived 
their trials and somehow fooled both Heaven and 
Hell. The result was that they were both on perma-
nent sabbatical … and Beelzebub and Gabriel had 
had to answer for a couple of things. As far as the 
archangel was concerned, he felt that he’d been 
treated rather unfairly in the whole matter, and as 
it seemed, Beelzebub, of all … people? Supernatural 
beings? Was inclined to agree with him.

The problem was that Aziraphale and Crowley 
had retired to a cottage (actually living together! 
What a disgrace! What a mockery of their former 
sides!) and after some rather unwelcome visits from 
Upstairs and Downstairs they had made sure that 
no angel or demon could enter against their will.

Gabriel was still angry—a righteous, almost holy 
anger, of course—while Beelzebub … well, the arch-
angel was never quite sure what the Lord of the 
Flies was thinking. Beelzebub could appear bored 
or annoyed and still be utterly menacing, danger-
ous, and terrifying, despite their rather petite size. 
After all, they hadn’t become a Prince of Hell for 
nothing.

But since neither they nor Gabriel would be able 
to contact their former employees, they both had 
agreed to team up to try and enter that cottage in a 

joint effort. If it took an angel and a demon to keep 
other angels and demons out, maybe an angel and 
a demon would manage to break in if they worked 
together. So it was that Gabriel and Beelzebub 
found themselves outside a garden gate in front of 
a cottage somewhere in the South Downs.

Gabriel took a deep breath and sighed. “So. What 
exactly do you suggest we do now?”

Beelzebub closed their eyes for a moment. “You 
wanted to meet here, remember that, Gabriel. 
What I zzzuggezzt iz that we don’t try the main 
entrance … It’z probably highly protected anyway.”

“Of course. I’m not stupid, you know.”
“Oh really,” Beelzebub muttered under 

their breath.
Gabriel chose to ignore it and continued: “So … I 

suppose we look for some … weak spot in their pro-
tection spell, push through that … together,” he 
cringed a little at that, “and then we confront them.”

The Prince of Hell nodded. “On their own 
groundz. Againzt explicit orderz and promizez to 
leave them alone. Well—promizezz are meant to 
be broken, at leazzt in Hell, but zzztill—I’ll probably 
regret thizzz … Anyway, let’zzz try … ”

They looked up at Gabriel, waiting for him to nod 
in agreement. Then they both closed their eyes and 
reached out on another level of existence, sensing 
for any possible weak spot around the cottage. For 
quite some time, they stood in silence, searching, 
reaching, probing, but then they found what they’d 
been looking for, somewhere at the back of the 
cottage.

When Beelzebub looked at him again, Gabriel 
displayed his trademark sunshine smile. Admit-
tedly, the Lord of the Flies was feeling somewhat 
triumphant as well, but they’d never go as far as to 
actually show that.

https://archiveofourown.org/users/Fire_Traveller
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It had not been easy. Gabriel and Beelzebub had 
walked all the way around the perimeter, taking in 
the view of the luscious, green garden at the back 
of the cottage, until they’d found the spot they’d 
been looking for. They’d started to try and push 
through that, but it had been a struggle. Had he 
been on his own, Gabriel probably would’ve given 
up and simply never mentioned the whole thing 
again … but with Beelzebub at his side, buzzing and 
grunting and blessing under their breath, the arch-
angel found that he couldn’t give up and give in just 
like that.

In the end, they’d both screamed with exertion, 
but they had finally successfully pushed through. 
This had resulted in them stumbling forward and 
falling onto the grass when the invisible barrier 
gave way.

Gasping, Beelzebub realised that they were on 
their hands and knees, but inside the garden, inside 
the barrier that had been put up to keep them out. 
They looked to their side to find Gabriel on all fours 
and panting as well. It was … a strange sight, to put 
it mildly.

Despite their exhaustion, the Lord of the Flies 
scrambled to their feet and brushed the dirt off 
their trousers and hands. They heard the archangel 
beside them groan in annoyance.

Gabriel cast a look of utter disdain at the dirt 
clinging to the trousers of his fashionable suit. 

“Ugh … that’s entirely ruined. Disgusting. It’s beyond 
me how anyone can choose to live in such … dirt.”

“You should vizit Hell, you ztuck-up moron. 
Maybe I should zzend up zzome of our leaking 
pipezzz to you—zzpecial gift from Hell.”

“Oh, shut up, will you. Nobody forced you to Fall,” 
Gabriel retorted.

“Ouch. Zzzo now we’re lashing out, are we, 
Gabezzz?”

“Don’t call me that,” the archangel growled 
angrily, “Now let’s do what we came here for and 
have a … chat with our two renegades. Find out how 
exactly they did what they did … ”

Beelzebub rolled their eyes, shook their head—
and Gabriel frowned when he noticed that, for a 
brief moment, the Prince of Hell actually smirked. 
But then, the demon nodded. “Yup. Let’zzz go and 
get it over with.”

Somewhat surprisingly, getting into the cottage 
itself was way easier than getting through the bar-
rier. But then again, it was only natural—after all, 
they were within the protected area now, a place 
both Crowley and Aziraphale probably considered 
safe anyway. The door was locked, but that had 

never stopped any supernatural entity wanting to 
get through.

Once they were inside the cottage, though, they 
were promptly faced with the next issue: The nest 
was empty. The two birds they’d wanted to catch 
had obviously flown out. Indeed, they could have 
reached this conclusion before, had either of them 
paid any attention to the fact that the Bentley wasn’t 
parked anywhere outside or in the shed Crowley 
had miracled up for his beloved car. But since nei-
ther Gabriel nor Beelzebub ever bothered to care 
about such earthly details, the hints had been lost 
on them.

Beelzebub looked around in the empty liv-
ing-room, somewhat helplessly, as it seemed to 
Gabriel. “What now?”, they asked.

“Well … we could just leave, but … ” the archangel 
ventured, gesturing vaguely.

“No,” the Prince of Hell interrupted, “we’ve come 
thizz far, we’ve come here ezzzpecially for thizzz, we 
will not juzzt leave.”

Gabriel raised his eyebrows, but then he 
shrugged. “Alright, fine. You’re right, I suppose—we 
might as well have a look around and see if we can 
find something … anything … ”

Chapter 2 — This Is Awkward … 
If there was one thing Crowley had, it was a vivid 

sense of imagination. Still, he most certainly had not 
expected events to unfold the way they did when 
he and Aziraphale arrived back home. If anything, 
he’d expected to spend the evening on the sofa 
with his angel … but that wasn’t meant to happen, 
apparently.

In fact, as soon as they’d walked through the 
door, Crowley’s alarm bells had gone off. He’d 
stopped dead in his tracks and reached out to grab 
Aziraphale to stop him as well.

“Angel, wait. Something’s—” the demon started, 
but he didn’t get any further. He didn’t need to, 
either—by then, Aziraphale, too, sensed that some-
thing was off.

However, the angel never got the chance to 
say anything, for at that very moment Beelzebub 
appeared in the doorway leading to the living-room.

“Thizzz izzz awkward,” the Lord of the Flies 
buzzed, swaying ever so slightly.

“I am inclined to agree with you,” Aziraphale 
blurted out in consternation—beside him, Crowley 
was rendered speechless. “What in Heaven’s name 
are you doing here?” the angel added.

“H-how did you get in, anyway? You shouldn’t 
even—” Crowley finally managed.

Beelzebub rolled their eyes. “Well, it wazzn’t 
eazzzy, if that’zzz what you mean. And … I’m 
not alone.”
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They gestured vaguely towards the living-room, 
which caused them to stumble a little. Something 
was off—something very strange seemed to be 
going on.

Crowley frowned. He wasn’t quite sure, but 
he did know his former boss rather well and they 
seemed oddly … unsteady on their feet. They were 
buzzing quite a bit more than usual, too. Apart from 
that, now that Crowley was looking at Beelzebub 
a bit more closely, they looked somewhat dishev-
elled, as well. There was certainly something rather 
odd about them, not even taking into account that 
they were actually standing within the cottage, a 
place they most certainly should not be in.

“What d’ya mean?” Crowley finally asked them, 
slightly shaking his head.

Beelzebub shrugged and repeated their gesture 
towards the living-room. “Archangel fuckin’ Gabezzz 
certainly can’t hold hizzz liquor … Can’t even handle 
a coupla drinkzzzz … Zzztupid lightweight … White-
winged moron … ”

That didn’t exactly help to explain the situation.
It was only now that Aziraphale noticed the soft 

music drifting out from the living-room. “What’s that 
bebop? None of mine … and, I believe none of yours 
either, Crowley … ”

The Prince of Hell shifted their attention from 
Crowley to Aziraphale, trying to focus their gaze on 
him. “Oh, that would be mine. Thought I’d try to edu-
cate that buffoon on zzzome muzzic that izzzn’t the 

‘Zzzound of Muzzzic’ … He hazzz no tazzzte … ”
Crowley found himself still frowning. The situ-

ation was becoming more surreal by the second. 
“That’s ABBA,” he stated with hardly concealed 
contempt.

Beelzebub whirled around, swaying a bit too 
far but catching their balance just in time. Their 
eyes flashed in anger, and they pointed their finger 
at Crowley’s face. “Hey! Careful there, Zzzerpent! 
Better shut up right there!”

Automatically, Crowley took a step backwards 
and raised his hands defensively. “Ukngg … Right. 
Good. Fine,” he muttered. After all, the Lord of the 
Flies was still definitely someone no demon wanted 
to mess with. At least no demon with any survival 
instincts, that was.

It was Aziraphale who finally processed the 
situation enough to address the elephant in the 
room: “Er … wait a moment. Did-did you say Gabriel is 
here???”

Beelzebub rolled their eyes and shrugged 
before they turned to address the angel. “Zzzaid I 
wazzzn’t alone. You’re really quick-witted … ”

“Wait. You mean—What are you two doing here? 
How did you even get in here? What do you want? 

You said we were supposed to be left alone! Is that 
how Heaven and Hell keep their promises?”

“Zzzlow down, little angel, you’re being overly 
dramatic. Your zzzweet little home izz zzztill 
zzztanding, after all … ” Beelzebub protested, but 
the fact that they were so unsteady on their feet 
betrayed their seemingly bored, careless tone.

“Oi! Don’t talk to Aziraphale like that. If anyone 
getss to call him ‘angel’, that’ss me”, Crowley hissed 
at his former boss.

Beelzebub, however, didn’t seem impressed in 
the slightest. “Zzztop puffing and zzzpitting venom, 
Zzznake, or I’ll report you back to active zzzervice. 
You know promizzzezz are made to be broken in 
Hell, zzzo tread carefully … ”

This, however, earned the Prince of Hell an indig-
nant huff from Aziraphale. “Don’t you dare. I don’t 
care that you’re the Lord of the Flies and whatnot—
if you were Satan himself! —you will not threaten 
Crowley in our own home! Now, will you finally tell 
us what you want from us, how you got in here and 
what the meaning is of all this-this charade?!”

Beelzebub opened their mouth to reply, but 
before they could say anything, a pitiful groan 
came from the living-room: “Ooooh … sweet Lord, 
oh nooo—ouch—ugh … God, make this stop … ” It was 
followed by the thump of something heavy hitting 
the floor.

Chapter 3 — The Best-Laid Schemes … 
“So let me get this straight”, Aziraphale sighed, 

pinched his nose, and closed his eyes for a moment. 
“You both teamed up and came here, broke through 
our protective barrier that we’d set up precisely to 
avoid unwanted visits like this, and you did all this 
without any orders by Heaven or Hell, even against 
explicit promises to leave us alone … ”

“Oh, will you stop shouting, Aziraphale? For Heav-
en’s sake, my head!” came Gabriel’s protest from the 
sofa. The archangel had covered his eyes with the 
dove-grey scarf he was wearing, and he was very 
obviously trying to move as little as possible.

Beelzebub just rolled their eyes, and Aziraphale 
wasn’t quite sure if that reaction was directed at him 
or at Gabriel.

“Oh no, you sstay quiet there on the ssofa,” Crow-
ley hissed at the archangel, effectively shutting him 
up, so Aziraphale could continue.

“Anyway. You two broke into our home, found 
us gone, and … raided our wine collection? I mean—
why? How? —Gabriel, you told me specifically that 
you—oh, how did you phrase it? You don’t ‘sully the 
temple of your celestial body with gross matter’? —
Really! I might expect such behaviour of a demon, 
but an archangel? That’s hypocrisy in its purest 
form! You should be ashamed of yourself! Both 
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of you!” he added, when he noticed Beelzebub’s 
amused smirk. “And you,” he turned to face the Lord 
of the Flies, “you call yourself a Prince of Hell? A 
Prince of Hell messing up Crowley’s stereo as well 
as my old gramophone? And for—what did you 
call it?”

“Karaoke, Angel. They said they did some kara-
oke. Of ABBA songs, no less,” Crowley chimed in.

“I can zzzpeak for myzzzelf, you inzzzolent traitor,” 
Beelzebub lashed out at him, but they didn’t bother 
to say anything further to Aziraphale. Instead, they 
took another swig out of the bottle they were hold-
ing in their hand. A vintage Aziraphale had originally 
intended to share with Crowley some time.

The angel shook his head. “Anyway. What pos-
sessed you to—”

“Possessed? That demon possessed me to—” 
Gabriel started, sitting up and pointing a shaky 
finger at Beelzebub, but he didn’t get any fur-
ther. Instead, he groaned and grabbed his head 
with both hands. “Oooooh … why is everything spin-
ning like this? This is awful … They’ve tempted me 
and … poisoned me … and now I’m discorporating … ”

Aziraphale rolled his eyes. “Oh, 
good Lord,” he muttered under 
his breath.

“You zzzizzzy, you’re not dizzz-
corporating, you’re juzzt drunk, you 
pathetic jerk,” the Prince of Hell 
retorted, pointing at Gabriel with 
the bottle and taking a few stum-
bling steps towards him.

“I am discorporating and it’s 
your fault!”

“You had fun, for once in your 
exizzztence—Admit it, you moron.”

This earned Beelzebub a rather pathetic whine 
from the drunk archangel.

“My head is about to split and my—there’s some-
thing very wrong with my intestines—I-I think I will—” 
Gabriel couldn’t continue, because in that very 
moment his stomach decided that it had most defi-
nitely had enough.

Crowley rolled his eyes in annoyance and exas-
peration, but he did snap his fingers just in time to 
place a bowl in the hands of the retching archangel. 
At least, Gabriel was sitting at the moment, oth-
erwise the sofa and carpet would probably have 
been ruined.

“You’ll have to answer for this” Gabriel managed 
between two heaves, glaring at Beelzebub.

“For the lazzzt time, you white-winged twat, I 
didn’t poizzzon you, you juzzzzt can’t hold your 
liquor, you lightweight. You’re being ridiculouzzzz,” 
the Lord of the Flies retorted.

“I’m discorporating!”

Beelzebub already opened their mouth to reply, 
when Crowley decided to step in before things 
could escalate. “Can’t believe I’m saying this, but 
I’m afraid I agree with Beelzebub. They most cer-
tainly didn’t poison you. If anything, this is alcohol 
poisoning. What you’re suffering from is a good ol’ 
hangover. Not surprising if you’ve never had a drink 
before, really. And … actually, if I look at Beelzebub 
over here, they prob’ly won’t feel much better than 
you tomorrow if they don’t sober up soon.”

Gabriel looked up at Crowley with something 
close to pleading in his eyes. “Help me—please, this 
is dreadful, I feel like I’m discorporating—You can 
save me, you can still do that, can’t you? Please … I 
know you remember. You used to be a healer. 
Please heal me, Raph—”

But this was when Crowley snapped. “Don’t call 
me that! Don’t you dare call me that! And no, I won’t 
heal you. Frankly, you desserve thisss, you know? 
Brought thisss onto yoursself, ssso go and sssuf-
fer the conssequencess! Sssomething we all had to 
learn ssome time.”

He only stopped when he felt a gentle hand on 
his arm.

“Crowley, dearest … ” Aziraphale 
admonished him quietly.

“No! It’ss a disgrace! They broke 
into our home, thiss wass our wine, 
it wasssn’t meant for anyone but 
uss, certainly not for them, and 
now, inssstead of a quiet eve-
ning, we have a tipssy archdemon 
and an utterly sssloshed archan-
gel here in our living-room. I didn’t 
ssign up for thisss!”

Aziraphale sighed. “Well, neither did I … and 
admittedly, it is a shame about the wine. I was rather 
looking forward to enjoying it with you, my dear, 
but … it seems that’s out of the question now. But will 
you please calm down?”

For a moment, Crowley stood frozen, but then 
he deflated. “Fine,” he muttered, “but I will not be 
dead-named by that shit-faced bigot there on 
the sofa.”

“Alright, alright, I’m sure he won’t do it again,” 
Aziraphale stated, casting Gabriel a pointed glance.

“Whatever—Just do something, for God’s sake, 
please!” Gabriel whined.

“For your sake, you mean” Crowley grumbled.
Meanwhile, Beelzebub sighed, rolled their eyes 

and snapped their fingers a few times, trying to 
sober up. They weren’t quite so used to doing it, so 
it took them a few attempts until they finally suc-
ceeded. “Bleurghzzz … ” was all they could manage 
afterwards, as they shook their head and tried to 
get rid of the rather unpleasant aftertaste.

“Oh, yup, def’nitely. 
I mean, with the 

ABBA karaoke an’ all 
that—I bet they’d love 

to hear about that 
Downstairs,” Crowley 

added.
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Crowley huffed, rolled his eyes, but he did return 
to the archangel sitting on the sofa and crouched 
down beside him. He cocked his head, raised 
an eyebrow and smirked. “So. Archangel fucking 
Gabriel … Looks like whatever you two have been up 
to, you’ve managed to make quite an embarrassing 
mess of it, didn’t you? And now you want me to help 
you because you’re too drunk to fix this yourself. I 
do wonder what Upstairs would say to that … ”

Beelzebub’s snicker was stopped quickly by 
Aziraphale: “Oh, and pretty much the same applies 
to Downstairs, too, I believe. I mean, fair is fair, you 
aren’t in quite as much of a sorry state as … my 
former employer, but still, you must admit that this 
is rather embarrassing for you too … ”

“Oh, yup, def’nitely. I mean, with the ABBA kara-
oke an’ all that—I bet they’d love to hear about that 
Downstairs,” Crowley added.

Beelzebub glared at him. “Don’t. You. Dare, 
Zzzerpent!”

Crowley just shrugged. “Well, nobody has to 
know about any of this. You two leave us alone and 
we won’t tell anything.”

Aziraphale nodded. “Sounds fair, doesn’t it? I’m 
certain, we can all four agree on this.”

The Lord of the Flies sighed and closed their 
eyes for a moment. “Fine,” they finally agreed.

Crowley turned around to face Gabriel. 
“And you?”

“Huh?”
Crowley tutted. “Do you agree, oh mighty Arch-

angel Gabriel?”
The demon’s sarcastic tone wasn’t lost on Gabriel, 

but he was too miserable to say anything about 
it. “Yeah, whatever, fine, just … please, please heal 
me—I’ll never touch a drop of this infernal stuff 
again … ”

“Oi! ‘s not infernal, you celestial moron! 
Pfft … anyway, I hope you’ll never touch any of our 
stuff ever again. Completely lost on you anyway—
besides, that’s called ‘stealing’, that’s actually a sin, 
ya know?”

“I did most certainly not—” Gabriel began to 
protest.

“Shut up!” Crowley hissed, and with another sigh, 
he set about drawing the alcohol out of the arch-
angel’s system and curing his hangover. A moment 
later, the demon stood up again. “So. Now stop wal-
lowing in self-pity and keep your word. Both of you. 
You’re not welcome in here, we told you so several 
times, so just … leave us the fuck alone, will ya?”

“Don’t talk to me like that, demon,” Gabriel replied 
indignantly, now getting up himself.

“Oh, it’ss ‘demon’ again now, isss it?”

The archangel swallowed. “Well … you are a 
demon, aren’t you? And you didn’t want me to 
call you—”

“I do have a name, you know?”
“Indeed, Gabezzz, maybe you should come down 

from your high horze and learn zome mannerz. 
You’ve made quite the fool of yourzelf already. I’m 
not in the mood for another archangel-cockfight”, 
Beelzebub chimed in, effectively preventing things 
from escalating between Crowley and Gabriel.

“Well, as I said,” Aziraphale pointed out, “it would 
appear that both of you made fools of yourselves. I 
mean, yes, Gabriel, breaking and entering, and then 
stealing our wine is definitely something no angel 
should ever do … but … while that might be excus-
able for a demon, and correct me if I’m wrong there, 
Crowley, but I don’t think going against the specific 
order to leave us alone is something that’s con-
doned by Hell, not even for a Prince of Hell … ”

“Yup, and I bet you’d never hear the end of it if 
word got out that you went and did drunk karaoke 
with Gabriel here—of ABBA songs, of all things—” 
Crowley added.

Beelzebub huffed, but for once, they remained 
silent. Aziraphale wondered if he was mistaken, but 
he could have sworn that there was a faint blush on 
the archdemon’s pale cheeks.

“So … the choice is yours, really” the principality 
summed things up, “you leave us alone from now 
on and we’ll keep this little one-off to ourselves.”

Beelzebub and Gabriel looked at each other for 
a moment, but then they both nodded.

“Oh, and I’m sure you’ll make up for the lost wine,” 
Crowley added.

“Crowley!” Aziraphale gave him a warning 
nudge with his elbow, but Crowley wouldn’t relent 
this time:

“No, it’s only fair. That was our wine, after all. All 
nice vintages and the like. Weren’t meant to be 
wasted on that archangelic oaf and my former boss.”

“Now listen here!” Gabriel started, raising a finger, 
but Crowley was having none of that:

“Shut up. You’ve certainly done enough damage 
tonight, don’t you think? You owe us, both of you.”

Aziraphale cocked his head, frowning slightly. 
“Well, I’m inclined to agree. You’ve caused us quite 
a bit of trouble tonight … and the inconvenience of 
losing quite a few bottles of wine. And we’ll have to 
check and reinforce our protection spell, too … ”

The Prince of Hell sighed. “Fine, alright, we’ll 
zee what we can do to replace the damage we’ve 
cauzed—Right, Gabriel?”

The archangel swallowed. “Oh! Well … of-of 
course” he agreed, “Heaven is generous, after all … ”

Aziraphale raised his eyebrows at that, but he 
chose not to comment on it.
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“Just one question—” Gabriel couldn’t stop him-
self from asking. He simply couldn’t let this go just 
like that. “How did you two do it? The thing with your 
trials?”

Crowley smirked. “Oh, wouldn’t you like to 
know … but you never will. Not tellin’ ya.”

“In fact, there really is nothing to be said about it. 
It’s simply … well, ineffable”, Aziraphale added with a 
bright smile.

Epilogue — A Crate of Wine
It was a couple of days later, after Crowley and 

Aziraphale had checked and reinforced their pro-
tection spell to make sure something like this 
wouldn’t happen again, when they discovered a 
crate of bottles at their front gate. They were all 
vintage bottles of the finest wines, a priceless col-
lection. There was no note or anything attached to 
the crate, but there was a whiff of infernal as well as 
celestial air around it.

Aziraphale chuckled slightly as he took out one 
bottle to read the label. “Well, well, will you look at 
this, my dear—I guess I know what we’ll drink this 
evening … ”

Crowley grinned broadly. “Seems to me, they’ve 
actually made up for our losses. Talking about a 
proper miracle here, eh, Angel?”

Aziraphale laughed at that. “Oh, indeed!”, he 
agreed. “Hmm … Crowley, do you think Gabriel and 
Beelzebub … ?”

The demon quirked an eyebrow. “Wot? Some-
thing going on between them? No idea. But 
def’nitely frenemies if ya ask me. They love to hate 
each other—or the other way round?”

Aziraphale began to laugh at that. “Well, they 
most certainly deserve each other, that much is for 
sure … ”

“At least they’ll def’nitely leave us alone for a 
while. That was way too embarrassing for both of 
them,” Crowley mused as they both picked up the 
crate together to bring it inside. 
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The Last Creation
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Earth had been created. Beelzebub has doubts.

Rating: Gen | CW: None

THINGS AT THE MAKERS’ DEPARTMENT HAD BEEN 
slow lately. In the beginning the days had been all 
fun and games with lots of action and creativity, but 
after that … God looked at the creation, said: “Well, 
that’s good enough for me,” and just left it as it was.

That was unacceptable, thought Beelzebub. 
Their lot should strive to improve, create, and be 
better, not be satisfied with what they have so far. 
What is the point of life apart from taking on new 
challenges, and overcoming them? Well, maybe 
not to succeed in all of them, otherwise it wouldn’t 
be a real challenge, but at least try.

They watched from their office as all the other 
angels celebrated the launch of the new project, 
nicknamed Earth. Exactly where the name came 
from is unknown, one might say ineffable. Why not 
call the planet Sea? Obviously, it had more oceans 
than land, so what’s the point? Probably another 
divine joke, like dinosaurs. It’s true, God works in 
mysterious ways.

After a while of gloomy thoughts, Crawly entered 
the room. He was not part of that department but 
from one down the corridor. Making stars, what 
a joke! Everybody knew they were just a bunch 
of fireflies that he managed somehow to place in 

space, the lazy bugger. Too smart for his own good, 
that’s what he was.

“What are you doing here, all by yourself? Don’t 
you want to celebrate the launch?”

Beelzebub looked at him, puzzled. “Do I look 
like the celebrating type?” they asked sarcastically. 
Angels were not meant to be sarcastic. Shit. Angels 
were not meant to swear either. Maybe they were 
not a good angel. Besides, they were not alone. 
Flies buzzed around in the room. They considered 
it their best work. It reminded them of them-
selves—small and feisty. Are angels allowed to have 
favorites?

In that case, they thought, what is better than 
leaving with a bang? “Crawly, just the angel I 
wanted to see. You have experience with animals as 
well, how lovely. Tell me, have you ever heard about 
carcinization?” 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/ngk_is_cool
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He’s his own silly straw
PHAGE w Q disgustiphage
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Opening Hours
LURLUR AO3 Lurlur

Just why is Aziraphale’s notice of opening hours written in  
Crowley’s handwriting?

Rating: Gen | CW: None

“IT REALLY IS INTOLERABLE, CROWLEY! CUSTOM-
ers don’t want to make appointments anymore; they 
want to be able to drop in at their leisure. Can you 
imagine?”

Crowley watched Aziraphale as he worked him-
self into a tizzy, trying to hide his pleasure at seeing 
Aziraphale so flustered.

“So put up some opening hours. It’s hardly the 
end of the world, now.”

Aziraphale huffed, and Crowley held out his 
wine glass for a refill. For a moment, it looked like 
he might be denied, as punishment for his flip-
pant remark. The tension passed, and Aziraphale 
plucked the bottle from the table, splashed a mea-
sure into the offered glass, and then began pacing 
the shop. The wine bottle hung from his grip like he 
had forgotten it was there.

“If I post hours, then I’ll have to keep them, you 
see? People will complain if I don’t open up on time, 
or if I close early to meet you for tea or some such. 
Oh, but I really don’t want to give up the shop.”

Sipping his wine, Crowley made a noise of con-
templation. From behind the safety of his dark 
glasses, he tracked Aziraphale around the room 
and waited for the optimal moment to make his 
move. It was coming; he just had to nudge things 
along by making the right noises at the right points.

“I suppose I could try to commit to a couple of 
days a week?” He didn’t sound certain at all, and the 
hand not holding the wine had drifted over to tug 
at the bottom of his waistcoat. There were smooth 
patches now where the velvet had worn away from 
Aziraphale’s habit of worrying at it. Perhaps, when 
he realized what he was doing to his treasured 
clothing, he would finally notice that fashion had 
moved on and update his wardrobe a bit.

Crowley tried to picture Aziraphale in the bright 
colours and bold patterns that were dominating the 
early 1970s and had to stifle a laugh. There would 
be plenty of tartan for him, at least!

“Crowley! I don’t think you’re listening to me at all!”

Looking up sharply, Crowley schooled his face 
into something appropriately attentive.

“Course I am. How could you doubt me?”
Aziraphale folded his arms across his chest, 

looking unimpressed. Maybe Crowley had missed 
the critical point and let Aziraphale fret himself 
into a sulk.

With a dramatic huff, Aziraphale dropped into 
the armchair across from where Crowley sprawled 
on the sofa. He poured the last of the wine into his 
own glass, took a swallow, and fixed Crowley with a 
look that could only be described as baleful.

“I really don’t know what to do,” he said.
Crowley pounced immediately.
Figuratively.
With a flourish, he produced a pen from the 

ether before snatching a sheet of paper from 
Aziraphale’s desk. He found a book to lean on and 
looked up expectantly.

“You need to apply a little creative thinking, that’s 
all. Just describe your usual opening times to me 
and I’ll take care of the rest.”

The look that Aziraphale shot him could have 
withered a cactus, but Crowley wasn’t about to be 
deterred. He adjusted his grip on the pen and held 
it just above the paper, waiting for Aziraphale to 
give in.

“Oh, very well, if you insist.” Aziraphale fussed 
with the lay of his trousers for a moment, clearly 
trying to give the impression that he was reluc-
tantly accepting Crowley’s help. “I suppose that on 
most weekdays, I open the shop at about 9:30 or 10 
am. Occasionally, I’ll open as early as 8, but I really 
don’t want people thinking they can expect that sort 
of thing on any regular basis.” Crowley smiled to 
himself as he translated Aziraphale’s rambling into 
something suitably vague. “I have been known to 
open as late as 1 pm. Do you think that might be a 
problem?”

Crowley shook his head, far too pleased with 
himself already.

“No, angel, it’ll be fine. Keep going.”

https://archiveofourown.org/users/Lurlur
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“Oh, I never open that late on a Tuesday, though. 
Note that down, please. I suppose I close around 
3:30 pm, although if I have plans with you or some 
assignment, I might close earlier. On the odd occa-
sion, I’ve forgotten to close until 8 or 9 at night 
and had people just wander in because the lights 
were on.”

Snickering, Crowley wrote a little joke for himself 
into the note.

“Of course,” Aziraphale continued, “if I’m not in at 
all, then I shan’t open the shop. That does happen. I 
suppose my weekend hours are probably the same 
as for the weekdays, unless I have plans elsewhere. 
That reminds me, did you get tickets for the sym-
phony next month?”

“Yes, of course. Said I would, didn’t I?”
Aziraphale wiggled and smiled his pleased 

little smile.
“Marvellous. Well, I think that about wraps it up. 

How does it look?”
Crowley scanned over what he’d written and 

thoughtfully chewed the end of his pen.
“What about bank holidays?”
Aziraphale flapped a hand dismissively.
“Oh, I’ll handle those in the usual fashion, I 

suppose.”
Crowley wrote another line before pausing to 

consider his own mental calendar and the days 
when he would be most likely to want Aziraphale 
to himself. Two final additions made the whole 
thing utterly useless for working out when the shop 
would actually be open beyond a sort of best guess 
and a stroke of luck. It was, Crowley thought, some 
of his best work in the field of obfuscation.

He handed the note over to Aziraphale and 
leaned back, ready to bask in the delicious warmth 
of angelic approval.

“Oh, Crowley, it’s simply perfect! You’ve given 
all the information and provided me with enough 
leeway to do whatever I need on a day-to-day basis. 
You really are quite a clever demon.” Aziraphale 
beamed like the sun was breaking through his 
face, and Crowley started to wonder if he might be 
melting.

“’S’nothing, angel. Just don’t want you skipping 
out on your side of the arrangement, do I? Can’t 
have shop-opening hours keeping you from hold-
ing up your end.” It sounded hollow before he’d 
even said it. To distract himself, Crowley ran his 
thumb over the cover of the book he’d been using 
as a desk, miraculously smoothing out any indenta-
tions from his pen.

“I’m sure,” said Aziraphale, getting to his feet. “I’m 
very grateful either way. You’ve saved me a lot of 
bother, and I’m going to put this in the window 
right away.”

As he passed, he gave Crowley an absent-
minded but undeniably affectionate pat on the 
knee. The memory of this small gesture would 
carry Crowley through the worst of the eighties and 
nineties.

I open the shop on most weekdays about 9:30 
or perhaps 10 am. While occasionally I open the 
shop as early as 8, I have been known not to 
open until 1, except on Tuesday. I tend to close 
about 3:30 pm, or earlier if something needs 
tending to. However, I might occasionally keep 
the shop open until 8 or 9 at night, you never 
know when you might need some light reading. 
On days that I am not in, the shop will remain 
closed. On weekends, I will open the shop during 
normal hours unless I am elsewhere. Bank hol-
idays will be treated in the usual fashion, with 
early closing on Wednesdays, or sometimes Fri-
days. (For Sundays see Tuesdays.) 
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Aziraphale and Crowley take a “relaxing” trip to the mountains and scare 
themselves silly.
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“NO, MR. WELLS, I ASSURE YOU IT’S NOT A 
matter of money,” Aziraphale huffed into his antique 
telephone. “It’s part of my personal collection. I will 
gladly allow you to come to the shop and inspect it 
for your research but—”

The man on the phone interrupted again, 
offering more money and vaguely threatening 
sentiments.

“I really don’t care who your father is, it’s not 
for sale!”

The bell above the shop door chimed and Crow-
ley stepped inside looking somewhat slouchier 
than usual. He opened his mouth to say hello to his 
best friend, but quickly aborted the greeting as he 
heard Aziraphale raise his voice.

“I’d like to see you try!” Aziraphale said haughtily. 
“Good day to you, sir,” he spat in a way that made 
it sound more like a curse than a salutation. He 
slammed down the phone with an exhausted huff.

“Trouble with a customer?” Crowley asked with 
a smirk.

“The nerve of some people!” Aziraphale grum-
bled. “You offer to let them see one rare bible and 
the next thing you know they think they’re entitled 
to buy it.”

“Bastards,” Crowley agreed, deciding it was best 
not to teasingly point out that Aziraphale did pur-
port to be a book seller, not a book hoarder. Now 
did not seem like a good moment.

Aziraphale sighed. “Yes, and on top of that, I’ve 
had ten actual customers in the last two days. 
I think I’m going to need to change my hours 
again … They’re starting to figure out the pattern.”

“Angel, nobody can figure out those hours! I don’t 
even really know them! I’m just lucky enough that 
the door locks don’t apply to me.”

Aziraphale chuckled. “Yes, well, you never try to 
buy anything, so it seems safe to let you in.”

“Anyway, it’s not the hours that are your problem,” 
Crowley continued. “It’s the people! I swear this city 

gets more crowded every day. You know it took me 
ten whole minutes to drive over here today?! TEN!”

“That does seem like a lot with the way you 
drive,” Aziraphale agreed, deciding it was best not 
to point out that it was rush hour and that ten min-
utes was still a fairly good time to get anywhere 
in London.

“You’re damn right it’s a long time!” Crow-
ley huffed.

Aziraphale sighed. “You do have a point though. 
You know I love London, but sometimes it is tempt-
ing to get away.”

Crowley’s head swivelled and a grin lit up his 
face. “That’s it, Angel!” he said brightly.

“What’s it?”
“Getting away for a while! Let’s go on a holi-

day! Someplace quiet where we can just relax and 
stretch our wings a bit. Just the two of us.”

“Oh!” Aziraphale said with a smile, before imme-
diately beginning to fret. “That sounds lovely, but I’m 
not sure … ”

“Come on, Angel, it’ll be fun. Nobody’s watching 
us anymore, we can do whatever we want.”

“Well, I suppose some time in the country would 
be nice,” he admitted.

“Forget the country, Aziraphale. Let’s mix it up. 
Get out of damp old England and go somewhere 
we can really appreciate nature.”

Aziraphale’s eyes went wide. “That sounds won-
derful,” he said. “Where would we go, though?”

“Leave that to me,” Crowley said happily. “I’ll find 
something great. Just to clarify though, are you 
still off swimming or have you come around on the 
whole beach concept?”

Aziraphale grimaced. “You know full well I don’t 
like to discuss that incident,” he muttered.

Crowley snickered and Aziraphale glared at him.
“Mountains it is, then,” Crowley declared.

https://supergeek21.tumblr.com/
https://archiveofourown.org/users/Supergeek21
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Two weeks later Crowley was pulling their rental 
car—a luxurious BMW he hadn’t stopped com-
plaining about since he took the wheel—up the 
meandering private driveway of their rented cot-
tage in the Black Forest of Germany.

The narrow gravel road sloped uphill through the 
wooded lot while the Alps towered majestically in 
the distance.

“Oh, Crowley, this is beautiful!” Aziraphale 
exclaimed as the car pulled into a clearing and the 
picturesque house they’d be calling home for the 
next ten days came into view.

“Told ya I’d take care of everything, Angel,” 
Crowley said proudly as he opened the boot and 
Aziraphale hoisted out his meticulously packed lug-
gage and the provisions he’d insisted they pick up 
in town.

Inside, the house was rustic but very well 
appointed, with a modern kitchen and large TV 
in the living room along with a fireplace and dark 
wood furnishings.

The back garden sat at the top of the hill and 
looked out over the forest, while the town and a 
lake could be seen from the attached deck.

Aziraphale took a deep breath of fresh air and, as 
Crowley had suggested, unfurled his wings, allow-
ing the cool breeze to blow through his feathers.

“Nice view, huh?” Crowley drawled as he saun-
tered onto the deck, a glass of wine already in 
each hand.

There was a distinct rustling sound and 
Aziraphale knew instinctively that the demon had 
let out his own wings as well.

“It really is,” Aziraphale said as he accepted one 
of the glasses with a smile. “Thank you for making 
all the arrangements, dear.”

Crowley grinned. “Arrangements have always 
been my strong suit.”

“Indeed,” Aziraphale laughed, raising his glass. 
“To new Arrangements.”

“To a well-earned vacation,” Crowley responded, 
as their glasses clinked.

The evening passed in a pleasant blur. Crow-
ley cooked dinner while Aziraphale went upstairs 
to unpack, opening his bedroom window to admire 
the view and let in more of the clean mountain air.

While Crowley was putting the finishing touches 
on their meal—a skill Aziraphale had not known he 
possessed but was quite pleased to discover—the 
angel built up a fire in the patio fire pit so they could 
enjoy it outdoors.

They finished their second bottle of wine during 
dinner and their third while they sat next to the 

fire—after a considerable debate about what type 
of vintage would pair best with s’mores.

“They’re melted sugar balls with chocolate and 
honey crackers, Angel,” Crowley laughed. “Pair 
whatever you bloody well want with them, nothing 
goes with that mess of flavors!”

“Nonsense!” Aziraphale scoffed. “There’s a per-
fect vintage for everything, we just need to figure 
out what it is … ”

“Well, then I’d probably guess a dessert wine 
would be appro-appropop—fitting,” Crowley slurred.

“Oooh! An excellent suggestion,” Aziraphale 
had declared. “I think I saw just the thing earlier.” 
The resulting tipsy dash to the kitchen had led to 
the reveal of a rather nice bottle of port which had 
tasted delicious, but—as Crowley had predicted—
only did so much with the marshmallows.

“Was a good try, Angel,” Crowley said, flicking 
his serpentine tongue out to lick chocolate from his 
fingers.

“Yes, well, it worked better when you didn’t 
completely blacken the marshmallows,” 
Aziraphale teased.

“It’s not my fault they’re so combustible,” the 
demon said with a shrug. “I probably could have 
caramelized them really well if you didn’t have that 
pesky aversion to hellfire.”

Aziraphale rolled his eyes. “Yes, so sorry to put a 
damper on your demonstration of cooking for the 
damned.”

Crowley shrugged. “I take the perks I can get.”
Aziraphale chuckled and leaned back in his seat, 

gazing at the embers of the dying fire. A feeling of 
contentment washed over him as he basked in the 
warm glow and the reassuring presence of his best 
friend at his side.

A slightly stronger breeze rustled through the 
trees and Aziraphale saw Crowley shiver slightly.

“Would you like to go inside, dear?” he asked. 
“Perhaps we could see if there’s anything to watch 
on the television?”

Crowley nodded and Aziraphale extinguished 
the fire with a snap as they headed inside.

“Damn,” Crowley muttered as Aziraphale raided 
the liquor cabinet for a bottle of Scotch.

“What is it?”
Crowley pointed haphazardly with the remote 

to a spinning white circle on the large, expen-
sive-looking TV. A message underneath the graphic 
said, ‘No connectivity.’

“Internet’s out,” he said. “No movie streaming 
tonight. Guess we’ll have to just see what’s on the 
actual TV and call the owner in the morning.”

After several minutes of scrolling past uninspired 
reality TV, demented game shows, and a docu-
mentary about a mass murderer which Crowley 
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refused to watch,1 they arrived at the opening titles 
of a movie.

“Hold on a minute, we might have some-
thing here,” Crowley said hopefully as ominous 
music played.

The words ‘Devil Woman’ came across the 
screen in a drippy, blood-red font and Aziraphale 
gave a sceptical scowl.

Crowley cackled.
“Are you sure about this?” the angel asked.
“Oh, yeah,” Crowley said. “These horror movies 

are all terrible. It’ll be fun.”
“Well, alright,” Aziraphale said, taking a long sip 

of his drink. “I’ll trust you.”
Crowley turned off the light with a snap of his 

fingers and the movie’s prologue laid out the plot: 
a group of sorcerers battled monsters with magic 
until one of their own members went mad with 
power, turned on them, and began enslaving the 
demons she hunted to do her bidding, using their 
powers to kill those who crossed her and steal their 
life force for herself.

“This is ridiculous,” Aziraphale scoffed.
“I told you,” Crowley laughed, words slurring 

together slightly under the influence of the alcohol. 
“These things are all insane.”

The scene faded to black. When the lights 
came up, the actual movie started and the laugh-
ter stopped as the titular Devil Woman graphically 
enslaved demons and monsters by the dozen, 
threatening them with crosses, holy water, and 
magic sigils, and using them to prey on an unfortu-
nate group of young people renting a cabin in the 
mountains.

Aziraphale cringed and he felt Crowley tense 
up under the blankets next to him as a demon was 
destroyed, but not before leaving a hideous claw 
mark across one boy’s chest.

In the end, only a young man and woman 
remained, having figured out how to harness the 
old sorcerers’ magic against the witch and break 
her spell, but the final shot of the spell book’s pages 
blowing ominously in the wind left the horrible feel-
ing that all may not be as well as it seemed as the 
music reached an uncomfortable crescendo and 
the screen went dark.

“Well, that was different,” Aziraphale said.
“Yeah,” Crowley said with a gulp. “S’actually pretty 

creepy for a low budget schlock fest.” He chuckled. 
“Bet it left a lot of teens with nightmares.”

“Oh, most definitely.”
“And what was with that scene with the were-

wolf?” Crowley continued, sounding giddy, talking 
much more loudly than necessary as he laughed.

1  He’d met the man in Hell once and wanted nothing more to do with him.

Aziraphale giggled, finding the demon’s mirth 
contagious in his inebriated state. “I don’t know,” he 
guffawed, thinking of the gallons of obviously fake 
blood. “Or all the projectile vomiting?”

Crowley snorted. “Always projectile vomit, 
Angel,” he slurred. “S’a thing n’these movies. Like 
horror bingo.”

They were having a good laugh at that when 
suddenly there was a loud thump and both beings 
went silent.

“D’you hear something?” Crowley asked, trying to 
remain casual and failing quite spectacularly.

“I believe I did,” Aziraphale said. “Probably just 
the win—”

The thump sounded again this time accompa-
nied by a rough scratching sound. It was coming 
from the back of the house.

“I don’t think that’s the wind, Aziraphale,” Crowley 
said, voice cracking ever so slightly.

The scrabbling sound at the back patio grew 
louder and suddenly there was another thump from 
the roof.

“Something knows we’re in here,” Aziraphale 
muttered fearfully as he slid closer to Crowley on 
the sofa.

“Ngk!” Crowley replied, grasping Aziraphale’s 
arm. “Maybe somebody saw that movie and got 
ideas … ”

“You don’t suppose … ” Aziraphale started, think-
ing with dread about how casually they’d displayed 
their wings earlier.

Something banged loudly upstairs and both 
angel and demon jumped, openly clinging to each 
other now.

“Shit! It’s in the house, Aziraphale,” Crow-
ley hissed.

“It’s alright, Crowley, whatever it is, I won’t let 
them take you! We just need a plan.”

There was a loud crash outside and Crowley 
nodded down the hall towards the basement stairs.

“Come on,” he whispered, “I saw some tools we 
could use down there earlier.”

Aziraphale nodded and they hastily made their 
way downstairs, trying to stay as quiet as possible.

“What are we gonna do, Angel?!” Crowley asked 
frantically.

“I don’t know,” Aziraphale replied grimly. “Use 
your phone. Try calling for help. I’ll see what I can 
find that might be useful.”

Crowley nodded and punched in the number for 
the property owner. A dial-tone answered him.

“Fuck!” Crowley spat. “No signal.”
“Damn!” Aziraphale concurred, emerging from 

a closet with an array of ‘weapons.’ He handed 
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Crowley a cricket bat while he himself was dual 
wielding a tennis racket and a Swiss army knife. “If 
we get closer to the stairs, do you think you can 
manage a call?”

“Maybe.”
“It’s worth a go,” Aziraphale said, sidling closer to 

the stairs. “I’ll cover you.”
Crowley dialled again while Aziraphale stood 

warily on guard, a metal garden pail perched on his 
head now as a makeshift helmet and a throw pillow 
stuffed under his shirt as a sort of breastplate.

“Still no answer,” Crowley said, cursing under his 
breath. His heart was racing, and he was getting 
nervous. Then he heard a growling sound upstairs 
and he went from nervous to terrified.

“Try Anathema,” Aziraphale whispered. “Perhaps 
she knows a spell to counter act black magic.”

Crowley nodded and dialled Anathema. The 
witch picked up after three rings, sounding groggy.

“Book Girl, I need your help,” Crowley said with-
out preamble. “I’m on holiday with Aziraphale and a 
mad witch or witches is trying to bind me to do their 
evil bidding and steal souls!”

“What are you talking about?” 
the girl groaned.

“I need a spell to ward off black 
magic!” Crowley spat. “No time to 
explain more.”

“Where are you?” Anathema 
asked. “You do know it’s three in 
the morning, right?”

“It doesn’t matter, we’re under 
attack by German witches! Now 
give me a witch repelling spell 
while there’s still time!”

“Go to sleep Crowley,” Anath-
ema grumbled. “You sound 
really drunk.”

“That may be, but I’m still in trouble! Hello?”
Anathema had hung up.
“We’ve been cut off!” Crowley shouted in alarm. 

“Either they’ve killed my signal, or they’ve gotten to 
Anathema too … ”

“Oh dear,” Aziraphale murmured before an idea 
came to him. “Oh! Oh! I know. When Sergeant Shad-
well thought I was a witch and tried to exorcise me, 
he tried using a bell, a book, and a candle. It didn’t 
work on me, because I’m not a witch, but it’s worth 
a try! There’s a candle over there on that table and 
some Christmas decorations with bells in the closet. 
All I need is one of my books from upstairs!”

“That’s suicide, Angel!”
“Perhaps,” Aziraphale replied. “But it’s the best 

chance we have. I’m going in.”
Pocketing the pocketknife, Aziraphale began 

to ascend the stairs, tennis racket in one hand and 

flickering candle in the other with a string of jingling 
bells wrapped around his neck.

“Careful,” Crowley whispered, trying his best to 
cover him with the cricket bat.

“What are you doing?”
“D’you honestly think I’m letting you go up 

there alone?”
“Yes! You’re the one they’re after!”
“But!”
“Stay in the stairwell,” Aziraphale said sternly. “I’ll 

call if I need you.”
Crowley let out a convoluted sound of protest 

but eventually nodded in agreement, loitering at 
the top of the stairs while Aziraphale ventured back 
towards the living room.

Aziraphale spotted the book he’d planned on 
reading when Crowley went to sleep and sped up 
towards it when he heard a scrabbling of claws on 
wood from the kitchen and an angry hissing sound.

“Show yourself, wicked one!” he commanded 
nervously. “You are dealing with an angel of the 
Lord. The Guardian of the Eastern Gate, and I order 
you to quit this place or else face my Heavenly 

wrath.” He rang the jingle bells for 
good measure as he continued 
towards the kitchen.

“Be gone!” he shouted, waving 
the candle in the air and flipping 
the book open. “It was the best of 
times. It was the worst of times,” 
he started reading loudly, unsure 
exactly what was involved with 
the ritual.

The thing in the kitchen hissed 
again and Aziraphale yelped.

In an instant Crowley pounded 
up the stairs and down the hall. 
“What happened?!”

Aziraphale jumped again.
“I told you to stay hidden!”
“You yelled!”
Aziraphale opened his mouth to argue but 

realized the demon had a point and nodded in con-
cession, then he pointed towards the kitchen.

“It’s in there,” he stage-whispered.
Crowley nodded and raised the bat, gesturing 

for Aziraphale to lead on.
A floorboard creaked under the angel’s slow 

steps, and they froze. Aziraphale heard another 
bump from the back door and spun about, the light 
from the candle reflecting brightly off the eyes of 
something in the kitchen, as the bucket fell off his 
head and crashed to the floor.

The monster let out a shriek and ran 
towards them.

“Oh dear,” Aziraphale 
gasped. “Are you 

alright?”
“’Wassa racoon!” 
Crowley slurred.

“Technically it was  
two racoons,” 

Aziraphale said …
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“Aziraphale, look out!” Crowley shouted, shoving 
the angel out of the way and jumping right into the 
path of the creature.

“Crowley!” Aziraphale screamed just as a very 
angry racoon dug its claws into the demon’s shirt.

“Gaaah! Ouch! Aziraphale!” Crowley shouted as 
he tried to wrestle the angry vermin off him.

“Hold on Crowley!” Aziraphale called, running to 
the couch to retrieve a blanket as Crowley and the 
racoon tumbled to the floor.

“Get him in the blanket!” Aziraphale yelled, hold-
ing the expanse of cloth out like a net.

Crowley hissed at the racoon, baring his fangs. 
The creature startled, releasing its forceful bite on 
Crowley’s shoulder.

Once Crowley managed to wrench the animal 
away to arm’s length, Aziraphale snatched it up in 
the blanket, ran to the back patio door,2 and tossed 
it out into the night where it landed next to one of 
its brethren who was eating happily out of a toppled 
trash can.

Aziraphale slammed the door behind him and 
called out simply, “It’s gone.”

Returning to the living room Aziraphale found 
Crowley lying spread eagle on the floor, scratches 
and bite marks peppering his hands and face and a 
bloody tear in his black shirt.

“Oh dear,” Aziraphale gasped. “Are you alright?”
“’Wassa racoon!” Crowley slurred.
“Technically it was two racoons,” Aziraphale said 

as he knelt beside his friend and began miracling 
away his cuts and scrapes. “The other was making 
all the noise out back.”

“How the fuck did a racoon get in the house?!”
“I don’t—” Aziraphale cut himself short. “I, um, I 

may have left a window open upstairs … ”
“Oh, you did, did you?”
“I wanted to let some fresh air in.”
“Makes sense,” Crowley said with a sigh. “Might 

have been nice if you remembered that before I got 
attacked by a deranged rodent though!”

“Are racoons rodents?” Aziraphale asked.
“I don’t care,” Crowley groaned. “’M’just glad it 

wasn’t a Hellhound.”
“Still, we didn’t know it wasn’t a Hellhound … That 

was very foolish of you to do.”
“What was I supposed to do? Let it rip you 

apart?” Crowley asked with a slightly embarrassed 
grin. “Not bloody likely.”

“Well, it was foolish but very nice,” Aziraphale 
said with a warm smile.

Crowley groaned. “Come on, Angel, I’m in 
enough pain already.”

2  Jingle bells chiming absurdly as he went.

3  And to close the window upstairs. 

Aziraphale chuckled. “Well, I’m afraid you’ll just 
have to bear it,” he said as he pulled the demon into 
a sitting position and laid his fingers on the last cut 
on his shoulder, miraculously healing it. “You don’t 
get to sacrifice yourself without gratitude.”

“Think you could show your gratitude with a 
glass of something drinkable then?”

“An excellent suggestion,” Aziraphale beamed, 
snapping his fingers to put things back to rights in 
the kitchen.3 “I’ll put on some tea.”

“Not sure that’s what I meant, Angel,” Crowley 
snorted.

“No, but I think we’ve had enough booze for one 
night,” Aziraphale said, giving Crowley’s shoulder a 
friendly pat. “And I believe Anathema would agree.”

Crowley started to protest but ended up laugh-
ing instead. “Yeah, alright, fair point,” he said as 
Aziraphale helped him up.

He gave the angel a tight, one-armed hug as he 
wobbled to his feet. “Don’t say I don’t show you a 
good time on vacation.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it, dear boy,” Aziraphale said 
as he returned the embrace.

“Love ya, Angel,” Crowley muttered into 
Aziraphale’s shoulder.

“I love you too, Crowley.” 
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Midnight for the Witchfinder
HAPAX AO3 hapaxnym

Sergeant Shadwell didn’t know that the world was scheduled to end tomorrow. 
Still, instead of sleeping the sleep of the righteous, he lay awake at midnight, 
lost in his worries.

Rating: General | CW: Canon-typical misogynistic and homophobic language.

IF MIDNIGHT WERE TRULY THE WITCHING HOUR, 
as the old tales would have it, one would think that 
it would be the time for Witchfinders to do their 
best work.

Shadwell had read of those glorious days, when 
companies of righteous men (women weren’t 
allowed to enlist in the Army, due to suspect 
excess nippleage) would swoop down on covens 
of the Devil’s doxies, dancing beneath the moon 
in their all-togethers; and how, armed with their 
torches and blunderbusses and pins and matches, 
they would round up the jezebels for righteous 
punishment.

(What form, exactly, that punishment might take, 
he did not care to think about. He wasn’t squeamish, 
but his years in prison—not to mention the rough 
crowd that had landed him there—had taught him 
that violence was rarely as salubrious and educa-
tional as one would think it ought to be.)

But in these degenerate times, covens had their 
own reality shows on the telly; and the Army now 
existed only in Shadwell’s ledgers. One Sergeant, 
even if supported by a Private-In-Training. couldn’t 
muster much of a swoop.

Besides, Shadwell was old. And tired. His knees 
and his back hurt. His fingers, once nimble enough 
to jimmy the most sophisticated locks, now were 
stiff and bent and refused to obey the simplest 
commands.

So midnight had become the hour for Witch-
finder Sergeant Shadwell to lay awake and worry.

It would not be too many years before he would 
be gone, and there would be little left to stand 
against the Forces of Darkness who ever-threat-
ened this fogbound isle. People might think that he 
hadn’t a care for his country, but Shadwell was pos-
sessed of the sort of bone-deep loyalty that didn’t 
manifest in pretty speeches and flag-decorated 
bunting, but through a constant suspicion, ever vig-
ilant against the sorts of threats that the sunshine 
patriot would never think to notice. Shadwell loved 

his home the way another man might love his dilap-
idated flat or stony, depleted farm; none would be 
louder or more constant in his carping and com-
plaints, but he would defend his patrimony with fists 
and teeth so long as he had a snarl left in him.

Shadwell wasn’t stupid: he knew that those he 
harangued on his street corner thought he was 
ridiculous, and possibly mad. How could they 
understand what he had come to learn behind 
bars? That his lifelong struggle against the rotten 
luck that left him orphaned, impoverished, at the 
mercy of a vicious lot, and now with a criminal 
record, all that wasn’t due to his own bad choices, 
but the malevolent maneuvering of sinister and 
powerful shadowy forces that had discerned that 
he was marked for a special duty, and tried to pre-
vent him from realizing his destiny?

It was perhaps a foolish belief, but it was his own. 
It gave his suffering meaning. It gave his life purpose. 
It was all he had.

Well, he had Pulsifer now, he supposed. Young, 
true, but diligent, and properly respectful. He had 
a sharp eye for details, the lad did, and he listened 
to Shadwell’s lectures with dutiful attention, asking 
questions that showed he thought about his orders, 
rather than just blindly obeying. But he had a soft-
ness, a nervousness, which worried his commander. 
Would Pulsifer grow into the sort of man to carry on 
the awful burden of a Witchfinder’s mission? Was 
he committed to the cause, or just humoring an 
old man?

And what of the Jezebel next door? Despite 
his stern self-control, he was not entirely immune 
to her wiles.  He found her bright flowing gowns 
captivating, her dramatic make-up alluring, her 
ever-changing hair positively dazzling; but it was 
her soft dumpling shape and flirtatious generosity 
that kept popping up in late-night broodings. He 
couldn’t bear to think of her as his enemy.

He had tried to rescue from her own damnation, 
by means of goodhearted chiding and neighborly 
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reproof. She simply laughed at his words. Perhaps 
she didn’t understand how serious he was. Should 
he adopt sterner methods before it was too late 
for the strumpet? Sometimes he feared, no, sus-
pected that her gentle kindnesses, her twinkling 
eyes, and her mischievous smiles were simply a 
last-ditch seduction of a she-devil, determined to 
have Shadwell’s soul at the end. After all, no one 
had ever just … taken care of him, not in his entire life; 
it was only canny to be wary. Should he just ignore 
her? He didn’t think he was strong enough for that. 
Maybe let her know that he was on to her ruse? But 
what if she gave up then, and left him alone? Better 
to keep the harlot close, so he could know what 
wickedness was afoot.

And what of his patrons, who kept the Army 
afloat (and Shadwell himself in condensed milk, 
as well as the occasional pint for his health)? That 
Mr. Crowley was a flash bastard, sure enough, and 
undoubtedly had connections, one might say, as 
did his father before him. Shadwell didn’t hold that 
against him; it was all in a day’s work, after all, and 
no business of his what unsavory doings the man 
might do on his own time. The Mafia might have a 
perfectly honest interest in cleansing the land of 
witchcraft.

Not so much that southern pansy, though. Shad-
well was certain that he was one to keep a cat, 
probably a great spoiled pampered thing, named 
after a poisonous herb or some foreign ponce, 
rather than Tom or Puss like a proper mouser. No, 
Fell was only supporting the Army to keep tabs 
on the competition in corrupting fine upstanding 
British youth. Shadwell sometimes wondered if he 
ought to be taking the poofter’s money, but a quid 
was a quid and Fell’s spent like any other.

Truly, Shadwell had more than enough worries 
to keep him awake. ‘Twas a fearful thing, to stand 
alone against the lurking dark.

Aye, he would send young Pulsifer out on 
his own to investigate. The lad was keen, and 
Shadwell could arm him thoroughly against any 
bewitchments he might run into. It might bolster 
his confidence for the time that Shadwell was no 
longer there to watch his back. Besides, there was 
no real danger, surely, in investigating a spot of 
weather.

It was still only midnight. There were yet many 
hours left until dawn. 
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Loch Ness 1933
EMSIECAT D AO3 Emsiecat

There have been rumours of a monster living in Loch Ness for centuries. 
However, it seems that at least one of the more recent sightings could have 
been due to a certain demon … 

Author note: The author is aware that sightings of the Loch Ness Monster 
were not widely reported until May 1933. Just assume that the people who saw 
Crowley during New Year decided to keep it (mostly) to themselves. However, 
rumours still spread about the sighting, as such things do in small towns and 
villages, so by April 1933, a lot more people were on the look-out for a snake-
like sea monster, and hence the now-famous news reports from May 1933 
onwards. ;)

Rating: Teen  | CW: Trans character eloping away from unsupportive family

1  Aziraphale and Newt had been most insistent on this tradition.

IT WAS DURING ONE OF MANY LITTLE VISITS TO 
Tadfield following Armageddon’t that the discussion 
of the famous Loch Ness and its monster occurred.

Anathema, Newt, Aziraphale, and Crowley were 
in the sitting room of Jasmine Cottage, enjoy-
ing some afternoon tea1 when the subject had 
cropped up.

Crowley had snatched up a shortbread round 
and shovelled it quick as a snake into his mouth, 
hardly seeming to chew at all before it was swal-
lowed down and he was reaching for another; his 
curiously forked tongue flicking out to lick crumbs 
off his lips with relish.

“These are good. Proper shortbread this. Where’d 
you get it?”

“Madame Tracy and Shadwell sent us a tin as 
a souvenir. They’re holidaying in Scotland at the 
moment,” Anathema explained.

“Scotland, eh? Whereabouts are they staying?”
“They’re doing a bit of a tour, I think. They started 

in Aberdeen, and then travelled to Forres. I think 
by now they’ll have reached Inverness—from there 
they’ll be travelling down to stay a few days beside 
Loch Ness. Madame Tracy was desperate to visit 
the place. She’s determined to try and spot the 
monster.”

Crowley barked a laugh while Aziraphale 
simply smiled into his teacup with a politely mur-
mured, “Well that’s nice for her. I’m sure they’ll 
have a delightful time sightseeing around there 
regardless.”

“Are you trying to say there’s not a monster?” 
Anathema pinned them both with one of her frank 
and (despite only being human) rather unnerving 
looks from behind her thick-rimmed glasses.

“Well, all the modern sightings seem to describe 
a—a Plesiosaur or some such nonsense and I’m 
afraid, my dear, that is quite impossible.”

“So you’re telling me the Kraken can exist and 
Adam can wish into being the lost city of Atlantis, 
but a remnant of the dinosaurs living in a Scottish 
lake is taking things just a smidge too far?”

Anathema raised one elegant eyebrow sardon-
ically, a sure sign she was readying herself for a 
verbal battle with the two immortals sharing tea 
and biscuits with them, Newt noted with a slight 
sense of unease.

Aziraphale looked somewhat indignant at the 
lack of trust Tadfield’s resident witch had in the truth 
of his word and sat up a little straighter in his arm-
chair, clearly steeling himself to argue his case. It 
was, ironically, Crowley who interjected to keep 
the peace with a nonchalant shrug and easy wave 
of one hand (the other busy purloining yet another 
shortbread from the tin).

“Look, I dunno if there is or isn’t a creature of 
some sort in there, but I can tell you right now that 
at least one of those sightings was something a bit 
less ‘dinosaur’ and a bit more demonic.”

“Crowley, you didn’t!”
“S’not my fault they thought I was a monster!”
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Aziraphale sighed but said no more on the 
matter.2

“You mean to say you went cavorting about in 
Loch Ness looking like a monster and frightened 
the life out of some locals for fun?”

Newt wanted to look stern on behalf of the inno-
cent humans duped by Crowley, but it was difficult 
when said demon had flushed nearly as dark a red 
as his hair under the scrutiny of the angel and was 
clearly floundering to explain the confession away.

“I wasn’t cavorting!” Crowley scoffed, mimick-
ing the word with a hint of derision. “Look, I wasn’t 
even disguised as a monster; I had just taken on 
my demonic serpent form. It’s a lot bigger than your 
common or garden adder y’know and I didn’t plan to 
reveal myself to anyone—I jus’ well—” he trailed off 
in an unintelligible mumble.

“What was that dear?” Aziraphale prodded.
“I sssaid I fell in. It was bloody freezing! I pan-

icked and shape-shifted out of shock. Next thing I 
knew I was all ssssnake-like and some idiots on the 
shoreline were gaping at me.”

“Oh, dear me.” Aziraphale tried and failed not to 
appear amused, earning a baleful glare from the 
demon who had actually removed his ever-pres-
ent sunglasses in order to drive home just how 
offended he was at Aziraphale’s lack of sympathy.

“When was this exactly? Sightings of Nessie date 
back to the 500s after all,” Newt wondered aloud.

“Nah, not that far back. I can’t explain any of those 
sightings, I was there in 1933.”

“I thought you were still asleep then.”
Anathema noted something softly hurt and a 

little accusatory in Aziraphale’s tone at that moment. 
Thus, Agnes’s descendent didn’t need a prophecy 
to foretell that the next few minutes of conversa-
tion could prove to be rather awkward for Newt and 
herself to sit through if both immortals didn’t think 
through their responses carefully.

“I er—hnn—I woke up in the mid ‘20s, angel. 
That’s how I managed to get the Bentley from new 
after all. I was—well I wanted to check in with you, 
but after—you know in 1862. Wasn’t sure I’d be wel-
come, so I decided to pop up to Scotland for a bit. 
Always liked it there.”

“You would have been,” Aziraphale’s voice was 
very soft and very small. “You were—you are always 
welcome, Crowley. Even if I never said as much, and 
I really should have.”

“S’fine, angel. I know that now.”

2  Aziraphale said no more because it would be hypocritical. He was, after all, the reason the Sherpa believed in Yetis 
following an unfortunate incident involving a snowstorm, some incorrectly followed directions, and a rather hefty quantity of 
miracled fine fur coats.

3  They didn’t. Urquhart Castle had been destroyed in 1692, now only picturesque ruins remained which, given time, would 
end up being one of the most visited and photographed castles in Scotland.

Nope, they thought it through carefully and it’s still 
awkward, Anathema thought, spying Newt busy-
ing himself cleaning his glasses in a vain attempt to 
escape the second-hand embarrassment of being 
privy to all this.

“So—er, what were you doing up there anyway?” 
Anathema interjected after a few too many seconds 
of silence and tender glances between the pair had 
elapsed. A part of her wanted to know more about 
whatever had kept them apart for so long, but she 
wasn’t entirely sure either she or Newt could survive 
any more awkward conversations today.

Crowley cleared his throat and seemed to come 
back to himself before replying.

“Was meant to be increasing the ol’ sin quota 
really, I’d been asleep so long I’d fallen behind. But, 
well, m’heart wasn’t in it. Thought I might get fantas-
tically drunk instead.” A wolfish grin flashed quickly 
before Crowley continued, now looking rather 
peeved as he clearly recalled something irritating. 
“Only I’d forgotten how quickly things change with 
you humans. I made my way up to Inverness but of 
course, all my old haunts had either been closed 
down or demolished entirely. Decided there was 
nothing else for it but to wander around until I found 
somewhere with some half-decent booze … ”

Crowley had been making his way grump-
ily down the western shore of Loch Ness, having 
already miracled himself to this point from the out-
skirts of Inverness, doggedly determined to check 
and see if anyone still resided in Urquhart Castle.3 
Nobility might be thinner on the ground this cen-
tury, but Crowley’s logic insisted that if someone 
owned a castle, they were bound to own some 
pretty decent wine, or whisky, port—Heaven he’d 
settle for beer at this point. All he had to do is just 
remind the owner that he was a distant relation, 
and an invitation inside would surely be secured. 
Particularly, as he had discovered that tonight was 
Hogmanay. He’d filched a black bun from a well-
to-do store in Inverness earlier that day just for this 
purpose. He may be a demon, but he wasn’t rude.

What was rude was the sorry state he found 
the castle in once he reached its location. Ruined! 
Hadn’t even had the decency to leave the tower 
intact! Crowley blessed and swore, and briefly 
mourned the loss of such a fine castle. He’d visited a 
fair number of times in its hey-day, and to see it like 
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this was a shame. Giving one of the sad, tumble-
down walls a fond pat, Crowley turned on his heel 
and stalked back the way he had come.

So much for getting drunk in comfort here, he 
thought bitterly.

It was a good fifteen minutes later following the 
road back up from the castle, as Crowley was just 
about to give up on any kind of enjoyment as a lost 
cause, that he arrived at the edge of Drumnadrochit 
village.

Although nearly midnight, there were still people 
out and about celebrating, as many a person 
wanted to be awake to see in the start of a new 
year with friends or family. Crowley hung back from 
the main festivities, keeping to the shadows and 
allowing his occult powers to keep him from being 
noticed while the people cheered and sang and 
danced with one another as the New Year arrived.

He decided then to try to find somewhere to 
spend the night. It was more than 
likely that alcohol would be within 
easy reach wherever he ended 
up given the date. It was as he 
was making to head towards The 
Drumnadrochit Hotel that he man-
aged to bump into one of the 
revellers, and very nearly bit his 
own tongue when she turned, 
laughing, to apologize.

Had Crowley not sensed that 
Aziraphale was still in London, he 
might have mistaken this human 
as the angel in feminine form. She 
had a pretty, dimpled smile, and 
long, curling flaxen hair she wore 
in a braid. Her clothes seemed a 
little old fashioned compared to 
the other ladies around her and 
were in shades of pale blue and cream.

“Sorry, so sorry, sir. Happy New Year!”
“Er, sure, same to you.”
The woman tilted her head quizzically, an 

expression startlingly familiar to Crowley; he’d seen 
Aziraphale wear such a look countless times when 
trying to divine the meaning of a prophecy in one of 
his many books.

“Not from around here, are you?” The woman’s 
voice held the soft characteristic lilt of the High-
lands, and Crowley inwardly berated himself for not 
adopting the accent when he spoke.

“Nah, um no, just on holiday … Looking for a place 
to stay the night.”

The woman frowned in concern and followed 
the direction of his gaze towards the hotel.

“You’ll not be getting a room there if that’s what 
you’re thinking. Fully booked, I’m afraid. So are all 
the rooms at the pub.”

Crowley swore quietly under his breath and was 
just considering either miraculously making one of 
the hotel’s guests leave, or just giving up and click-
ing his fingers to return himself to London, when 
the woman spoke again, calling someone over from 
across the street.

“M’eudail!”
Crowley turned to see a man separate himself 

from a group of dancing locals and jogged over, 
grinning, before pressing a chaste kiss to the wom-
an’s cheek.

“Did you need something, Eliza?”
“Do you know where there might be a room 

available in the village? This gentleman doesn’t 
have a place to stay.”

Crowley just knew there’d be questions as to why 
he was here, where his luggage 
was, and why he had not booked a 
room in advance and gently prod-
ded the mortal minds around him 
to forget to ask such trivial things.

The man pulled on his lower lip 
briefly in thought, before shaking 
his head with a regretful look. “I’m 
afraid not.”

“Well, could he perhaps stay 
with us?” Eliza looked imploringly 
at the man and Crowley was cer-
tain that he’d not be able to refuse 
her. He knew from being on the 
receiving end of similar looks from 
a certain angel in the past.

Some of the other women Eliza 
had been celebrating with before 
bumping into Crowley overheard 

the exchange and tittered—giggling over how easily 
the man blushed and then agreed to his dearheart’s 
whims and teasing Eliza for ‘acting like a saint again.’

“There’s really no need—” Crowley had been 
hoping for a private hotel room for the night, not 
spending it in some random humans’ home.

“Nonsense, it’s Hogmanay. You’re more than wel-
come Mr—?”

“Crowley. Mr. James Crowley.”
Crowley, reluctantly concluding that any port in a 

storm would do at this point and feeling that wiping 
so many memories just to go elsewhere would be 
bothersome, reached out and gave a firm hand-
shake to the man and a polite nod to Eliza.

“Pleasure to meet you, James. I’m Anthony Mac-
Donald. And this is my wife, Eliza.”

And so that was how Crowley found himself the 
guest of two humans for the remainder of the night. 

“You love him,  
Mr. Crowley?”

“Jus’ jus Crowley, 
thanks.”

“My apologies. You 
love him, Crowley,” 
Anthony amended 
with a surety and 

lack of questioning 
that the demon was 

unaccustomed to.
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The pair ran the local bakery it transpired, and Eliza 
was overjoyed when Crowley handed over the 
black bun he’d originally intended to offer to who-
ever owned Urquhart Castle as they entered the 
couple’s cottage.

“A fine first-foot you make, Mr. Crowley. I’m sur-
prised you knew the custom.” Anthony grinned and 
Crowley shrugged in reply, explaining that he’d 
been to Scotland before. “Ah, then you must know 
that it’s also customary to see in the new year with a 
decent whisky.”

“Says he who needs to be up early to get those 
loaves baked,” Eliza quipped and rolled her eyes 
but was smiling and already bustling to the kitchen 
cupboards to fetch three glasses as Anthony 
retrieved a bottle from the larder.

“A gift from Eliza’s brother in Dufftown,” Anthony 
explained, uncorking the bottle and pouring a dram 
for each of them in the glasses Eliza proffered.

The three seated themselves at the scrubbed 
kitchen table and clinked their glasses together 
before taking a sip. It was very good whisky, and 
Crowley almost felt guilty that if he wanted to get 
drunk on this, he would have to drink more than a 
whole bottle to himself—it hardly seemed fair to 
his hosts, though he supposed he could just make 
it so he didn’t need as much alcohol as usual to 
become drunk. Crowley concentrated and felt his 
corporation’s constitution shift a little to fit his belief 
that a demon such as he would, just this once, only 
require a measure or three to become comfort-
ably tipsy.

As with a fair number of Crowley’s wiles, this 
one decided to pay him back, in so much that the 
demon needed far less than he had intended to 
begin rambling on to his hosts and start slurring 
his words.

“’S jus’ that if it weren’t for all thessse sides-er—
family business, we wouldn’t need to be all secretive. 
Could, could jus’ say how we feel—how I feel at 
least, maybe, I dunno, not sure if m’angel feels the 
same, hope so though—but point isss, maybe we 
could be happy together?”

With any drunken confessions there are always 
odd moments of clarity. Crowley’s just so hap-
pened to remind him at that moment that perhaps 
referring to Aziraphale as he whilst discussing the 
stupid enormity of his affection had probably been 
a bad idea given how such relationships were cur-
rently viewed by mortals in this part of the world. He 
looked up, frowning and blinking blearily at the two 
equally tipsy humans at the table with him as he 
tried to muster the concentration he’d need to wipe 
that little slip-up from their minds and not kill them 
accidentally whilst inebriated.

He was surprised then to see that there was 
not a trace of judgement or distaste about their 
countenances at all. They were still seated close 
together; Eliza’s head on Anthony’s shoulder and 
Anthony’s arm wrapped ‘round his wife’s plump 
waist. The position they had arranged themselves 
in was what had prompted Crowley to lament over 
how lucky they were in the first place. Eliza was 
still smiling gently, cheeks rosy from drink. Anthony 
looked more sombre but was nodding as if in 
understanding.

“You love him, Mr. Crowley?”
“Jus’ jus Crowley, thanks.”
“My apologies. You love him, Crowley,” Anthony 

amended with a surety and lack of questioning that 
the demon was unaccustomed to.

Crowley squirmed in his seat and wrinkled his 
nose as if he might protest on principle on having 
that word uttered in his presence, but finally sighed 
and relented with a mumbled, “Yep.”

Eliza’s smile grew and she sat up straighter, 
reaching over to slosh what was left of the whisky 
into Crowley’s glass. “I thought as much. As soon as 
you started talking about him, I could tell, you know. 
You needn’t fret. You’re in good company here.”

Crowley frowned in confusion but felt his defen-
sive hunch relax somewhat. “How?” He croaked.

“’S plain to see, Crowley. Besides, Eliza and I 
know a little about families,” Anthony murmured. 
Then, with a cautious glance at his wife, and 
encouraged by a nod from her, he continued. 
“My family was insisting I marry a businessman in 
Glasgow before I ran away.”

Wait, a businessman?
Crowley blinked again and looked, really looked 

at the pair who had so kindly offered him a place to 
stay this evening. Eliza had caught Anthony’s hand 
and tangled his fingers with her own upon the table; 
a faint tremor in Anthony’s hand was visible as the 
man swallowed nervously.

And Crowley just knew then.
Crowley had never been one to conform to 

humanity’s narrow view of what made a man or 
a woman, had presented himself as both or nei-
ther throughout history whenever he chose. Now 
he knew, he could see the small signs: the cut of 
Anthony’s trousers, the loose-fitting shirt that had 
been swallowed up by an even larger thick wool 
jumper while outside, the lack of any facial hair, and 
the shallow way he breathed as if constricted in the 
chest. Anthony crooked a wry smile and nodded 
again, wetting his lips before speaking.

“I was called Constance as a wee bairn. Hated 
that name since I was old enough to walk an’ talk. I 
never felt like a Constance, never—never felt like—
well … When I found out at eighteen my parents 
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intended for me to marry, insisted that I marry, I had 
to get away. I made my way to Edinburgh and, thank 
goodness, happened to meet Eliza and her brother, 
Douglas. They befriended me, let me stay with 
them. Over the months I was with them, Eliza and 
I fell in love. I was terrified of what Douglas might 
say or do when he found out, but he supported us. 
Said he’d never seen a couple so happy and how 
could that ever be wrong?” Anthony paused, and 
swallowed nervously again, taking a steadying 
breath and squeezing Eliza’s hand. “Then I was ter-
rified what they would both think when I confessed 
I didn’t want them to call me Constance anymore, 
but well—” Anthony laughed a little wetly, sniffled 
and then grinned. “Douglas just gave me some of 
his old clothes to wear and I don’t think Eliza has 
ever once called me Constance since that day.”

“It wasn’t all as easy as that though,” Eliza mur-
mured. “We knew we couldn’t stay in Edinburgh as 
we were. Anthony had changed how he looked but 
there might be some who would recognize him. Not 
to mention the chance that Anthony’s family could 
still happen across him. Glasgow isn’t terribly far 
from Edinburgh after all.”

Anthony nodded, but still smiled, the corners of 
his eyes crinkled in mirth. “Good ol’ Douglas saved 
the day. He’s a solicitor, y’see. He managed to falsify 
some documents for me. Wrote me up a birth cer-
tificate and what-not. We were able to marry then, 
and with proper papers and Eliza using some of her 
share of their inheritance, we bought a little place 
away from Edinburgh and I managed to apprentice 
with a baker in a nearby town.”

“We eventually decided it would be safer to 
move even further away, just in case, so we came 
here. Douglas had moved to Dufftown himself by 
then anyway, said that Edinburgh was becoming 
too busy for his tastes and wanted to set up his own 
firm somewhere quieter,” Eliza concluded, settling 
her head gently on Anthony’s shoulder once more.

Crowley had listened with rapt attention as 
the pair told their story and swallowed down the 
remainder of his drink along with the smallest tickle 
of envy he felt at seeing this pair so contented 
together. Envy might be a vice, but demon or no, 
he didn’t think he should feel it towards this couple. 
They deserved his admiration, and he said as much.

“Y’re brave y’know. Sticking it to your family, being 
together, being true t’yourselves. If me n’ angel were 
able to—” he trailed off, uncertain.

4  Crowley would have been a trifle miffed to learn that his miracle had been more effective than his curse. They did in-
deed live long, happy lives together. And thanks to a mandate in WWII stating that bakers were exempt from being drafted, 
Anthony was never called up to serve in the army and therefore his secret was never to be discovered in his lifetime.

“You will, someday.” It was Eliza who spoke, in a 
tone so certain that Crowley actually believed her 
despite all evidence to the contrary.

The night devolved then into silly parlour games 
and dancing to songs from their old gramophone. 
Anthony teased that Crowley was a terrible dancer, 
and Crowley, actually laughing, didn’t deny it.

Eventually, Eliza insisted they try to get some 
sleep—it was nearly four in the morning—and she 
bemoaned the fact that they would all feel awful 
come sunrise.

Anthony watched her totter off to their bedroom 
with an affectionate smile before making up a bed 
for Crowley on the sitting room sofa with pillows 
and numerous blankets.

He paused as he made his way towards the 
stairs only to mumble quietly. “Thank you, for 
understanding. It was good to talk to someone 
who does.”

“Don’ mention it.” For once Crowley meant it, and 
not as a warning against offering a demon grati-
tude, too tired to keep up the pretence. This couple 
deserved gratitude in turn after all; they had lis-
tened to him as well.

Anthony smiled once more and bid Crowley 
goodnight, before making his way upstairs.

Crowley flopped unceremoniously onto the sofa, 
but for once, did not sleep.

Crowley left before Anthony or Eliza woke, 
scrawling a brief note of thanks on a scrap of paper 
and leaving it for them on the kitchen table to find 
later. He let himself out and paused in front of the 
cottage, admiring the cozy tableau it made in the 
dim light of pre-dawn. These were good people he 
thought, loathe as he was to admit it, and deserved 
some good in turn.

Though still more than a little tipsy, Crowley was 
lucid enough for a minor but well-placed curse: 
May misfortune befall any who wish them ill or do 
them harm.

And because Crowley was a demon, it was part 
of the job description that he lie now and then, 
including to himself. Thus, he simply refused to 
acknowledge the silent blessings he performed 
along with that curse: may they wake today well-
rested and hangover free, may they be happy 
together always, and may Anthony’s secret remain 
hidden.4

Crowley nodded to himself, and sauntered away 
from Eliza and Anthony’s home, listing only slightly 
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as he made his way back down toward Urquhart 
Castle, just to give his regards once more to the 
poor old thing before he left the area.

The castle was just as he’d left it the night before, 
though perhaps a little grander and a bit less skel-
etal in the rosy glow of daybreak. He wandered 
through the remains of the gatehouse, reminisced 
about how grand the great hall used to look as he 
avoided the site of the old chapel (ruin or not, there 
was too much of an unpleasant tingle remaining 
there to bother with it), and made his way up Grant 
Tower to take in the view properly.

Perhaps it was the alcohol still impeding his 
reflexes, perhaps it was just Crowley’s unique brand 
of coordination, or lack thereof. Or perhaps it was 
something a little more ineffable that caused what 
happened next.

Crowley had just leant over a crumbling parapet 
to take a better look at what appeared to be a trio of 
otters frolicking in the choppy waves near the base 
of the cliffs below, when the old stone gave way 
and sent the demon tail over teakettle, plunging 
with a startled cry into the loch.

The icy water struck like a thousand holy swords 
and enveloped him quicker than Hellfire. Crowley 
gasped reflexively and promptly choked, writhing 
and flailing, as he struggled to move the leaden 
arms and legs of his corporation before having a 
single coherent thought of ‘to Hell with this!’ and 
suddenly found moving a lot easier as limbs were 
no longer an issue.

Crowley’s glossy black scaled head breached 
the surface, rearing twenty feet above the water 
as the demon coughed, sneezed, sputtered, and 
then gulped for air he’d quite forgotten he didn’t 
really need.

Well that’s one way to bloody well sober up.
Crowley hissed and blessed to himself, already 

feeling the chill of the water (though initially helpful 
in shocking him into sobriety) threatening to make 
him brumate, and so struck out, powering through 
the loch toward shore as fast as he was able.

There were some people on the shoreline, he 
realized with a lazy sort of good humour; they were 
pointing and gaping at the wake his undulating coils 
created and marvelling over what he could be.

He could make them forget, but he was much 
too cold to try to perform such a trick right now, and 
besides, he was woefully behind on making trouble 
up here. This sort of mischief would do well enough 
for now.

It won’t matter much anyway, not like anyone will 
believe them if they say anything.

“—And that was that. Got drunk, fell in the loch, 
accidentally helped popularize some barmy legend 
about a monster.”

Crowley finished his tale awkwardly, noticing the 
delight on the mortals’ faces and the affectionate 
look in Aziraphale’s eyes. There was a sense of fore-
boding to his demonic pride warning him to escape 
the conversation and change the topic as quickly as 
possible.

“Right, who wants some more tea?”
Aziraphale wasn’t to be deterred it seemed, 

and Crowley groaned and hid his face in his hands 
at the sheer brightness of the angel’s smile as he 
spoke, ignoring Crowley’s offer of another drink.

“When you told me the next time we met 
that your name was Anthony, I never would have 
guessed it was to honour such a fine young man.”

“It—it wasn’t! That’s ridicu—he—I—It just seemed 
like a cool name!” Crowley insisted, the red hue 
warming the tips of his ears giving away his lie.

“I think it’s sweet,” Anathema cooed, and Crowley 
wondered if Aziraphale (and Newt) would ever for-
give him if he made the witch disappear for a while.

“No, nope, not sweet, never sweet me. I just 
thought that since he’d rebelled so much, his 
name made for an apt alias for a demon. Das-
tardly n’ all that: dishonouring your family, running 
away, wooing and marrying a woman using illegal 
documents—”

Crowley continued to ramble on, denials and 
excuses uttered thick and fast as Anathema snick-
ered and went to fetch them more tea, Newt 
smiled and nodded while not really listening, and 
Aziraphale attempted to keep the affection and 
admiration he felt from being picked up by Crow-
ley. It would only make him embarrassed, and 
for all that the angel liked to tease him, it wasn’t 
particularly fair to sully the demon’s reputation 
and proclaim he was nice in front of their mortal 
companions.

Aziraphale wiggled in a self-satisfied sort of way 
and helped himself to some shortbread, placating 
Crowley with the occasional sound of agreement 
as he continued his tirade. Perhaps, once Crowley 
had calmed down, he could suggest they go and 
visit Loch Ness together. It sounded like a lovely 
place. 
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Heroes of Paradis
CANDYQUEEN & CATOFAPOCALYPSE
AO3 CandyQueen | w CatofApocalypse

Aziraphale is a paladin struggling to fulfill his Divine Purpose. His mother’s 
instructions are cryptic at the best of times, downright ineffable at the worst. 
Crowley is a thief who uses bardic magic to assist him in his mischievous 
exploits. After a chance encounter in the market (that results in an arrest) the 
two find their destinies inexplicably entwined with six others’ and that these 
destinies may be just what saves the world from an ancient, all-consuming 
threat. A Good Omens x Dungeons and Dragons crossover fic.

Rating: Teen | CW: Minor adventure-style violence, some in-universe 
xenophobic comments.

1  A realm created and solely inhabited by demons. 

CRYING.
Someone was crying.
Aziraphale peeled his eyes open, but it was like 

trying to lift two identical weights using only his 
upper eyelids. His vision swam, cloudy spots danc-
ing in front of his sight, and he had to blink a few 
more times to clear them away.

He realized that he was parallel to the ground 
and staring directly up at the ceiling of the little log 
cabin that he and his father called home. He tried 
to sit up, to figure out just how he got there, but his 
entire body flared with pain and refused to obey 
him. Tears sprang to his eyes, one slipping free to 
trace a salt path down his cheek and onto the soft 
material beneath him.

Bed.
He was in his own bed.
As the ringing in his ears gradually faded, he was 

able to parse out individual sounds around him. He 
heard muffled, heavy weeping somewhere close by. 
Just what in the Planes of Torment1 was going on?!

Though it took every ounce of strength for him to 
do so, he managed to turn his head to the right.

His hand lay palm-down on the mattress beside 
him and was wrapped to the shoulder in thick ban-
dages that were almost stained through with a faint, 
gold substance. Was that his own blood?! The hand 
itself had another clasped over it.

Aziraphale traced the line of the other hand, 
up an arm, over a shoulder, and to a head bowed 
as though in prayer and hidden behind a curtain 

of long, tawny hair belonging to a man. The man’s 
shoulders quaked with hiccupping sobs.

Aziraphale’s tongue—feeling swollen in his 
mouth—darted out to moisten his own cracked lips. 
He swallowed, then grimaced. His throat felt like 
it was lined with shards of glass. He took as deep 
a breath as he could muster with the bandages 
around his torso restricting its movement, and he 
rasped out, “F-father?”

The man’s head snapped up.
His pale face was stained with tears down to the 

scruff on his chin, and his sky-blue eyes were lined 
with red, which promised more tears.

“Z-Zira—Zira!”
The man went to hug his son, but thought better 

of it, suddenly leaping to his feet fast enough that 
he sent his chair clattering backwards. “S-stay right 
there! Um, don’t move, that is. I’ll-I need to get a 
healer!” Before Aziraphale could ask about what 
had happened to him, his father bolted for the front 
door, flung it open, and leapt over the threshold into 
the snowy forest beyond.

Aziraphale’s eyes fluttered closed again, and he 
could feel the tug of exhaustion that sat deep in his 
bones. The idea of falling asleep sounded so good, 
and he fully intended to do so. His attempt at rest, 
however, was interrupted a short time later when his 
father burst back through the door, this time prac-
tically dragging a woman with curly, short hair and 
thin wire glasses behind him.

“You said he’s awake, Alaric?”

https://archiveofourown.org/users/CandyQueenAO3
https://vivi-theakuneko.tumblr.com/
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Alaric nodded desperately as he scrubbed at his 
face with the sleeve of his coat.

“Y-yes, Varya! He-he said my name!”
The healer, Varya, rolled up her sleeves to reveal 

thick forearms as she crossed the room to Zira’s 
bedside.

“Alright, stand back. Let me take a look at him.” 
She loomed over Aziraphale, her shrewd, dark eyes 
scrutinizing him closely. “Can you hear me?”

Aziraphale gave a feeble nod and mumbled, 
“Yes … ”

“Excellent. Can you tell me your name?”
“Z-Zira … ”
“And where are you?”
“M-my house—Tyudar2 … ”
Varya nodded smartly, clearly pleased that he 

could give his own name and that of the village that 
he and his father resided on the outskirts of.

“One more question. Do you remember what 
happened to you?”

Aziraphale shook his head as best he could, 
but the bandages around his throat kept it stiffly 
restrained.

“No … ”
“What do you remember?” Alaric asked desper-

ately, once more at his son’s side.
Aziraphale’s eyes rolled to the ceiling and 

glossed over, his gaze far away from the one-
room shack.

“L-light … a-a bright light … red—” His breathing 
sped up, though he had no conscious awareness of 
it doing so. His thoughts flew faster as the memo-
ries came flooding back.

“W-we—t-there was a fight and-and the enemy 
fled, but-but then … the light—” He keened desper-
ately as tears fell. His face twisted into a rictus of 
devastation.

“Zizi! Zizi, calm down!” Alaric pleaded.
The feel of Alaric’s hand on his own, and the 

sound of his voice helped to ground Aziraphale 
in the present, but only just so. He still felt on the 
knife’s edge of tipping over into full blown hysteria.

“M-my squad—where-where are—”
The matching looks of grief on Varya and Alaric’s 

faces told him everything he needed to know.

2  A small village on the southern border of Ardrast and the northern border of Paradis.

3  The capital city of Paradis, densely packed with shops and homes and circled by massive stone walls with one gate 
facing each cardinal direction. 

4  A large kingdom located on the southwest side of the continent.

5  The country just north of Paradis. Near perpetual snowfall with very brief, mild summers.

Two Years Later …  
Aeterna3, Capital City of the Kingdom of Paradis4

Aziraphale stretched with a groan, feeling the 
various joints in his arms pop as he lifted his arms 
over his head.

He’d been patrolling the streets of the city since 
before dawn and judging by the height of the sun 
in the sky it was only just noon. He sighed and let 
his arms drop back to his sides, the black and gold 
armor marking him as a Paradisan guard creaking 
as he did so. He didn’t relish the idea of another six 
hours on his feet, and briefly wondered if he could 
potentially sneak away somewhere to write his 
usual weekly letter to his father back in Ardrast5, 
their home country.

His plans were dashed, however, when one of 
the many guard captains came hurrying forward 
from down a by-alley.

“Guardsman Aziraphale, there you are!”
Aziraphale saluted his captain by balling his left 

hand into a fist and thumping it against his breast-
plate just above his heart.

“Good afternoon, Captain Mattis. Is everything 
alright?”

Captain Mattis returned the gesture.
“There have been reports this past week of an 

uptick in robberies around the marketplace. I’m 
assigning you there for the rest of the day,” she 
replied.

“Anything I should look out for in particular?” 
Aziraphale asked. “Any suspects?”

Captain Mattis shook her head, a few red curls 
slipping free of her helmet.

“No suspects in particular, but all the victims 
were found to have been magically enchanted to 
sleep and when they awoke, their coin purses were 
gone, as well as any jewelry on their person.” Her 
grey eyes suddenly took on a faraway look. “Upon 
questioning, every victim reported hearing a lute’s 
melody before they were compelled to sleep. So, 
keep your eyes peeled for anyone with a lute, or 
someone who reeks of magic.”

Aziraphale’s lip curled upwards slightly. A crim-
inal who used magic. Great. And here he’d hoped 
his afternoon would at least be somewhat peace-
ful. He fought down the feelings of annoyance and 
saluted Mattis.

“Yes, Captain. I’ll head to the market at once. 
Hopefully, we’ll catch this thief before the day is out.”
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Mattis clapped him on the shoulder. “Good. If you 
do, there’s a Commendation from the King with your 
name on it.”

She returned to her own patrol, and Aziraphale 
felt almost giddy with excitement. Since coming to 
Paradis a year ago, he’d been struggling to make 
a name for himself. His accent had clearly marked 
him as a foreigner, an Ardrastan at that, and the 
native Paradisans were slow to trust him when he’d 
showed up at the gates of the capital, begging for a 
guard position.

While the vast majority of suspicion had slid off 
him once the peace treaty between Paradis and 
Ardrast had been formalized months later6, it was 
still difficult for him to be fully accepted. None of 
his fellow guardsmen were outright hostile, but 
they certainly made sure to go out of their way to 
exclude him or give him the patrol routes none of 
them wanted to do.

As horrible as it was to think, this string of thefts 
might be just what Aziraphale was looking for. 
He closed his eyes, his mother’s 
words still ringing in his ears as 
clear as if she’d just spoken them 
moments ago.

“Find Prince Raphael. Guard 
and serve him in fulfillment of your 
Divine Purpose.”

Aziraphale turned to the hori-
zon, spotting the tops of the city’s 
buildings packed together like sar-
dines in a tin. Rising above it all, 
directly in the center of the capi-
tal, rose several tall, powder-blue 
towers that jutted into the sky 
like grasping fingers reaching for 
the stars.

Appropriately named Bluestone Palace, it was 
the home of the royal family: King Jameson, Queen 
Filia, and their only heir and son, Prince Raphael. It 
had taken Aziraphale almost seven months of walk-
ing from the frozen northern reaches of Ardrast to 
the more temperate, southern climate of Paradis, 
but once he’d arrived, he’d immediately set about 
planning a way to gain an audience with the prince.

To hear the common folk whisper, it appeared 
that the King and Queen were fiercely protective 
of their only son, and none were allowed to see 
him apart from a very few exceptional individuals. 
While the details of his orders were mostly vague, 
Aziraphale knew that the only way he would ever 
get a chance to fulfill his destiny would be to meet 

6  While never erupting into full-scale war, border skirmishes between Paradis and Ardrast were common, as Paradis 
sought to expand their territory.

7  A race of tall, regal, humanoid cats native to the eastern regions of the continent.

the prince and, with any luck, be assigned to his 
personal guard.

And if that involved chasing down magical 
thieves in the marketplace, so be it.

The market wasn’t too far a walk from where he 
stood currently, and if he jogged, he could make 
decent time. His armor clanked the entire way. His 
booted feet clanged against the well-worn cobble-
stones of the city street, and crowds parted to make 
way for him, surely assuming that he was in hot pur-
suit of a criminal.

Which he was.
He exited the smaller side street, so narrow that 

two could barely stand abreast, and popped out the 
other side into a bustling square. The marketplace 
was a wide-open area lined on all sides by densely 
packed shops and overflowing stalls. A man bar-
tered for some silver trinket, the sunlight catching 
the inlaid blue, precious gems in a hue of dancing, 
rainbow lights.

From nearby, the sweet smell of rich chocolate 
wafted through the air, turn-
ing people’s heads as they went 
by. A pair of children excitedly 
pleaded for some of the sweets as 
their smiling (if a bit harried look-
ing) mother told them they’d had 
enough for the day. All around 
voices rose in a cacophonous 
clamor with the bartering, hag-
gling, and demands of a busy city.

“I’ll give you two coins for the 
entire lot!”

“Two?! Have you lost your 
mind?! You’re robbing me blind 
with an offer like that!”

 “Do you have any more bolts of linen in 
stock today?”

“None, I’m afraid, but we did get some silk from 
the Tabaxi7 caravanners yesterday!”

“Oooh! Do tell.”
“Apples! Fresh apples here!”
“Bread! Fresh baked this morning!”
Aziraphale side-stepped a woman walking past 

with a stack of books in her arms. He smiled after 
her, then turned his eyes back to the crowd. His 
greater height gave him an advantage and he was 
able to see over most heads of the crowd. While 
there were a few individuals here and there carrying 
musical instruments, or with their noses buried in 
magical tomes, none of them appeared to be intent 
on robbing anyone. Despite that, Aziraphale refused 

The man  
blinked slowly.
“Er—you aren’t  

going to arrest us?”  
he asked.

Eve elbowed him 
lightly and hissed, 

“Adam, shush!”
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to allow himself to let his guard down. That criminal 
could be anywh—

“Thief!!”
Scratch that. They could have been right there.
Aziraphale hurried after the shout, coming to a 

fruit stall at the edge of the square, largely sepa-
rate from the rest of the hubbub. The stall’s owner, a 
short, heavyset man, had another’s—an elf’s8—wrist 
clasped in a bruising grip. The elf’s eyes had gone 
wide with stark terror, fearful sweat shining on his 
dark skin.

“P-please! It was only an apple!” the elf pleaded.
“I should call the guards! Have you dragged to 

the jail and clapped in irons!” the shopkeeper yelled.
“No, please!”
A woman ran forward, an elf like her husband, 

with curly black hair that bounced around her face 
as she trembled. She placed her hands over the 
slight swell of her abdomen.

 “L-let him go! It was my fault! I told him to get it 
for me!” she pleaded.

“Eve, no!” her husband protested as he futilely 
tried to pull his arm away.

Aziraphale was at a crossroads as he watched 
the spectacle.

On the one hand, duty was duty. This couple 
were thieves, and as such, needed to be punished 
according to the laws of the land. Any competent 
guard would have marched right up there, arrested 
the husband, brought him to the dungeon to serve 
out his sentence, then called it a day.

However … 
The couple were young (by elvish standards, at 

least) and dressed in tattered clothing. While it was 
unusual to see elves in a state of poverty, it was not 
unheard of. And what had the husband

said? It was only one apple? Was stealing a bit of 
food to feed his wife and unborn child really

such a serious crime as to warrant imprison-
ment? Surely just a light scolding would suffice.

Aziraphale was yanked back to the present when 
the stall’s owner growled, “Oh? A pair of elves in 
cahoots, eh? Back off, lady, or I’ll make sure you both 
rot in jail!”

That made up Aziraphale’s mind. Threatening to 
throw a woman, who was heavy with child, into the 
dungeon?! All over a bit of food?!

No. He refused.
However, he also knew that his fellow guards-

men might not be so accommodating. He had to 
get to them first.

He squared his shoulders, put on his best stern 
face, and marched forward.

8  A race of noble, long-lived, and eccentric individuals who live all over the continent. Distinguishable by their pointed ears 
and unique eye/hair color that can range anywhere from more “natural” colors to unusual ones like purple or green.

“Excuse me!” he boomed, wincing internally at 
how accidentally pompous his own voice sounded 
in his ears. He cleared his throat awkwardly. “Are 
these two giving you trouble?”

The stall owner’s face broke into a smug grin and 
Eve and her husband paled.

“Ah! A guardsman!” The man levelled the pair 
with a fierce scowl. “I caught these two trying to 
steal from me! Dirty thieves … ”

“Well, we can’t have that,” Zira tutted. “Thank you 
for letting me know. I’ll be sure to take them into 
custody. Come along now.”

Before Eve or her unfortunate husband could 
even protest their innocence, Aziraphale had 
grabbed the two elves by their upper arms and 
bodily bustled them away from the stall.

“Thank you for your service!” the stall owner 
shouted after them with a wave. “For an Ardrastian, 
you aren’t so bad!”

Aziraphale gave him a brittle grin in return and 
continued dragging the pair down the nearest alley 
he could find. He ignored their pleading until they 
were sufficiently far enough away, before finally 
releasing his grip and stepping back.

“Oh, good heavens, that was nerve-wracking,” 
he said and panted. He turned back to the young 
couple, who stood rooted to the spot, staring at 
him as if he’d grown three extra heads. “Are you 
both alright? I wasn’t too rough, was I? How’s the 
little one?”

The man blinked slowly.
“Er—you aren’t going to arrest us?” he asked.
Eve elbowed him lightly and hissed, 

“Adam, shush!”
Aziraphale chuckled and shook his head. “No. 

Not at all. I’ve got bigger fish to fry, as it were.”
Adam tilted his head slightly, his ears wiggling in 

confusion.
“But why not?”
“Adam!”
Aziraphale turned his head this way and that, 

checking for eavesdroppers before replying, “I’ll 
be quite frank. I’m looking for a thief that uses 
an enchanted melody to steal from people. This 
person is a much bigger priority for me than a bit of 
fruit-snatching. Would either of you be able to tell 
me anything about that?”

Adam shook his head.
“No, I’m afraid. My wife and I are just trying to sur-

vive with what little we have. We keep our heads 
down for the most part.”

Aziraphale sighed. “A pity.”
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“Oh, what are we going to do now?” Eve fretted, 
shifting in place where she stood. “We can’t stay in 
the city for much longer at this rate.”

“Why not?” Aziraphale asked in confusion.
Adam scoffed and gestured at himself, his wife, 

and the surrounding buildings. “Look around, friend. 
It isn’t exactly easy to build a life for yourself in this 
city if you start at the bottom.”

“And the King and Queen want to keep it that 
way … ” Eve muttered angrily, stroking her stomach in 
a self-soothing gesture.

Aziraphale’s shoulders slumped. As much as he 
hated to admit it, he couldn’t deny it. He’d seen the 
wealth disparity firsthand over the past year. The 
dungeons were more filled with petty thieves than 
actual criminals like murderers or rapists. It was 
clear that, had Aziraphale not intervened, Adam 
and Eve would only have added to the growing 
numbers. He looked around again, then leaned in 
conspiratorially.

“If I offered to help you escape the city today, 
would you take it?” he whispered.

Adam and Eve’s eyes blew wide with shock.
“Y-yes!” Adam gasped. “We-we don’t have much 

to our names, just the clothes on our backs.”
“So, we can be ready to go at a moment’s notice!” 

Eve chimed in.
Aziraphale nodded sharply.
“Good. Excellent. We’ll avoid the market for now 

and take the eastern gate out of the city. I know of 
a small village nearby that would be your best bet 
for starting over,” he said quickly. “Follow me. I’ll take 
you as far as I can outside the gates, but I’ll have 
to be back before anyone notices I abandoned my 
patrol route.”

Adam and Eve nodded frantically, their faces 
alight with hope and fear in equal measure.

Sundrop Forest9, Just Beyond the Walls of Aeterna
The sounds of birds chirping ceased and the 

little critters on the forest floor scattered under the 
hooves of the stallion. It was a strong, yet elegant 
creature, with a silver mane10 that glimmered in rays 
of sunlight. Aziraphale walked alongside the animal. 
He lifted his head to look at the woman seated atop 
it, side-saddle.

Adam walked on the other side of the horse, one 
hand on Eve’s knee to keep her from falling off the 
saddle as the animal stepped gracefully through 
the dense forest undergrowth. Aziraphale’s eyes 

9  A massive forest that starts north of Aeterna and wraps around to the east side. Local legends claim the forest is home 
to werewolves.

10  Paradisan horses typically have a metallic coat, such as silver, gold, steel, or bronze.

softened at the sight. He gave a gentle tug on the 
horse’s reins to bring it to a stop and allow them all 
to catch their breath.

“Is she alright?” he asked Adam.
“Yes,” the elf said. “But I think she’ll need some 

rest soon.”
Aziraphale nodded. “Don’t worry, Adam. It’s not 

much farther.” He gave them a smile. “I think this is 
where we part. You and Eve can take my horse. Do 
you know how to ride one?”

“I do,” replied Adam.
“Great!” Aziraphale let go of the reins to search in 

his pocket. He soon produced a leather purse which 
he then handed the other man.

“Here. You can take my coins. Don’t worry,” he 
quickly added when they seemed about to decline. 
“I can always make more. Take it.”

“Thank you.” Eve tentatively accepted the offered 
money. “How will we ever repay you?”

Aziraphale waved his hand dismissively. “Oh, 
don’t bother. As long as you two find somewhere 
safe to start over. Speaking of.” He pointed in one 
direction. “Follow this path. The village is not too far 
from here. I’ve been there and they seemed to be 
alright people.”

The two nodded. They watched curiously as 
Aziraphale drew his sword and gave it to Adam. 
“Here you go. They say that there are beasts in the 
woods, so use this to protect yourself. Don’t thank 
me! Just be safe, stay on the path, and if you stray 
from it, don’t let the sun go down on you here.”

“Beasts?!” gasped Eve, clutching her stomach 
protectively.

“Oh, I’m sure it’s nothing!” Zira hastened to say. 
“Most likely just superstitious farmers telling stories 
about monsters to keep the little ones from sneak-
ing away from chores and studies!”

The couple smiled.
“Thank you so much for the help,” Adam said 

gratefully, but then continued with a concerned 
frown. “But will you be alright? What if they find out 
you helped us?”

“Erm, well,” Aziraphale answered with a smile 
that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “I should be alright if 
they don’t know about what happened at the mar-
ketplace. I doubt anyone bothered to ask if you two 
are really in prison … And even if they do find out, the 
worst they can do is banish me from Paradis.”

He really hoped that wouldn’t be the case, or his 
quest to meet Prince Raphael would be for nothing.

Adam and Eve didn’t seem too convinced, but 
Aziraphale eventually got them to get on the horse. 
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They bid farewell and he watched the couple’s fig-
ures shrink in the distance. When they were finally 
out of sight, Aziraphale sighed and began head-
ing back.

The trip back was uneventful, as no one really 
batted an eye at a guardsman entering the city. He 
walked quickly toward the marketplace, not want-
ing to waste any time. He knew he would get into 
trouble if the captain was looking for him there. 
Well, at least no one seemed to have noticed the 
missing horse in the stable either. That would be 
two strikes for him in one day.

Thankfully, when he arrived, nothing seemed 
to be out of the ordinary. People were still mind-
ing their own business and he was the only guard 
around. Perhaps he really did have his mother’s 
blessing.

Aziraphale wandered the area, making him-
self look busy while in fact he was bored out of 
his mind. He would rather be in the Great Library, 
or back in his rented room enjoying a cup of hot 
chocolate. He remembered how much of a jarring 
change it was when he first came to Paradis. Back 
in Ardrast, he was on his way to being promoted to 
Platoon Leader, had he not made such fatal mis-
takes. From a soldier on the battlefield, now he was 
back to being just a guard, looking for petty crim-
inals to apprehend, or stop a random skirmish on 
the street.

The leadership style of his new captain con-
trasted so much from what he was used to in his 
homeland. Ardrastians were, as a rule, more per-
sonable than the people of Paradis. It was quite 
easy to befriend one’s superiors as opposed to 
the strained relationships of command in Pardis. 
Aziraphale felt like he was always walking on egg-
shells! Certainly wouldn’t think to invite any of his 
comrades around for a drink. To say nothing of the 
way they treated him after hearing his accent for 
the first time. Not that he could blame them, given 
their countries’ shared history, but still. One does get 
homesick.

Unfortunately, he had made a vow to himself to 
not return until he had figured out his destiny. He 
never would’ve worked for the same people who 
once caused countless of Ardrastian deaths, had it 
not been for the cryptic instruction given to him by 
his own mother, no less.

11  A sprawling desert on the far eastern edge of the continent, just before the Gem Sea.

“Why did I listen to her anyway?” Aziraphale mut-
tered to himself. “It’s not like she was ever around 
for me growing up … ”

He was then snapped out of his thoughts when 
he heard someone shouting at the top of his lungs.

“Come one! Come all!” The man appeared to 
also possess an accent. He didn’t sound like a typ-
ical Paradisan. Aziraphale looked around for the 
source of the voice. It didn’t take him long to find 
a small crowd that had gathered. However, he 
couldn’t see the person who was talking over the 
heads of the curious marketgoers. Either the person 
was sitting down, or too short for him to see.

“You are all very lucky today! For the greatest 
musician of Devil Claw11 here to entertain you!”

Oh, a musician, Aziraphale thought with a smile. 
Well, he was bored.

Without even waiting for anyone to answer, the 
person had started playing his song. It was actu-
ally quite good, Aziraphale admitted. He wasn’t 
much into this particular type of music, but the 
person was very skilled with the strings. The 
melody from the lute really took his mind to a much 
calmer space—

Wait—A lute!?
Just as he thought, people around him started 

stumbling and collapsing, starting from the ones 
nearest to the musician. Aziraphale himself had 
wanted to run forward to catch the nearest person 
before they hit the ground. Yet, for some reason, his 
body felt sluggish. His muscles refused to move. 
The music in his ears was getting louder, and he fell 
to his knees.

Aziraphale managed to grab onto a stall next to 
him to keep himself from dropping completely, but 
his vision was fading in and out. He tried to focus his 
eyes. There, in the middle of the crowd of people 
who had collapsed onto each other, was a … small 
person with jet-black hair pulled

back in a messy bun. A few flyaway strands had 
come loose to dangle in front of a pair of graceful 
obsidian eyes that glittered with mischief when they 
landed on Aziraphale.

A kid?!

2 Years Ago …  
A Camp Outside Nebbu Village, Devil’s Claw Desert

A dagger whizzed through the air and buried 
itself, blade first, in the training dummy staked 
out in the sand. Two more daggers were flung 
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with expert precision, each one hitting their mark 
dead-center of the dummy’s head.

“Ha! I did it! Maoi12, did you see?”
The Halfling13 man whooped and jumped in 

a circle, kicking up sand as he went. His hair had 
come largely undone from his bun and the dark 
strands clung to his sweat-soaked forehead as he 
continued his impromptu little dance.

Some yards away, two women sat atop a 
crate and watched him with a pair of matching, 
fond smiles.

The woman on the left, a Tabaxi with red fur 
that was so light it was almost pink, clapped her 
paws slowly.

“Excellent, Crowley,” she purred. “You’ve passed 
the first test.”

 “What?” whined Crowley. “There are more?!”
The Tabaxi shifted in her seat, leaning forward 

smugly. Her long tail swayed from side to side. “I 
haven’t tested you in combat yet.” Her eyes glinted 
dangerously.

The person to her left, a woman 
with thick, grey hair that flowed 
down her back in a chaotic mess 
and seemed to constantly catch 
the wind, strummed her lute 
absentmindedly.

“Really, Devi? I think he’s done 
enough, don’t you?” she tutted.

Devi stared at her wife in 
mock-horror.

“You? Turning down a chance to 
watch some free violence? Who 
are you and what have you done 
with my Elle?!”

The grey-haired woman, Elle, 
rolled her eyes and playfully 
shoved Devi off the crate, who landed expertly on 
her back paws.

“Alright, little man. For your next test, you have to 
last five minutes in combat with me. Do whatever 
you have to do to survive—”

“That means fight dirty!” Elle interrupted from her 
seat on the crate.

Devi sighed. “Yes. Fight dirty.”
Though Crowley only went up to their hips, he 

was quick and agile with a low center of grav-
ity. He drew two more daggers from his belt and 
twirled them in his hands, parting his feet in a 
combat stance.

“I’m ready when you are,” he declared with great 
solemnity.

12  “Mother” in Halfling.

13  A race of very short humanoid individuals whose heights rarely exceed 3ft. Can be found all over the continent, as they 
had no original homeland; if they did, the location has long since been lost to time.

Devi smirked. “Excellent.”
“Waaaait!” Devi and Crowley turned to Elle, who 

had leapt from her seat. “Every sparring match 
needs awesome music!”

With that, her fingers flew across the chords 
of her lute, playing a fast-paced tune. Her bardic 
magic began to flow, and Crowley could feel a 
surge of energy rush through him, brushing away 
the fatigue from his throwing practice. He allowed 
himself a full-faced grin.

The grin quickly dropped away, however, when 
Devi lunged forward almost faster than Crowley 
had time to react. She slashed for his torso, but he 
was able to dodge backwards. Her first attack was 
immediately followed by a second one to catch him 
off guard, but he was expecting that. She’d trained 
him well, after all.

Crowley ducked his head, tucking it against 
himself and he barreled straight into Devi’s legs, 
knocking her clean off her feet and onto her back. 

She quickly rolled to the side, 
however, and was immediately 
up again.

She slashed, with both dag-
gers this time, and Crowley yelped 
when he felt the blade just nar-
rowly miss his head, shearing off a 
tuft of hair close to his ear.

“Ay-yah! Don’t actually kill me!” 
he shouted.

Devi ignored him and kicked 
him square in the chest with her 
foot-paw, sending him to the 
ground. Crowley had been count-
ing on that, however, and grabbed 
a fistful of sand to hurl directly 
into her eyes. Devi screeched and 

pawed at her own face to clear away the grit, then 
froze when she felt Crowley leap onto her back and 
bring the point of his dagger against her nape.

“What the—”
“Yield!” he demanded.
Devi did so, lifting her arms into the air just as 

Elle’s song concluded. The five minutes were up.
“Woo! You did it!” Elle shouted.
“Haha!” Crowley cheered as well. He let go of 

Devi and dropped himself back on his feet. “I won! 
Now you two must keep your promise!”

“Alright, alright.” Devi sighed. Then she smiled at 
him, patting his head. “After you finish your—”

“Alright, let see  
what you’ve got.”  

He patted down the 
guardsman but came 

up empty. Crowley 
made a noise of 

disgust. “Really? No 
coin pouch? Not even 
a sword? What kind of 

guard are you?”
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“Final trial?” Crowley interrupted. He tossed 
something up in the air and caught it. It was Devi’s 
coin purse. “I think this speak for itself.”

Elle burst into heaving laughter, clapping her 
hands as Devi fumbled for her side, and discov-
ered that Crowley had indeed nicked her coin purse 
during their match.

“You-you—” Devi’s face morphed from shock and 
indignation to gentle pride tinged with wistful resig-
nation. “You did it … ”

“I never managed to steal from you before. Fig-
ured you’d make me do it.” Crowley shrugged with a 
mischievous grin.

“You little weasel.” Devi booped him on the nose 
but smiled affectionately. They heard steps on 
the sand and turned to see Elle making her way 
toward them.

“I’d say you did a good job training him.” Elle 
leaned down to peck her wife on the cheek, making 
the Tabaxi look away. Her blush wasn’t visible under 
all that fur, but she suddenly became shy.

“Well, now that you’ve earned our permission for 
you to leave home,” Elle then started, “I believe a 
farewell party is in order tonight.”

“Wouldn’t that be a little too late to set up now? 
There’s a lot of planning to do. And the guests.” Devi 
fretted. “Dirna’s family can’t come on such short 
notice.”

“I’ll handle it,” Elle said and winked. “Besides, a 
little chaos isn’t going to hurt.”

As Devi was pouting, Crowley scratched his head 
awkwardly. “D-do we need to invite them? I mean, 
she’s married now and … ”

“You aren’t going to see us for years, little one. I 
think it’s appropriate to say goodbye to them.” Elle 
nodded sagely. “Besides, they are the only people 
around here who aren’t going to turn us in for a 
bounty.” She grimaced.

“We wouldn’t have a bounty if someone hadn’t—”
“Ah-ah-ah!” Elle interrupted her wife with a wave 

of her hand. “We can stand around all day blaming 
me, but will that really get us anywhere?”

Devi muttered something vaguely mutinous 
under her breath. Elle scooted past her to sneak her 
way into the village but paused. Her lips pursed and 
her brow furrowed as she considered something. 
Then, she whirled back around with a near-manic 
grin. “Oh! That reminds me! I have something for 
you, little one!”

“Oh no … ” mumbled Devi.
Elle unslung the lute from its holster on her back 

and presented it to Crowley.
 “That’s uh … a bit too big for me,” he said and 

chuckled awkwardly. The lute was almost as tall 
as he was!

Elle made an “Ah!” of realization, then traced 
her fingertip across the lute’s surface. As she did, it 
shrank down into a size appropriate for a Halfling. 
When that was done, she handed it to him.

“Here you go! Fixed it. Give it a try.”
Crowley took the instrument in reverent hands.
“But-but this your lute,” he protested. “I’ve never 

seen you without it!”
He tried to hand it back, but Elle covered his 

much smaller hands in her own larger, calloused 
ones and pressed the instrument gently into 
his arms.

“Yes. And now it’s yours. Think of it as a good luck 
gift from your Maoi.”

Crowley’s bottom lip wobbled, and he flung him-
self into his mother’s arms as best he could while 
holding the lute out to the side.

“Th-thank you! Thank you! I’ll think of you both 
whenever I play it, and I’ll play it every day!” He 
sniffled.

“Take good care of it. It has powerful magic,” Elle 
said with an affectionate tap to his nose.

“That means you should be very careful with 
it,” Devi snarked, coming to stand beside her wife. 
“Who knows what sort of dangerous enchantments 
she’s placed on that thing.”

Elle made several choked off noises of indigna-
tion and Devi ignored them all in favor of stooping 
down to press a quick, maternal kiss to Crowley’s 
forehead, which almost felt like it tingled.

“There. Bit of extra luck since you’ll be going out 
on your own,” she said with a smile. Crowley’s eyes 
shone, and he quickly wiped away the tears that 
threatened to fall.

“Hey, this me we’re talking about,” he rasped. 
“When have I ever needed luck? I’ve got skill.”

Two Years Later … 
Crowley was pleased.
The last chords of his tune faded out at the same 

time the last of his soon-to-be victims dropped off 
to sleep where they stood.

All except for one.
A guardsman, from the look of his armor, was 

leaning against a stall, clutching at it in a feeble 
attempt at keeping himself upright. He was tall, 
with wavy blond hair and sky-blue eyes that kept 
opening and closing sluggishly as he fought to stay 
awake. Crowley hummed in surprise. It wasn’t every 
day that someone had enough willpower to resist 
his Sleep Song.

Despite this guardsman’s formidable will, Crow-
ley saw the other man’s fingers slip from the stall’s 
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edge and he crashed to the ground with a clatter of 
steel. Crowley smirked to himself.

Another one down for count.
He didn’t have much time before more guards 

turned up, so he had to act quickly. Admittedly, 
it was a bit reckless of him to have enchanted 
so many people at once—already he could hear 
shouts of outrage from other market goers who had 
been out of hearing range and called for guards—
but he’d fully intended for this to be his last hit 
before moving on to the next city, so why not go out 
with a bang?

With a bit more nonchalance than the situation 
warranted, Crowley strolled between the downed 
people and began helping himself to whatever he 
could find. Jewelry, money, expensive goods they 
had purchased—all were fair game. He spotted a 
human nobleman holding a

luxurious-looking coat in one slack-fingered 
hand (most likely purchased just that morning) and 
he whistled lowly in appreciation. It would be a bit 
big on him, yes, but he could always tailor it down 
later. His mothers had taught him sewing, citing its 
usefulness in repairing clothes when on the road, 
and he mentally thanked them for their foresight.

He reached down and tugged the purple gar-
ment from the nobleman’s hands and slipped it 
around his own shoulders. Oh yeah, definitely too 
big, but not enough to trip him up, so still wearable 
enough for the time being.

One-by-one he threaded his way through the 
sleeping crowd, snatching up whatever he could 
get his sneaky little hands on, until he came to 
the blond guard, who still seemed to be trying to 
fight off the enchantment, even as he lay prone on 
the ground.

Crowley sauntered over and took a moment 
to inspect the guardsman, wondering if it would 
be worth the effort to check his pockets. Guards 
weren’t exactly wealthy, after all. Crowley gave a 
sharp kick and the guardsman rolled onto his stom-
ach with a groan, which revealed just how unusual 
he really was.

Instead of a solid sheet of steel for the back-
plate, a circular piece of it had been completely 
removed in what appeared to be a custom smithing 
job. Through the hole, Crowley could see pale skin 
marked with strangely shaped patches of pink.

Like scars … 
Against his better judgement, Crowley couldn’t 

help but reach down and trace his fingertips over 
the scars.

“What … happened to you?” he whispered.
“Nergh … ”

The guard’s mumble snapped Crowley back 
to attention. Since he was here, may as well help 
himself.

“Alright, let see what you’ve got.” He patted down 
the guardsman but came up empty. Crowley made 
a noise of disgust. “Really? No coin pouch? Not 
even a sword? What kind of guard are you?”

The guard—Crowley had mentally taken to call-
ing him “Blondie”—groaned.

“I-I gave it away,” he slurred.
Crowley blinked in surprise.  “Ah? What?”
“I gave it away!” Blondie whined, his eyes unfo-

cused. “Th-they jus’ wanted sum food an’-an’ she 
was expecting s-so I said, ‘Here! Sssshhword an’ 
money. Don’ thank me … ’”

Crowley straightened up, reluctantly impressed.
“Huh. Guard who does right thing. Stranger 

things have happened, I guess,” he said with a 
shrug. “Oh well, I’ve got what I need.” Crowley patted 
the guard’s cheek. “You’ll be fine, handsome. I’m 
impressed. Ciao!”

He went to walk away, but suddenly felt his wrist 
seized in a grip that felt like iron and he yelped. 
Blondie was staring up at him from the ground, his 
eyes gaining a bit more clarity.

“It’s-it’s you!” Blondie gasped. “You’re the musi-
cal thief!”

With every word, a bit more cognizance seemed 
to return to his eyes. Slowly, he started push-
ing himself upright and Crowley began to panic 
internally.

What the fuck? What the fuck?!
“I have to … bring you in!” The guard continued.
Crowley tried pulling his arm away, which didn’t 

work because of the guard’s sudden determina-
tion. He heard more shouting from somewhere and 
started getting anxious. He wasn’t ready to go to 
prison—again!

Having no choice, Crowley grabbed an apple 
from the stall next to him and threw it at the guard’s 
head. The fruit bounced off to the side and didn’t 
seem to hurt the guy in the slightest, but he felt 
the grip loosen enough for him to wiggle his arm 
free. Thanks to the thick fancy coat’s long sleeves, 
he just needed to slip out of the coat and made a 
run for it.

“So long, sucker!” Crowley cackled as he ran.
The coat was a lost cause, but he felt no great 

loss. Like his mothers always told him: The thief who 
hides or runs away, lives to steal another day.

He looked back over his shoulder and felt his 
heart plunge straight down to his knees.

Blondie was getting up!
The guard grunted and heaved himself to his 

feet with what looked to be a great amount of 
exertion. He shook his head once, golden curls 
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bouncing around his face, then his eyes sharpened 
and focused on Crowley. A snarl marred his other-
wise handsome features, and Crowley felt his heart 
sink even further, if that were at all possible.

Crowley ducked and bobbed between the 
crowds, but he couldn’t seem to shake his dogged 
pursuer.

“Halt!” Blondie shouted, and people dove out of 
his way to avoid the behemoth of steel and righ-
teous anger that charged after Crowley.

Crowley vaulted over a crate, knocking over sev-
eral more as he did in an attempt to slow the guard 
down. It worked for all of the five seconds it took 
Blondie to pause, back up a few paces, then take 
a running leap clear over the downed crates and 
landing on the other side hard enough to crack the 
cobblestones beneath his boots.

Crowley wasn’t afraid to admit he shrieked a 
little, then.

In one desperate bid, he dropped to his hands 
and knees and crawled beneath the voluminous 
folds of a woman’s skirts. The woman didn’t seem to 
notice him, but did notice when Blondie

suddenly grabbed the hem of them and hoisted 
it up, exposing her bloomers and the terrified Hal-
fling crouching beneath.

“Eep!”
“A-ha!”
“How dare you!”
Blondie yelped as a parasol came down repeat-

edly on his head.
“W-wait, ma’am! There’s—”
“You should be ashamed of yourself! Peeking up 

a woman’s skirts like some kind of pervert!”
“It’s not what you think!”
She thwacked Blondie once more for good 

measure, and Crowley took this chance to sneak 
away, giggling maliciously to himself the entire way. 
That ought to knock the wind out of that pompous 
guard’s sails! As soon as he could, Crowley leapt to 
his feet and booked it for one of the narrower side 
streets that led away from the market.

As he ran, the sounds of parasol-whacking and 
the hubbub from the square died down until the 
only sounds to be heard were Crowley’s pant-
ing breaths and the slap-slap-slap of his shoes on 
the cobbles. He came out the side street onto an 
empty, but larger, thoroughfare. He allowed his 
steps to slow and a smug tendril of satisfaction to 
curl in his stomach.

Another heist perfectly executed. And what a 
heist it was!

He toyed with the idea of returning to this city 
in a year or two once the heat from this latest rob-
bery died down and he was no longer a wanted 

Halfling. Maybe he’d aim his sights higher. Maybe 
the palace even … 

He was pulled from his thoughts when a single, 
pearly-white feather fluttered down from the sky 
and drifted in front of his face. Curious, he plucked 
it out of the air. It didn’t look like any bird he’d ever 
seen, but if he had to hazard a guess, he would 
have picked a dove based on the color. He turned it 
over in his hands, inspecting the vane and running 
his thumb over the edge. It was … warm.

He looked up in time to see several more feath-
ers floating to the ground. “What—”

Then, something whooshed through the air, like 
the sound of massive sails unfurling in the ocean 
breeze as a shadow darkened the ground in front of 
him. Crowley turned around, half-expecting to see 
some giant bird of prey come to snatch him up.

The reality was so much different.  He couldn’t 
help it.

He screamed.

Crowley thrashed and wriggled like a worm on a 
hook. This was so humiliating.

Not only had he been caught by that stubborn 
blond guardsman, but he wasn’t even afforded 
the dignity of being dragged to the dungeons in 
chains like a proper prisoner. Instead, his lute had 
been confiscated, and he’d been tucked under the 
guard’s—who he’d learned was named Aziraphale 
after he was dragged to the dungeon for process-
ing—arm like a bit of luggage to be carried.

“Stop squirming, or I might drop you,” Aziraphale 
scolded as they descended the winding steps into 
the dungeon below Bluestone Palace.

“That’s kind of the point!” Crowley snarked, giving 
an extra hard thrash.

Aziraphale merely tightened his grip and Crow-
ley felt a bit of the wind squeezed out of him. By the 
Ancestors, this man was strong! As they reached 
the bottom of the staircase, another guard stepped 
out from the gloom. This one was much shorter 
than Aziraphale and had to tilt his head back a little 
to look up at him.

“U-um … state your b-business,” the new guard 
stammered.

 “Guardsman Aziraphale, bringing in a new 
prisoner.”

“Wha—I don’t even get trial?!” Crowley 
complained.

“Not when I witnessed you committing the rob-
bery firsthand,” Aziraphale replied. He handed 
the lute to the smaller guardsman. “Here. Bring 
this to the evidence room. Be careful with it. It’s 
enchanted.”
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The other guardsman saluted, then scampered 
off to fulfill his given task. Aziraphale continued past 
the rows of cells, then to another row near the back 
that was almost completely empty.

“Oh? Private suite, ah?” Crowley grumbled.
“Actually, you’ll be ‘bunking’ with two other pris-

oners,” Aziraphale replied. “I’m putting you in a 
temporary holding cell with them while you await 
your proper sentencing.”

“Mekiep!”14 Crowley snapped. “I’m no different 
than you! We’re both just trying to make it in this 
world, right? Come on! Help a guy out!”

He received no sympathy from the guard, who 
slid the cell door open and put him down on the 
cobblestone floor like a misbehaving child.

“Not cooperating will only make it worse for you, 
little man,” said Aziraphale. He backed out of the 
door, keeping a close eye on Crowley.

“I’m not little!” Crowley protested.
Aziraphale raised one eyebrow at him, making 

Crowley self-conscious. He knew he was only a bit 
over the guy’s waist, but compared to other Hal-
flings out there, he was tall.

The Halfling watched Aziraphale close the 
prison door with a frustrated pout. He was out of 
options … Or perhaps not? Crowley leaned against 
the bars with a charming smirk on his face. He 
flicked his head back so stray hair strands wouldn’t 
cover his vision.

“Well, handsome, my name’s Crowley. I know 
we’ve started off on the wrong foot, but … How about 
you let me go with you? I’m sure I’ll be able to give 
you something reaaally nice in return.”

His eyes were dreamy as he bounced his 
eyebrows.

“And what would that be?” Aziraphale squinted.
“Ahh, anything you like. Up to you. We’ll figure 

it out together. In your room.” Crowley winked and 
blew his captor a kiss.

The other man looked at him with a half-tired 
expression, and turned the key, locking the door 
before turning to leave without looking back. Crow-
ley made an offended gasp and shook the bars.

“It because I’m a Halfling, isn’t it?” he shouted 
after Aziraphale.

There was no response, only the sound of a 
heavy wooden door opening and closing. Crowley 
narrowed his eyes with a pout. Then stopped hold-
ing onto the metal bars. He looked down at his arm 
cuffs and sighed.

“Well, that went down like—” he muttered, “Eh—
Something that flies—I don’t know what … ”

“Are you done?” came a deep, annoyed voice 
from behind him, followed by a low rumbling

14  “Damn it!” in Halfling.

noise like that of a beast. Crowley felt all the hair 
at his back stand as a chill ran down his spine.

He swallowed, then slowly turned around.
In the dark corner of his prison cell, two pairs of 

glowing eyes, one amber and one white, were star-
ing straight at him.

To Be Continued on AO3 … 
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ANTHONY CROWLEY SMILED AT THE MAN IN 
front of him as he entered his PIN in the credit card 
machine.

“Thank you so much. And your receipt. Here are 
your new shirts, sir.” Crowley handed the customer 
the glossy red bag with black rope handles and the 
customer thanked him. “Have a lovely day, sir.” The 
bell jangled as the customer headed out the shop 
door onto Savile Row.

Crowley sighed and stretched. It had been a 
busy Saturday in his shop, and he was ready to 
head home for a decent drink and collapse in front 
of the telly. He called out for his assistant.

“Newt! I’m gonna lock up. Are you ready?”
Newt appeared from the back office. “Yes, Crow-

ley; I’ve turned the computer off, and washed up the 
cups in the kitchen. Ready when you are.”

“Great, come on.” Crowley went to the door and 
locked it, flipped over the sign to CLOSED, pulled 
down the blind, and the pair departed through the 
back door.

“Any plans for tonight, Newt?” asked Crowley 
as he set the alarm, locked the door behind them, 
and they walked out the alley that led onto the 
main street.

“Anna and I are seeing that new film with that 
bloke from that sci-fi show … er … David thingy, the 
Scottish bloke.”

“Oh right, yeah I quite like his stuff,” replied Crow-
ley. “Things going well with you and Anna then?”

Newt smiled and blushed, then nodded. “Seems 
to be so far, thanks. She’s started a new job, actu-
ally. Advertising manager for a company on Greek 
Street—a fabric shop.”

“Fabric shop? Sounds interesting. Do you think I 
should get to know them? Could be a good collab-
oration with the shop.”

“Maybe. I can get the owner’s details off Anna 
and you could give them a call.”

“Sounds good. Ok, I’ll see you Monday. Mind how 
you go.”

“And you, bye.”

The pair went their separate ways and Crowley 
headed for his flat in Mayfair. It was only a 10-minute 
walk, and it was a pleasant evening to enjoy the 
streets of London. A small moment of peace 
between the commuters leaving for home and the 
party and theatre crowd arriving for an evening in 
the city.

He arrived at his block and let himself in. He 
nodded at the concierge and went up in the lift, 
exiting on the 9th floor, and then let himself into his 
flat. After changing from his smart work suit into 
some loose trousers and a t-shirt, Crowley headed 
to the kitchen and yanked open the fridge door. 
Nothing to eat—as usual. Cooking was not Crow-
ley’s strong point. He picked up the leaflet for his 
favourite pizza shop and dialled the number.

“Hi, it’s Anthony from 6 Mayfair Place. Yeah, hi. 
Can I get my usual, please? Yup. Large meat feast, 
extra chillies. Ok—thanks, see ya soon.” After hang-
ing up Crowley poured himself a large glass of 
red wine from the open bottle on the counter. He 
headed for his lounge and, placing the glass care-
fully on the table, he flopped down and grabbed 
the remote control. Turning on the TV, he scrolled 
through the channels till he found an old movie he 
liked the look of. He sipped his wine, and shortly 
after the buzzer rang. He went and let in the pizza 
delivery boy, paid him, and brought the food back 
to his sofa.

Crowley’s flat was fairly minimalist. His large 
black sofa dominated the lounge, with a low coffee 
table in front of it. A glass top dining table stood 
near a window with two chairs tucked underneath it. 
The few shelves contained only a couple of books, 
a statue he had found in an antiques market and 
liked the look of, and several plants. His plants 
were his pride and joy and Crowley found looking 
after them rather therapeutic. The only other piece 
of art was a huge painting on one wall—it was of 
a green tree with red apples on it, and blue skies. 
Sliding up the trunk of the tree was a black and red 
coloured snake. Crowley had always found snakes 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/Miss_AJR/works
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fascinating—he even had a small tattoo of one just 
behind his right ear.

Crowley had never felt a need for much furni-
ture or decoration. Aged 38 and single, what was 
the point in having somewhere fancy with nobody 
to share it with? In any event, his tailoring business 
kept him extremely busy, with no time for rela-
tionships. ‘Classy As Hell’ had opened on Savile 
Row five years ago and Crowley had made it very 
successful. He felt it stood out from the more tra-
ditional tailors alongside him. No boring blue 
business suits for him—he specialized in colour and 
made the brightest suits and shirts for pop, rock 
and film stars, any age, shape, size, or gender. He 
gave his clients what they wanted, and they paid 
handsomely for a unique piece of Crowley cloth-
ing. His most recent one had been a silver suit for 
the rock singer Gabriel March. It had gained a huge 
amount of red-carpet attention, which was never a 
bad thing.

As he munched on his pizza, Crowley considered 
his next project. He had to make a suit for a young 
female singer who was performing at The Brit 
Awards. She had asked for something in pink and 
all the colours he had been looking at had just not 
fit the bill. He needed to try looking elsewhere. Per-
haps that new place on Greek Street that Newt had 
mentioned would have something?

After finishing his food Crowley topped up his 
wine, which he sipped through the rest of the film. 
When the credits rolled, he turned off the TV, tidied 
everything away, and headed for bed. Another Sat-
urday night—alone.

Monday rolled around and Crowley walked to 
his shop. He headed down the alley to the back 
door, where Newt was leaning against a wall waiting 
for him.

“Morning boss.”
“Hey Newt, you ok?”
“Great thanks, you?”
“Yeah, fine. How was your date?”
“Pretty good. The film was decent and then Anna 

and I went for a meal at this new sushi bar ‘round 
the corner. Food was nice.”

“Ugh, can’t bear sushi myself.” Crowley unlocked 
the door and turned off the alarm. The pair ran 
through their morning routine of coffee, check-
ing emails for new work, then unlocking the front 
door. Crowley remembered about the pink fabric 
he wanted.

“Hey Newt, did you ask Anna about that place on 
Greek Street? I need to look at material for that Brits 
job and it might be good to try somewhere new.”

“Oh yes, she gave me the details.” Newt picked 
up his phone and found the information he’d saved. 
“So, the owner is a Mr. Fell and they are called ‘Fab-
rica Angelica’.”

“They are called what?” Crowley burst out laugh-
ing. Newt looked confused. “Seriously? That is 
hilarious!”

“Why?”
“‘Angelica’ is a plant traditionally used for flatu-

lence. And ‘Fabrica’ is the Italian word for factory. So, 
this guy literally called his business ‘Fart Factory’,” 
Crowley continued to laugh as tears ran down his 
cheeks, and Newt ended up laughing with him.

“I’ll give you their number anyway,” he said.
“Ok fine, let’s see what this so-called business-

man has to offer. What a joker.” Crowley wiped his 
eyes and went back to checking the latest orders.

By Wednesday, Crowley had gotten in touch 
with Fabrica Angelica and made an appointment to 
come to their shop on Friday. He had not yet spoken 
to the mysterious Mr. Fell, only his assistant.

On Friday afternoon he left Newt in charge of the 
shop and headed for Greek Street, about 15 min-
utes’ walk from Classy As Hell. When he walked into 
the shop, he was hit with a nostalgic smell of old 
material, and the wooden shelving revealed racks 
of amazing rolls of fabric in a rainbow of colours. 
An older woman in bright clothes and dyed red hair 
approached him.

“Welcome to Fabrica Angelica, sir. How may I 
help you?” she smiled.

“Hi, name’s Crowley, Anthony Crowley from 
Classy As Hell. I have an appointment.”

“Oh yes, Mr. Crowley, how lovely to see you. My 
name is Tracey—I’m Mr. Fell’s assistant—we spoke 
on the phone. Thank you for coming. Mr. Fell is just 
finishing a call with a client but I’ll let him know you 
are here.”

“Cool, thanks,” grinned Crowley. Tracey smiled 
and walked off. Crowley looked around at the rolls 
of fabric and fingered some of the material. It was 
nice—none of your cheap mass produced stuff. 
Crowley knew quality when he felt it. He was just 
examining a pink fabric he liked the look of when a 
soft voice behind him said his name.

“Mr. Crowley, I’m Aziraphale Fell, delighted to 
make your acquaintance.”

Crowley turned and saw a man of about his age 
standing there, smiling. He smiled back, looking 
the man up and down. He was dressed in a very 
old-fashioned suit with a waistcoat; everything he 
wore was cream coloured, and he had on a bow tie 
that was tartan. And he was very attractive. Crowley 
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found himself taking in the blond hair and blue eyes 
and he licked his lips. He hadn’t been attracted to 
anyone in quite some time and this Fell person was 
definitely ticking some boxes for him. He stuck out 
a hand, which Fell accepted, and they shook hands. 
Crowley was surprised by the smooth hands and 
the firm grip.

“Anthony Crowley, and thank you for meeting 
me, Mr. Fell.”

“Oh, call me Aziraphale.”
“Ok—I’m Crowley.”
“Very well, Crowley.” The man smiled again, and 

Crowley was struck by the brightness of it. The light 
from the store window created almost a halo effect 
through his blond hair, and with his bright blue eyes, 
he was almost angelic.

“Aziraphale? That’s unusual,” he commented.
“Mmm, it’s an angel’s name. Religious family,” 

replied the man. “My brothers are Gabriel and 
Michael.”

“Interesting. Anyway, I wanted to have a discus-
sion about material. I own Classy As Hell on Savile 
Row. I am looking for something special for a new 
client.”

“Your reputation precedes you, Mr. Crowley. I am 
aware of your work.”

“Excellent. So, I have a client, a young female 
singer—she’s appearing at a huge event in a few 
months’ time, and has asked for a bright pink suit. 
She’s non-binary and wants something outstand-
ing. Pink to represent what is traditionally seen as 
female but in a masculine cut.”

“Very well, I think we have some fabrics that 
might be suitable.” Aziraphale led him to a rack 
of fabric, and they began discussing the colours. 
Crowley noticed there seemed to be a lot of tartan 
patterned fabric on the racks.

“Tartan, really?” he said.
“Tartan is stylish,” insisted Aziraphale. Crowley 

rolled his eyes.
“So why the name?” asked Crowley eventually.
“Excuse me?” asked Aziraphale.
“The name of your business.”
“‘Fabrica Angelica’? I chose it,” replied Aziraphale.
“Really? I mean, did you check what it means? 

It translates as something—well, let’s just say it’s 
not great.”

“What do you mean?”
“Um … well, it means, er … Fart Factory,” laughed 

Crowley. He stopped when he saw the look on 
Aziraphale’s face. He was furious.

“If you must know, Fabrica means ‘work’ and 
Angelica means ‘archangel’. It’s supposed to mean 
‘Work of an Angel’!”

“Oh.” Crowley felt embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I just—
look, I’m sorry.”

“Mr. Crowley, I think it might be better if you 
leave—I am not sure I have what you need.”

“Look, I said I‘m sorry. Maybe we can 
find some—”

“I said, I think you should leave.”
 “Mr. Fell, listen, I am sure we can come to an 

arrangement. I have an idea—”
“No! I am not interested!” Crowley decided to 

give up.
“Maybe we could have lunch later in the week,” 

he said. What was he doing, still talking? The man 
clearly hated him already!

“Mr. Crowley, I think I have made myself clear. 
Good day to you.” Aziraphale turned away and 
walked to an office at the rear of the shop. He qui-
etly and deliberately closed the door after him. 
Crowley was almost more annoyed at that than if he 
had slammed it shut.

Crowley left Fabrica Angelica and walked slowly 
back to his own shop. He couldn’t stop thinking 
about this man, Fell. Well, whatever happened he 
would try to speak to him again and apologize, 
see if this man had some fabric he could work with 
because he was running out of ideas. Nothing at 
all to do with the fact he wanted to see the blond 
angelic owner again.

In the office of Fabrica Angelica, Aziraphale Fell 
was feeling distinctly put out. How dare that rude 
man make such a suggestion about his shop name! 
Why would he want to work with someone like 
that? It was possible he had some fabric that would 
meet the man’s requirements, but why should he 
help him? He had been truthful about Crowley’s 
reputation—he was well known, and a collaboration 
would certainly be of benefit to Aziraphale. There 
was no denying he was attractive to look at, too and 
Aziraphale rather liked the slim cut black suit Crow-
ley had been wearing. The crimson shirt underneath 
complimented his flame-red hair, which Aziraphale 
found very … 

Aziraphale shook his head. What on earth was 
he doing, thinking of that horrible man? No way 
would he be attracted to someone so obnoxious. 
So why had Crowley asked him to lunch? What if he 
had said yes? Aziraphale groaned and put his head 
in his hands, his elbows on the desk. There was a 
knock on the door and Aziraphale briefly wondered 
if Crowley had returned when Tracey put her head 
around the door.

“You ok, love?” she smiled.
“Fine, thank you, Tracey. Just a little disagree-

ment with a customer.”
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“That Mr. Crowley? He seemed nice. Very good 
looking,” she winked.

“Yes, thank you, Tracey—he’s a customer, that 
is all.”

“So, is he coming back?” Aziraphale paused and 
thought for a moment.

“We’ll see,” he replied, trying to remove the 
image in his head of the red-haired man.

By Friday, Crowley had decided on his tactic to 
try and apologize to Aziraphale. Giving gifts wasn’t 
something Crowley was very experienced at, but he 
felt like he needed to start afresh with the blond. He 
left Newt in charge of Classy As Hell and picked up 
an expensive box of luxury chocolates from a shop 
near his. He walked to Greek Street and the bell 
over the door jangled as he entered. Tracey was 
standing at the counter and smiled at him.

“Hello dear. Back again?”
“Yes … er … I wondered if Mr. Fell was available?”
“Oh yes, he’s very available—not seeing anyone 

right now, if you know what I mean.” Crowley was 
brought up short as he realized what Tracey meant, 
and he felt his face flush.

“No, I mean is he free for me to speak to, 
please?”

“I’ll go and ask.” Tracey twirled away with a wink 
and headed for the office. For some reason, Crow-
ley felt nervous. He adjusted his slim tie, pulled 
his jacket straight and smoothed back his red hair. 
Tracey returned and beckoned him with a finger.

“Mr. Fell will see you now Mr. Crowley,” she said, 
holding the door for him. Crowley nodded his 
thanks and stepped through the door. He was sur-
prised at the space he stepped into—it was very 
different from the shop. Instead of the neatness of 
the shop, the office was crammed with all sorts of 
objects. Paintings hung on the wall, various statues 
were displayed on a table, and one entire wall was 
taken up with a huge bookcase which was creak-
ing under the overflow of books crammed onto it. 
Behind the desk sat Aziraphale, his fingers steepled 
and a frown on his face.

“Mr. Crowley, I can’t imagine what we have to dis-
cuss but—”

“I came to apologize,” Crowley blurted out. He 
thrust the box of chocolates forward. Aziraphale 
stared at it briefly before taking it from him carefully. 
“I’m sorry for what I said—it was very inappropriate. I 
would very much like to see you—er—do business 
with you.”

After a long pause, Aziraphale pulled the choc-
olates towards him and looked at the box. His eyes 
widened.

“These are from Chocolate Heaven! They are 
my favourite,” he smiled up at Crowley and Crow-
ley felt his stomach lurch. He watched as Aziraphale 
ripped off the wrapping and opened the box. He 
selected a chocolate and popped it into his mouth, 
and Crowley watched as his eyes closed and he let 
out a long moan of pleasure while munching on the 
sweet treat. Crowley swallowed hard—this was not 
how he expected things to go. Aziraphale opened 
his eyes.

“Mr. Crowley, I accept your apology. Anyone 
who can select my favourite chocolates can’t be all 
that bad. Shall we talk business?” Crowley blinked 
slowly, not quite believing what just happened.

“Um … yes … fine … yes, please-er- … thank you,” he 
burbled.

Over the next few weeks, Crowley spent more 
time at Fabrica Angelica as he and Aziraphale 
thrashed out the details of the fabric and design 
for the client. Crowley found himself looking for-
ward to the regular meetings with Aziraphale as 
they planned together. The event finally took place, 
and the client was delighted with the finished 
product, which got a lot of press attention for both 
businesses.

It was then that Crowley realized there was no 
reason to see Aziraphale anymore, and he felt gen-
uinely sad about it. He enjoyed talking to the blond 
shop owner and his stomach flip-flopped whenever 
he spent time with him. He could no longer deny he 
was attracted to him, but it was clear this was not 
reciprocated. Aziraphale had given no indication he 
meant anything other than business to Crowley.

Some weeks later Crowley received an invita-
tion to attend an important event, and decided he 
needed a new suit for the occasion. It gave him a 
reason to contact Aziraphale and make arrange-
ments to come and be measured for the new outfit. 
It was after business hours, but Aziraphale had said 
it would be easier if they didn’t interrupt their work-
day, so one evening Crowley walked over to the 
shop on Greek Street. He knocked on the shop door 
and Aziraphale opened it.

“Hello Crowley, do come in.”
“Thanks, Aziraphale. How was your day?”
“Fine thanks. Yours?”
“Busy, which is good.”
“Absolutely. Come through to the office, it’s 

warmer than the changing room. I can get your 
measurements and we’ll look at some fabrics for 
your new suit.” Crowley followed him to the office, 
which was warm and comforting. Aziraphale picked 
up his measuring tape from the desk.



108 THE INEFFABLE CON III 

“Right, let’s get started. If you could remove your 
jacket, please.” Crowley did so and placed it on 
a nearby chair. He watched as Aziraphale did the 
same, then he unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled up 
the sleeves, revealing firm forearms, dusted with 
fine blond hairs. Crowley had to drag his eyes away 
at the sight. Seemingly blissfully ignorant to Crow-
ley’s predicament, Aziraphale wrapped his arms 
around Crowley’s chest and pulled the tape mea-
sure around it.

“Thirty-six,” he murmured, scribbling it on a pad 
on the desk. He leaned down and wrapped the 
tape around Crowley’s waist.

“Thirty-two,” he said—more scribbling. Now he 
knelt down and wrapped the tape around Crowley’s 
hips. Crowley pulled in a sharp breath as Aziraphale 
reached around his slim hips, his hands touching 
him lightly.

“Thirty-four,” said Aziraphale. He looked up 
at Aziraphale from where he was kneeling, and 
Crowley swallowed as he looked 
into the blue eyes. “I’m going to 
measure your inseam now, ok?” 
Crowley nodded. Aziraphale 
placed the tape measure on his 
ankle and lifted it upwards and 
Crowley felt his hands slide gently 
up his leg. This was getting ridic-
ulous—he was finding it hard 
to focus.

“Thirty-six,” said Aziraphale, 
pulling away and standing up. 
He turned to the desk and wrote 
down the figures. “Lovely. OK, that 
all seems fine, shall we see what 
fabric will work for you?”

“Ngk-yes … fine,” muttered Crow-
ley, trying to pull his head back to 
the business and not the memory 
of Aziraphale’s hand on his leg. He followed 
Aziraphale out to the shop and they browsed the 
racks. Eventually, they settled on a deep red colour 
that appeared almost black. Crowley agreed on the 
amount he needed to make his new suit and the 
deal was done.

“Thanks for this Aziraphale, I really appreciate it.”
“Anytime, dear boy,” smiled Aziraphale. Dear boy? 

thought Crowley. He’d never said that before.
Aziraphale led him to the front door and 

unlocked it when Crowley remembered his jacket.
“Oh, I left my jacket in your office—I’ll just grab 

it.” He turned and headed to the back room. As 
he picked it up, he heard a loud noise and then 
Aziraphale shouted out. Crowley peeked through 
the gap in the partially open door and saw 
Aziraphale struggling with two men who had clearly 

forced their way in the open door. They looked 
scruffy and dirty and were dressed in filthy clothing.

“Where’s the money?” shouted the skinnier of 
the two.

“I don’t keep it here!” said Aziraphale, and then 
yelled again as the bigger of the men twisted 
Aziraphale’s arm up his back.

“I said. Where’s. The. Money?” demanded 
Skinny Man.

“Ah! I said it isn’t here, I—Ow! —banked it,” cried 
Aziraphale. Big Man kicked Aziraphale’s legs away 
and he fell to his knees.

“Then you better give us summat else, cos 
all this stuff looks very flammable to me, mate,” 
he growled. Aziraphale had tears in his eyes and 
Crowley knew he had to do something. He looked 
around in desperation, wondering if he could use 
something as a weapon. His eyes fell upon a sword 
hanging on one wall. It was some sort of very old, 
decorative thing but it might just work. Crowley 

silently went over to it and lifted it 
carefully off its display rack, then 
hefted it in his hand, trying to bal-
ance it. It seemed fairly sturdy.

He crept to the door and waited 
till both the men had their backs 
turned, then with a loud yell he 
threw the door open and charged 
across the shop, waving the sword 
above his head. The two men 
turned quickly and saw a demonic 
screaming figure in black running 
at them with a sword. They let 
Aziraphale go and were soon run-
ning out the door in fright.

There was a silence as the two 
men took in what had just hap-
pened. Aziraphale picked himself 
up off the floor where he had been 

pushed over and slowly stood up, assessing himself 
for any injuries. He turned to look at Crowley who 
stood there panting, still holding the sword.

“Well,” Aziraphale cleared his throat, “That was a 
thing.” Crowley laughed and passed him the sword.

“Why in hell’s name do you have a flamin’ 
sword hanging on your wall, Aziraphale?” he said. 
Aziraphale took the sword.

“It was a gift from a friend. Had it for ages. I-er … I 
guess I should say thank you.”

“Better not,” replied Crowley, “Just consider it 
a … favour. Are you going to call the police?”

“I imagine that would be the ideal option. I won’t 
mention the—” Aziraphale waved the sword.

“Right, well, I’ll be off then.”

“Hey Ang-Aziraphale, 
how are you?” 

Crowley managed 
to stop himself from 

saying the word 
‘angel’ just in time.

“I’m tickety-boo dear. 
How are things with 
you?” Tickety boo? 

This man got sweeter 
by the day!
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“Very good, I’ll be in touch about the fabric, 
Crowley.” Aziraphale walked him to the door. “Good-
night, Crowley.”

“Goodnight, Aziraphale,” Crowley said gently. He 
left and the door closed behind him. He didn’t know 
that Aziraphale leaned against the door and sighed, 
his eyes closed as he remembered how heroic 
Crowley had been.

Crowley was worried. He had not heard from 
Aziraphale for over a week and was wonder-
ing if he was ok after their dramatic incident. But 
that was not the only reason—Crowley had real-
ized he had developed feelings for this man. This 
unusual, angelic, frustrating blond man. He had 
begun asking Newt questions to ask Anna. Was he 
definitely into guys? Was he single? Did he date 
anyone? Newt had reported back the answers yes, 
yes, and no. This had pleased Crowley more than 
he thought it might. He was too nervous to make 
contact though—what would he say to him? A few 
days later he received a phone call from Aziraphale 
on his mobile.

“Crowley, it’s me, Aziraphale.”
“Hey Ang-Aziraphale, how are you?” Crowley 

managed to stop himself from saying the word 
‘angel’ just in time.

“I’m tickety-boo dear. How are things with you?” 
Tickety boo? This man got sweeter by the day!

“Fine, thanks. What can I do for you?”
“Your fabric arrived, and I wondered if it would be 

convenient for me to drop it off at your shop?”
“That would be fantastic, I’m here all day.”
“Perfect. See you later then.”
It was nearly 5pm when Aziraphale arrived carry-

ing the package of fabric. Newt was shutting up the 
shop when he arrived, and he showed Aziraphale 
through to Crowley’s office.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, boss.”
“Yup. See ya,” waved Crowley, studiously ignor-

ing Newt’s waggling eyebrows and winks. He turned 
to Aziraphale who handed him the parcel, which he 
quickly unwrapped.

“Perfect, this was definitely the right one to go 
for. Thank you.” he smoothed his hand over the 
fabric, pleased with the colour they had selected.

“Not at all, dear boy. Would you require some 
assistance with the pattern? My sewing skills 
are not suitable, but I can certainly help with the 
cutting.”

“Sure, that would be great.” Crowley took 
Aziraphale through to his cutting room where 
he had all the equipment he needed. For a 
couple of hours, they worked side by side as they 

manoeuvred the fabric. There were many more 
hours of work needed but Crowley at least man-
aged to get the basic design drafted. Eventually 
Crowley stretched and yawned.

“Oh, I am so sorry Crowley, I was so interested 
in what you were doing I lost track of time. I should 
go,” Aziraphale fluttered apologetically.

“It’s fine, Aziraphale. Always enjoy spending time 
with you,” he risked a glance at Aziraphale and 
was sure he noticed a pink blush stain his cheeks. 
Crowley turned away quickly and began to fold the 
fabric. In his haste, he knocked a tin of pins over, 
which rolled across the table. “Damn!” he reached 
to stop the escaping pins and then yelped as one 
stabbed his thumb.

“Are you ok?” asked Aziraphale.
“Hmmm, yeah just a pin stabbed me—danger of 

the job.”
“Let me see.” Aziraphale took Crowley’s hand 

and turned it so his thumb was facing him. With his 
other hand, he removed a white linen handkerchief 
from his top pocket and pressed it to the tiny drop 
of blood that was on the pad. He dabbed at it and 
wiped it away, then very gently stroked the spot 
with his own thumb.

“Better?” he asked softly. Crowley swallowed.
“Ngk-er … yeah … thanks,” he murmured. 

Aziraphale’s thumb was still moving, now almost a 
caress. Crowley looked up and his own eyes met a 
blue pair looking back at him. He cleared his throat 
and stepped away, trying not to notice how nice the 
warmth of Aziraphale’s hand had been.

“I think we’ve done enough work here. Can I 
interest you in a glass of something before you 
go?” Aziraphale stood silent for a moment before 
answering.

“I don’t see why not.” They headed back to Crow-
ley’s office, and he pulled out a bottle of wine and 
two glasses from a cupboard, pouring them both a 
drink. Once they were sat on the office sofa Crowley 
turned and held out his glass.

“To … new things,” said Crowley.
“Yes, new things,” repeated Aziraphale, and 

they clinked glasses. There was a comfortable 
silence while they sipped the wine, then Aziraphale 
spoke again.

“Crowley, do you mind if I ask you something?”
“Course you can An-Aziraphale.”
“Are we friends?” Crowley stared at him.
“What?”
“Well, you said you like spending time with me, 

and we’ve got to know each other fairly well over 
the last few months. So, are we friends?”

“Er-yes, of course … I-I do like spending time with 
you. Yes, we’re friends, Aziraphale.” Crowley took a 
sip of his wine.
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“And what if I said it would be most pleasant if 
we could consider being more than friends?”

Crowley nearly spat his wine back out and began 
to cough at the effort of not doing so. Aziraphale’s 
face fell.

“I’m so sorry dear, I didn’t mean to shock you. 
I’ve clearly overstepped the mark. I should go now.” 
Aziraphale placed his glass down and stood up. 
Crowley’s mind was racing a mile a minute but 
managed to engage itself and he reached out with 
one hand.

“No, wait! Don’t go, Angel.” He leapt up and 
caught Aziraphale’s wrist and Aziraphale looked 
down as his fingers closed around it. He looked 
back up at Crowley and all of a sudden Crowley 
was trying to control his breathing. Aziraphale lifted 
his other hand and gently touched his fingertips to 
Crowley’s face. Crowley’s hand gripped Aziraphale’s 
wrist more tightly. Aziraphale ran his fingers down 
Crowley’s face and rested his hand on Crowley’s 
shoulder.

“Angel?” he questioned quietly. Crowley took 
a shaky breath inward, then nodded. He released 
Aziraphale‘s wrist and instead linked his fingers with 
the same hand.

“You look like an angel to me,” murmured Crow-
ley. Aziraphale smiled, then moved his hand to 
Crowley’s chest.

“Thirty-six,” he said, not breaking eye contact. He 
moved his hand to Crowley’s waist.

“Thirty-two,” he said. His hand moved once more 
to Crowley’s hips.

“Thirty-four,” he smiled. Crowley moved his free 
hand to close over Aziraphale’s on his hip.

“Angel, you-you remember them?” Aziraphale 
lowered his eyes and nodded.

A silence followed, heavy with expectation. 
Crowley made a decision, and his lips landed 
on Aziraphale’s, just a gentle brush, warm and 
soft. Aziraphale made a slight noise as Crowley 
pulled back.

“Angel, is this going where I think it’s going?”
“I certainly hope so,” replied Aziraphale, and he 

pulled Crowley towards him. They kissed properly 
this time, arms wrapping ‘round each other. Eventu-
ally they broke apart, and Aziraphale giggled.

“I didn’t know I was so amusing,” Crowley raised 
an eyebrow.

“I’m sorry. It’s just that Anna predicted this.”
“What?”
“She’s into tarot and things. She did a card read-

ing and the cards I drew meant ‘a strong bond 
between two people’, ‘presence of a long-term 
partner’, and ‘knight in shining armour’.” Crowley 
flushed the same colour as his hair and Aziraphale 

laughed. “Well, you did come to my rescue, 
my dear.”

“I suppose so. So, you think this was meant to 
happen? Written in the stars?”

“Maybe. You could say we were … tailor made for 
each other?”

Crowley’s mouth dropped open. “You did not just 
say that?” Aziraphale smirked. “Oh, you … ”

And Crowley claimed his lips again, just to shut 
him up. 
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Apricots & Apples
SODIUM AZIDE D SodiumAzide1 | AO3 Sodium_Azide

After the End That Wasn’t, an angel discovers technology and the wonders of 
emojis. Crowley tries to hold himself together long enough to thank his lucky 
stars.

Rating: Teen | CW: None

THE POST-ARMAGEDIDN’T ERA OF SIMPLE FREE-
dom lasted a whopping three weeks. The end of 
this marked the beginning of an entirely differ-
ent era in Crowley’s life, although he wasn’t aware 
of this until the day was nearly over. In Crowley’s 
defense, he had been dealing with an increasing 
frequency of telemarketers and robo-calls, so he 
hadn’t been picking up his cell phone since Monday, 
instead filling the time with naps and calling the 
angel on his landline to make sure it was all copa-
cetic over in the land of ten million pages.

Aziraphale had discovered emojis.
He took to them like a duck to blackmail.
Piecing together the story later, it had begun 

with a customer. Of course it had. Humans mucked 
everything up.

She was polite, and dark-haired, and just wanted 
out of the rain, and was entirely deaf-mute. She had 
typed the request into her tablet and held it out 
for Aziraphale, who had of course been thrilled to 
play host. His BSL was serviceable but slow enough 
that his guest had passed over her screen for him 
to hunt and peck into. Much tea was poured, and 
many biscuits were nibbled. Once the weather had 
improved a bit, she had typed her thank-yous and 
a sparkling heart emoji, which had charmed the 
socks off the angel. She left the bookshop, almost 
visibly glowing with blessings, having demon-
strated all of her favorite cutesy pictures for the 
enchanted angel.

The lovely stack of cell phones that Crowley 
had been gifting him ever since they were invented 
had all been entirely untouched in a neat little 
plastic-coated stack of boxes. Crowley teased 
him about it but kept on giving them to him in the 
vague hope that one of them would appeal to 
the angel enough that he would eventually suc-
cumb and keep one tucked into his pocket. Then 
he could make sure that he could immediately find 
Aziraphale no matter where he was and pop out of 
the phone if necessary.

The idea of having a demonic bodyguard a 
click away wasn’t enough of a draw, but a rain-
bow-patterned heart with three yellow sparkles was 
apparently irresistible. Crowley would never ever 
understand what made the angel tick.

Aziraphale had not only discovered emojis, 
he had carefully scrolled through every possible 
option and easily made the connection between 
ancient pictographic languages and current usage.

Aziraphale had spent the entirety of Tuesday 
and Wednesday sending him a stream-of-con-
sciousness recitation of his daily doings using only 
pictures.

He had no idea how the angel had managed to 
import Egyptian hieroglyphs into the phone, but by 
all that was holy and unholy, there they were.

Crowley’s eyes were far better for images than 
written words, but it had been a while since the 
Pharaohs.

So after he had finally picked up his phone 
(which wouldn’t dare run out of charge) and gog-
gled at the literally hundreds of multicolored texts 
that Aziraphale had sent, he was not in the correct 
state of mind to translate a dick joke.

Oh damn. Oh hell.
There were so many dick jokes.
He rubbed his fists into his eyes. His phone obe-

diently hovered in midair where he had left it. After 
some deep breaths, which helped nothing, Crowley 
gathered himself up. Ok. This was just his demonic 
point of view. There was absolutely no way that the 
angel was sending raunchy jokes and incredibly flir-
tatious innuendos.

This was all perfectly innocent. Somehow.
The angel never flirted with him. The angel had 

never flirted with him, was not flirting with him now, 
nor would be flirting with him in the future.

There must be some possible way that he was 
misinterpreting all of these aubergine emojis.

Nope, that one was a peach.
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And now the angel had added in some rather 
grammatically-suspicious Sumerian implying that 
Crowley’s skinny self would be more of an apricot.

The absolute nerve.
Ok, this was happening. This was actually 

happening. This might actually be in-real-life hap-
pening. Holy shit.

Crowley cracked his neck, and his thumbs hov-
ered over the phone screen for a very long thirty 
seconds. He pressed ‘call’.

Exactly one minute later, Crowley fell out of the 
phone line onto a pile of pillows that Aziraphale had 
evidently placed onto the floor in anticipation. That 
small gesture made his bones feel all wobbly.

Fortunately, Aziraphale was right there, close 
enough to be easily grabbed and pliant enough to 
be pulled onto the nest of cushions and blankets 
with him. Crowley laid his hand against the angel’s 
cheek and his heart thudded painfully as Aziraphale 
pushed into his palm. He was the most beautiful 
creature in the world.

Crowley waited for a long moment. Aziraphale’s 
small smile shifted a bit sideways and grew up into 
a smirk. “I really thought I had spelled it out for you, 
my dear,” he murmured.

Crowley swallowed. His angel reached out and 
gathered him close. He hadn’t realized that he was 
trembling. Aziraphale held him tightly, murmuring 
sweet little endearments that no one had used for 
decades and centuries. Maybe he had been storing 
them up.

Eventually Crowley recovered enough and clam-
bered awkwardly among the softness until he was 
looming in a suitably demonic and seductive way 
over the best angel that had ever been created. 
“What changed?” he rasped.

Aziraphale smiled up at him. “I’m not afraid any-
more, darling. And we’ve always been such fools, I 
thought a lighthearted beginning was suited for this. 
For us.”

“Us?”
Aziraphale nodded. “Us. We. You and I. Our side.”
Crowley gave a little sniff and tried to scowl. He 

opened his mouth to tell off the angel who had 
needed more than all the time in the world to come 
around to the idea of a snuggle, but what came out 
was: “My arse is not an apricot.”

His angel cackled beneath him and pulled him 
down with eager hands. “Would you have preferred 
an apple?”

Crowley kissed him to shut him up. 
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A Sense of Love
DANNYE CHASE (HOLYCATSANDRABBITS)
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Aziraphale is overjoyed to realize that angels can’t sense love.

Rating: Gen | CW: None

AZIRAPHALE HAD BEEN TOLD THAT ANGELS 
could sense love. He’d been told a lot of things, and 
he knew now that some of them had been false. 
But sorting out Heaven’s lies was difficult, especially 
at the pace things had been flowing as they neared 
the end of the world. Aziraphale was a patient 
angel. It would have been nice to have had the time 
to look over all of Heaven’s teachings like one of his 
misprint Bibles, going through the verses one by 
one. ‘Oh, ha ha. No, John the Baptist never said that. 
A mistake.’

‘Oh, angels can’t really sense love. Who wrote that 
in here? How silly.’

But there had been no time for that. And yes, 
the world was back now, restored by Adam. But 
Aziraphale’s mind was not so easily cleared.

Aziraphale had not seen the bookshop burn. 
He’d not faced fire at all. This morning, Aziraphale 
had gone down to Hell, where he’d been met with 
a tub of holy water, and that was what it felt like, 
inside his head. Like his mind had been flooded and 
was now a sodden mess of things strewn about the 
floor. Aziraphale was picking through it, piece by 
piece, and every so often, he’d find something he’d 
been told that wasn’t true. Washed clean by water, 
you could see that it was full of holes.

If Aziraphale had ever allowed such a possi-
bility into his mind before—Heaven can be wrong 
about things—this notion that angels could sense 
love would have stuck out immediately. Because 
Aziraphale was in love. And Gabriel didn’t know. 
Sandalphon and Uriel didn’t know. They teased him 
about Crowley, but they didn’t realize it was love, 
and they never had.

That wasn’t even the important part. Aziraphale 
could not have cared less at this point whether 
Gabriel could sense his own left foot. The thing 
was, it meant that Aziraphale could not sense love. 
Which was, actually, probably the best news of 
his life.

Crowley was sitting next to Aziraphale at the 
Ritz, rather than across the table—On their own side, 

Aziraphale thought, giddily—and Crowley looked 
happy. He was so rarely happy, and it suited him the 
way the golden hour did in the evening, when the 
weakened sunlight glowed all the brighter in his 
scarlet hair and gave his pale skin a blush.

Aziraphale had been in love with Crowley for mil-
lennia, and he knew how Crowley looked in every 
kind of light from every place they’d been to. Those 
were stolen moments, and Aziraphale had hid them 
inside himself, little pieces of forbidden happiness, 
even though they were broken and sharp. Broken, 
because Crowley did not love him back. If he did, 
Aziraphale would have sensed it.

But angels can’t sense love.
The world had been restored to its old self, but 

now, this afternoon at the Ritz, something com-
pletely different was starting. It was like a new kind 
of light shining on Crowley’s face, on his happy 
smile. Because he looked, didn’t he, like a man in 
love? He acted, didn’t he, like Aziraphale was his 
whole world, like he didn’t care if the rest of it was 
destroyed, like he’d have run off to the stars, but 
only if Aziraphale came with him?

Aziraphale had realized that he was in love with 
Crowley a few times over the millennia. He’d loved 
him nearly from the beginning, of course, this beau-
tiful, smooth-talking demon who hid his questions 
behind other questions and threw himself at the 
world rather than believe he could nurture patience. 
But being in love with Crowley—that was more 
problematic for an angel. Aziraphale was supposed 
to love everyone: generously, but not closely. An 
angel falling in love, especially with a demon, was 
as silly as John the Baptist surviving on pizza deliv-
ery rather than locusts. A pleasant thing, perhaps, 
but unnecessary. Indulgent. Wrong.

Aziraphale had fallen in love with Crowley 
anyway. He couldn’t help it. What he did was to 
try to forget about it, to shelve it in the back of his 
mind in darkened stacks. But there were times that 
he’d found the truth wide open on the desk in front 
of him. In 1941, in the ruined church, Crowley had 
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handed Aziraphale back his books, and Aziraphale 
had fallen in love, again.

But why had Crowley saved the books? Why was 
he in the church at all? The truth was suddenly so 
obvious in Aziraphale’s hands, washed clean, under 
golden lights. Crowley loved him. And he had for a 
very long time.

The walk back to the bookshop from the Ritz 
was too short and too long, too warm, too cold, too 
much, not enough, and perfect. Because there was 
another truth that Aziraphale was learning, and this 
one had been a lie of omission. Angels needed to 
be loved. No one had ever told Aziraphale that. Per-
haps it had been for the best, because of course, 
Aziraphale had never sensed love toward himself 
from anyone. If Heaven had pointed out that he 
ought to be suffering because of it, the hurt would 
have been deeper.

It had hurt, of course. But Aziraphale was only 
now realizing how much, because this new feeling, 
being loved, was changing everything. It was like 
flying with your feet on the ground, never wishing 
for the sun or sky or wind, because they were within 
you all the time. It was like living in that golden hour 
when even the ordinary things glowed. It was like 
not having so many missing pieces.

When they entered the bookshop, Crowley 
hung back. He probably thought Aziraphale would 
want to look around to see what had been restored 
and changed. But Aziraphale was only interested 
in something that he knew now had existed for 
millennia.

Crowley was just tall enough that Aziraphale had 
to lift up to kiss him. It wasn’t like Aziraphale hadn’t 
imagined kissing Crowley, but this was the kind 
of detail that made Aziraphale’s entire body hum 
because it was proof that this was not a daydream 
or a wish. This was real, his heels stretching up off 
the floor just that last inch.

Crowley’s lips were soft and warm, and 
Aziraphale kissed him lightly. He counted three 
heartbeats and pulled back.

Crowley had not moved since the kiss had 
started. Aziraphale wasn’t sure he’d taken a breath, 
not that they needed to breathe.

With most of him still frozen, Crowley raised a 
shaking hand toward his face. His fingers fumbled 
inefficiently at his dark glasses until they managed 
to hook them, and then he made a sort of half-
hearted, one-handed attempt to fold them and put 
them in a pocket that ended up with them being 
flung onto the floor.

Crowley’s eyes met Aziraphale’s, uncovered. 
They were fully golden, with pupils slitted black. 
There was no human disguise, no remnant of the 
angel he’d been, just Crowley’s pure demonic self, 

the damaged soul that he liked to pretend had 
been lost long before. And he definitely was not 
breathing. He was just looking at Aziraphale with a 
kind of hopeful dread.

Aziraphale nodded.
Crowley surged forward, caught Aziraphale’s 

face between his hands, and kissed him.
This love was a wild thing that had never been 

let out before, and for a little while, there was noth-
ing in the kiss but desperation. What if this was all 
there was? What if this was a trick? What if they only 
had a moment—they’d never even had that before, so 
how could they expect something endless?

But gradually, the kiss began to slow, attempting 
to say something beyond I need you. Crowley held 
Aziraphale less fiercely but with more devotion. Like 
perhaps Aziraphale was something Heavenly that 
Crowley would be only too happy to worship, given 
the chance. Crowley’s hands cradled Aziraphale’s 
face, and they kissed like it was a conversation, a 
comment and its response, a give-and-take, wan-
dering off together on some tangent.

After that, things grew soft, as if they might be 
sitting in silence together, peaceful and perhaps a 
bit drunk, content to be exactly where they were, 
with present company. Hearing the world go by 
outside and being removed from it.

Aziraphale kissed his beautiful demon through 
the golden hour of that day, and it wasn’t until the 
golden hour of the next day arrived that he real-
ized how long the kiss had lasted. But he didn’t put 
a stop to it. Angels, he was learning, needed to love 
someone. 
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And Together We Will  
Part the Veil (Of Love)
OTTERFI AO3 Otterfi

What does Tracy see in Shadwell? Maybe the better question is: What does 
Shadwell see in her?

Rating: General | CW: None

Madame Tracy isn’t usually one to judge. Good 
people come in all shapes and forms, mind you, 
especially once you get to know them. But her new 
neighbour is … well. He wouldn’t be her first choice of 
a neighbour.

Oh, where to start. He could use a good scrub. 
The long-inhabited apartment of his has a touch of 
smell you get a whiff of walking past the open door. 
His odd hobby doesn’t border on obsessive; rather, 
it crossed that line and kept running decades ago.

And the insults—Well, actually she doesn’t mind 
those so much, if she’s being honest. Once she got 
over the shock of it, you have to admit that they’re 
creative. Tracy for one could admire the dramatic 
flair and colour. Or, if nothing else, she could appre-
ciate the free advertising.

But regardless, he certainly wasn’t someone 
you’d want to pass on the street at night, let alone in 
the hallways. Even if he doesn’t look at her with the 
scepticism or expectation of her seance patrons. 
Or with the objectified transparency of some of her 
John’s and Jane’s … 

No, Tracy shakes her head. This won’t do. The 
lease is only for another eight months. I can surely 
find a better environment then, she concludes, as 
she stands on the stoop to the front of the building, 
rummaging through her bag for her key to the exte-
rior door.

Until something hits her from behind. Arms wrap 
around her, pulling her back and down the front 
step. “Aye, look ou’!” 

And suddenly, where she was standing just a 
moment ago, a large pile of snow and ice broken 
free from the awning above crashes down and 
shatters.

Tracy, with a shuddering breath, half-stands, 
half-leans against the body, awkwardly held there 
as the shock wears off. Then she starts to twist 
around to regain her footing and finds herself star-
ing into the eyes of her neighbour. “Ye better pay 
more mind next time, harlot,” he says just as quick 
as he is at letting her go.

His face is harried and serious, his usual plac-
ard cast aside at their feet halfway in a dirty puddle. 
And for the second time in as many minutes, Tracy 
thinks again that no, he doesn’t look at her like her 
clients do. Her clients, who see or choose to see 
simply whichever character she’s advertised that 
day of the week.

Tracy’s palms come to rest on his chest even 
though she’s already steadied herself. “Oh, Mister 
Shadwell.”

He sees her as she is.
And my, that is quite nice, if you care to think 

about it. 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/OtterFi/works
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Ordering Crêpes
ARWEN BANERJEE Q arwenbanerjee_25 | D DJScozbee
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Bon Appétit
SAMARA LILLY D Samara Lilly1 | Ao3 Samara Lilly

Aziraphale discovers how Crowley eats. After a first initial surprise and shock, 
they talk about it, and everything is fine in the end.

Rating: Teen | CW: Crowley eating like a snake, mild body horror.

CROWLEY REACHES INTO THE BOOT OF HIS 
Bentley for the insulated bag he has put there. He 
has just come back from a little day trip to the out-
skirts of London. He does this every few months. 
He has already told Aziraphale that he will be away 
for a few days, so the angel won’t worry about him. 
Crowley takes the lift up to his penthouse and 
walks straight to the kitchen, where he puts the bag 
onto the kitchen counter. His stomach growls, and 
he can’t suppress a hiss. But he tells himself to be 
patient and first change into some other clothes.

A few minutes later, he is dressed in some com-
fortable sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt—nothing 
he would wear in the presence of any other being 
except Aziraphale. But after his meal he is going to 
sleep for a few days, a week tops, and he needs to 
feel comfortable. Crowley feels his mouth water 
when he finally begins to unpack his purchase. 
The scent of raw meat begins to flood his nostrils, 
which causes his mouth to water even more. But 
hygiene first. He knows he probably won’t catch 
anything—he’s a demon, after all—but better safe 
than sorry. So, he turns on the tap and prepares a 
handful of paper towels. He pulls the first rabbit out 
of the plastic bag and rinses it under the water, then 
lays it down onto some paper towels. It’s the first of 
three rabbits he has bought, each of them already 
skinned and disembowelled, heads and paws 
removed. The small butcher’s shop, where Crowley 
usually buys his food, knows him already. When-
ever he calls to pre-order, he can be sure to get the 
freshest meat possible.

When all three rabbits are washed and dried, 
Crowley disposes of the plastic bag, washes his 
hands again and sighs. He is hungry, but eating 
does always require some preparation. He concen-
trates and opens his mouth. Wide. He feels his jaws 
unlocking like human jaws should never do. Unlike 
a real human jaw, his own mandible has a gap in 
the centre, so it can open and make space—which 
is necessary, when you have to eat like Crowley. His 
skin is as elastic as the skin of a snake and therefore 

allows him to swallow things as big as a whole 
rabbit. Crowley reaches for the first one, tips his 
head back and lifts the rabbit.

It takes a few minutes until Crowley has swal-
lowed the first rabbit in one piece. His throat 
muscles work, and he feels the slow glide down 
his body like a slightly unpleasant pressure. Thank 
someone he doesn’t have to breathe because that 
would be a nice trick. He knows real snakes can 
still breathe while feeding. He has no clue how and 
no interest in finding out. The second rabbit will go 
down a little more quickly, Crowley knows that from 
experience. He still has the hind legs sticking out of 
his mouth when he hears a sound and turns around.

Aziraphale freezes, mouth agape—but not nearly 
as wide as Crowley’s, who seems to have a whole 
rabbit in his mouth, judging by the legs sticking 
out of his mouth and the remaining animal lying 
on Crowley’s kitchen counter. Crowley’s eyes go 
wide, and he immediately turns back, away from 
Aziraphale, desperately trying to swallow. Because 
he can’t bring the rabbit up again, it’s already too far 
down. He breaks out a sweat and hears Aziraphale 
gasp, then his voice: “Oh my dear Lord, I—I’m so 
sorry. Please forgive me, I’ll … just leave you to … this. 
I’m sorry—”

Then Crowley hears a whooshing sound and 
knows Aziraphale has fled, just disappearing into 
the ether and most possibly back to his bookshop. 
A trick he very rarely does.

Crowley desperately swallows the rabbit down, 
suddenly feeling sick. Damn, what must Aziraphale 
think of him now? And why didn’t he hear him enter-
ing the flat? But he knows why—when he’s eating, 
he is only concentrating on that task. Because it is 
not as easy as it might seem.

Crowley looks accusingly at the last rabbit, his 
hunger completely gone. He locks his jaw again, 
opens and closes his mouth a few times until it 
feels human again. Then he groans and wraps the 
remaining rabbit in some cling foil and throws it into 
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the freezer of his fridge. After washing his hands, he 
falls heavily onto one of his kitchen chairs.

What the Hell was Aziraphale even doing here? 
And even more importantly, why didn’t he call? Ring 
his doorbell? Yes, sure, Crowley has explicitly told 
Aziraphale to come visit him any time he feels the 
need. He sees his mistake now … but he also feels 
guilty. Aziraphale must have been shocked. Being 
confronted with Crowley’s more animalistic part of 
himself without any preparation or warning … Crow-
ley runs his hands through his hair and swears. 
Fuck—how is he to fix this?

Aziraphale takes some deep breaths after he has 
manifested himself back in his bookshop.

His hand is still clutching the bag with the pres-
ent he had brought for Crowley to find once he 
was back from his little time away. Never had he 
expected to run in on him while he … eats! Aziraphale 
feels terrible. Yes, Crowley had told him he could 
come over whenever he felt the need to. Surely, 
he has just not thought about what would happen 
should Aziraphale run in on him like this—the look 
on Crowley’s face, when he laid eyes on him, had 
been one of pure shock and shame. And Aziraphale 
feels ashamed, too. He has to fix this. He can imag-
ine what he must have looked like, staring at 
Crowley like that.

While Aziraphale makes himself a cup of tea, his 
usual go-to ritual whenever he is out of his depth, 
he thinks about what happened.

So many things make sense now.
Aziraphale thinks about all the occasions when 

he and Crowley went out for food. Crowley has 
always been good company, has loved to drink 
with him. But has he ever really eaten? Aziraphale 
remembers so many occasions so vividly … begin-
ning with the fruit in the Garden of Eden. Of course, 
he has had his share of pears, peaches, ber-
ries, apples, whatever came to his mind. He also 
remembers the first time he had fresh bread, sitting 
with Crowley at the fire of a family in ancient Mes-
opotamia. He thinks about the oysters he has had 
in Rome, while Crowley—well, he had wine (lots of 
it, in fact), but never one of the oysters. Aziraphale 
thinks back to Paris, 1793, after Crowley had res-
cued him from being beheaded. They had both 
ordered crêpes, but Aziraphale remembers that 
Crowley had offered his own plate to him, not even 
tasting any. It goes on forever: both of them sitting 
at a table, Aziraphale eating, Crowley only watch-
ing and drinking. Aziraphale has somehow always 
thought Crowley just wasn’t into food at all. How 
wrong he has been!

And what now? How to apologize? Should he go 
over again?

Crowley surely doesn’t want to see him right 
now. He must be embarrassed. But doing nothing at 
all feels too wrong. Aside from that, they are not just 
friends anymore—they became lovers shortly after 
the Apoca-wasn’t. And when you love someone, 
you love everything about him. Even his quirks, his 
faults, his little imperfections, his odd habits. And if 
Crowley has to eat like this, well … that’s also some-
thing to accept and to love about him.

Aziraphale sits down with his tea and searches 
for his mobile in one of the pockets of his coat. A gift 
from Crowley, of course. He unlocks it and opens a 
text message but has to think about what to write. 
He certainly doesn’t want Crowley to feel even 
more embarrassed … . Maybe just start with an apol-
ogy again.

I am so very sorry. I didn’t want to make you 
uncomfortable. If I did, then please accept my sincere 
apologies.

He sends the text and waits. Maybe Crowley 
won’t answer right away. He has every right not 
to. But in fact, it takes less than a minute until the 
phone pings in his hand.

No, angel. I must apologize. I know how I looked. 
You shouldn’t have been witness to such a scene. 
What did you want, anyway?

Aziraphale’s gaze lands on the bag still standing 
in one corner of his shop.

I had a little gift for you, for when you came back 
from your time away.

This time it takes Crowley a while to answer, and 
it’s just one word: Talk?

So Aziraphale takes the hint, and this time 
presses the call button. Crowley answers 
immediately.

“I never wanted to leave London. I was going to 
sleep for a few days after eating,” Crowley says, his 
voice a little strained.

“Had I known, I would never have come over. I 
never wanted to intrude and violate your privacy.”

Crowley groans. “No—‘s entirely my fault. I 
should have told you the truth.”

“Even about … ,” Aziraphale trails off. Crowley will 
understand anyway.

“Yes. Even about my eating habits.”
“I thought about it—so much makes sense now. 

But—must we have this conversation over the 
phone?” He clutches the mobile a little tighter. He 
longs to see Crowley, to apologize properly. He 
hears the demon sigh.

“I s’pose not. Shall I slither over?”
“I can come back to yours. Use the doorbell 

this time.”
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Crowley chuckles. “You don’t have to. My appe-
tite is gone anyway, and the remaining rabbit is in 
the freezer. The view won’t disturb you again.”

“My dear, I was not disturbed. Not really. 
Just … surprised.”

“Come back here then. I’ll put the kettle on 
for us.”

“Alright then. Give me 15 minutes.”

It’s only ten minutes later that Crowley hears a 
key being turned in his door lock, and the soft voice 
of his angel saying: “Hello, Crowley, it’s me.”

Crowley can’t suppress a smile. “Yes, Aziraphale, 
I know it’s you. You’re the only one with a key to 
my flat.”

Crowley goes to greet him and is met with the 
sight of Aziraphale taking off his shoes. He’s wear-
ing tartan socks and has a bag in his hand. Crowley 
stops a few steps away, unsure how Aziraphale 
will react, not that they stand face to face. But 
Aziraphale smiles a relieved smile and walks 
towards him.

“I brushed my teeth. Twice. Just so you know … ,” 
murmurs Crowley, and Aziraphale snorts.

“Come here, silly.”
He gives Crowley a kiss, then pulls him into an 

embrace. Crowley flings his long arms around him 
and inhales the well-known scent and warmth of his 
beloved.

“Again, I’m so sorry for how I reacted. I didn’t 
expect you to be home, and I certainly didn’t expect 
you to—”

“Swallow a rabbit whole. Yeah, I know. You 
weren’t meant to see this. I know it’s ugly and 
disturbing.”

“It’s neither ugly nor disturbing. It’s your nature, 
obviously. And you don’t have to apologize. But you 
said you would put the kettle on.”

“Only after you have given me what’s in that bag. 
It’s obviously a gift for me.”

“Oh, yes, of course. I know it’s a little silly, but … I 
couldn’t resist when I saw it.”

Crowley lets go of Aziraphale now and lifts an 
eyebrow.

A blush appears on Aziraphale’s cheeks.
“You were meant to find it when you returned … ”
“What is it?”
Aziraphale sighs, then reaches into the 

bag. Crowley snorts when he takes the bundle 
Aziraphale hands him.

“That’s why you came here? That’s why all this 
embarrassment had to happen?” He shakes out the 
black t-shirt with the picture of a banana and the 
words “The Velvet Underground & Nico”.

“What the Hell made you buy this?”
“I thought you liked that band, and I saw it in a 

store yesterday. I never knew these bebop bands 
were selling shirts. And why is there a banana on it?”

Crowley sighs and decides it’s better to not 
explain more about The Velvet Underground and 
bebop and instead just gives Aziraphale a kiss.

“That’s perfect. Thank you, angel. I’ll—wear it 
when I go to sleep later. Let me put it away, and 
then we’ll have our tea.”

Ten minutes later, they’re sitting at Crowley’s 
kitchen table. Aziraphale is stirring sugar into his tea 
and asks the first question that comes to his mind.

“So, do you really have to eat to keep your body 
healthy? I just do it because I enjoy it. Is it different 
with demons?”

Crowley nods. “All of us are associated with an 
animal. One of God’s punishments when we fell. 
We have to sate the nature of the beast within us. 
And I am still one of the lucky ones. Can you imag-
ine Hastur when he gets hungry? You’ve seen his 
assigned animal. I wouldn’t want to eat insects. At 
all. Do you have any idea how many he has to eat?” 
Crowley shudders, and Aziraphale pulls a face.

“Thank you for putting this image into my head … ” 
He desperately tries not to think about Beelzebub 
and their flies right now.

“Sorry.”
To distract himself from these disturbing 

thoughts, Aziraphale asks: “But beverages are 
always fine for you?”

Crowley casts up a glance at Aziraphale and 
then back to his hands on the kitchen table. He 
already feels a little tired. He always does after 
eating. But this talk is important, so he can’t and 
won’t skip it.

“Yup. Drinking was never my problem. It’s only 
the food.” To prove it, he takes a big swig of his tea.

“And I thought you just didn’t like to eat. All these 
years. We’ve been to plenty of meals together. 
Feasts, even. It took me thousands of years to real-
ize that I’ve never seen you eat anything. Wasn’t that 
torture?”

Oh, it was, but in a very different way. And Crow-
ley can’t admit that. So, he says, “Well … It was 
certainly not very pleasant. I would have liked to join 
you. But—eating evokes a certain reflex, and I can’t 
ignore that.” He laughs a humourless laugh. “Imag-
ine the ruckus I would have caused at the Ritz if I 
swallowed an entire Sunday roast whole … ”

“Better not,” smiles Aziraphale. And then his curi-
osity gets the better of him, and he asks, “How often 
do you eat?”

“I usually have two or three rabbits. Or a few 
pigeons. Sometimes some fish. That will keep me 
fine for a few months. And I go to sleep for a few 
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days after eating.  Sometimes I just have some raw 
eggs, but that doesn’t keep me full for more than a 
few weeks.”

“What about the bones? Do you have to—
you know.”

“Nah. I can digest everything. Bones, even 
teeth … Snakes have very strong stomach acid. Me 
too. Thank someone. I wouldn’t want to spit the 
bones out again. Urgh … ” The very idea makes him 
feel a little sick. Then he groans and confesses: “I 
hate it. I hate everything about it. That’s the one 
thing apart from my eyes I can’t change about me. 
I’m fine with wearing sunglasses most of the time. 
But never being able to really share a meal … ”

He runs his hands through his hair and messes it 
up. When he looks at Aziraphale, his eyes are sad.

“I’m sorry. I would have loved to share oysters 
with you back in Rome. Or crepes in Paris. Or what-
ever it was you enjoyed so much and left me to just 
sit there and watch you. Not that I don’t like to watch 
you eat. I do. But—”

Aziraphale reaches over to him and takes his 
hand. “I was going to propose that we don’t meet for 
meals again now that I know why you never order 
anything for yourself. Would that help you?”

Crowley’s thumb draws gentle circles over the 
skin of Aziraphale’s hand.

“Angel, no. I want to go to lunch with you. I 
can’t share a meal with you like anyone else. 
But … that’s something we’ve always done together. 
I’m not gonna stop it. Unless … you would feel 
uncomfortable.”

“Uncomfortable? I would never feel uncomfort-
able in your presence. Never! This is you. And I love 
you. Do you believe me?”

Crowley smiles. He feels tears in his eyes and 
has to blink to get rid of them. “Yes. I believe 
you, angel.”

“Then I’m relieved we have sorted this out.”
“Me too,” says Crowley, and then yawns. “Sorry—

eating always makes me tired.”
“Oh, yes, you mentioned it. Then I’ll let you sleep, 

darling.”
Aziraphale drinks the rest of his tea, and they 

both get up. Crowley pulls Aziraphale into an 
embrace.

“Can you do something for me?”
“Anything, dearest. What do you need?”
“I … ” Crowley sighs, and his breath tickles 

Aziraphale’s ear, “Could you stay awhile until I’ve 
fallen asleep? Maybe read something to me?”

Aziraphale hugs Crowley a little tighter. “It would 
be my pleasure.”

He follows Crowley to his bedroom, where the 
demon quickly changes into the Velvet Under-
ground shirt Aziraphale has bought for him. It 

already smells like Aziraphale: like old books, tea, 
and the cologne he’s been wearing for a while now. 
Crowley slips under the duvet and makes himself 
comfortable. Aziraphale looks for the last book he 
has begun to read to Crowley and finds it hidden 
beneath a fashion magazine.

“Shall I continue with The Neverending Story?”
Crowley nods and waits until Aziraphale has set-

tled down next to him, pillow in his lap and the book 
on the pillow. Aziraphale takes Crowley’s hand and 
opens the book.

“Do you remember where we left Atreyu and 
Bastian?”

“Spook City where Atreyu meets the wolf. I like 
Spook City.”

“Yes. You mentioned it once or twice. Well, where 
were we … ”

Aziraphale begins to read and Crowley closes 
his eyes. He loses himself in the soft voice of the 
angel and the warmth of his hand holding his own. 
He’s glad that today’s events didn’t ruin something 
between them. He had been scared. How silly. If 
he can depend on one thing, then it’s surely on 
Aziraphale and his undying love for him.

Crowley sighs and smiles. He feels himself 
slowly drift to sleep, secure and loved in the pres-
ence of the soft principality next to him. 
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Hard On The Buttocks
GAYDEMONICDISASTER link.tree gaydemonicdisaster | AO3 gaydemonicdisaster

In centuries before cars, Crowley had difficulties getting from A to B, as it 
inevitably involved horses, which he didn’t usually get along with. Having found 
a nice mount for his latest trip, he discovers that Beelzebub doesn’t approve, 
and inflicts on him a far less agreeable equine … 

Rating: Gen | CW: None

CROWLEY SIGHED AND REGARDED THE LINE-UP 
of horses wearily. He had to choose one. He wished 
humans would hurry up and invent something 
better than damn horses to get around, but he 
had a ride of two hundred miles to deal with, so an 
equine was an unfortunate necessity.

He eyed up a gentle piebald cob. Wide and 
soft, with a back like a sofa. Its mane was white 
and fluffy, and it had two pretty blue eyes where its 
blaze pushed aside the black markings on its face. 
It looked half asleep and nicely docile as well as 
comfortable.

It looked like Aziraphale in horse form.
Crowley decided not to dwell too much on his 

selection process.
“I’ll take this one,” he told the horse trader. “You 

got any tack for it too?”
“Yessir, lovely snaffle mouth this one, gentle as 

the day is long, never put a foot wrong, this ‘oss. Yer 
could put yer granny on ‘im and he’d never give her 
cause fer concern. Perfect this one. I’ll throw in the 
tack fer free.”

“Thanks.” Crowley handed over a handful of cash, 
and the trader’s daughter hastened to tack it up for 
him while her father counted the money. She held 
the other stirrup while Crowley mounted up, and 
he relaxed into the saddle with a contented sigh. 
This was fine. He’d got a good one. He nudged the 
elderly animal into an unenthusiastic plod, and 
headed off down the road.

He had a rendezvous with Beelzebub at an inn 
on the North road to collect his notes for the mis-
sion and nudged his mount into a steady rolling trot 
that ate up the miles with a comfortable rocking 
gait that was easy to sit to. He’d never felt so at ease 
on a horse in his life. He petted its fluffy white mane 
appreciatively.

When he arrived at the inn, he dismounted and 
handed the reins to the ostler, when a sharp voice 
made him flinch.

“Oi! Crowley, what the hell have you got there?”

“Ah, Lord Beelzebub, what a pleasure to see 
you,” Crowley pasted a sycophantic smile on his 
features and tried not to let it look too sarcastic.

“I asked you a question,” Beelzebub snapped, 
glaring at his piebald cob.

“You told me to buy a horse,” Crowley shrugged.
“Yeah, a horse befitting a demon. You know the 

rules; we haven’t changed them in the past seven 
hundred years. We have an image to maintain 
you know.” Beelzebub snapped their fingers, and 
a lengthy scroll appeared in their hand in a lick of 
hellfire. They unrolled it and pointed out a section 
of text.

“Paragraph 6, section B, subsection 4a,” they 
read out. “When a demon is on business topside, 
the only horse they may be seen to ride should 
be (1) big, (2) black, (3) have eyes like flame, and 
(4) hooves that strike sparks.” Beelzebub flung a 
withering glance at Crowley’s cob. It was short, 
fat, mostly white with black patches, placid blue 
eyes, and hooves which were definitely not striking 
any sparks.

“They didn’t have any,” Crowley lied, and tried a 
winning smile. “I just took what I could get.”

“Well then, you’re in luck, you can take mine,” 
Beelzebub smiled grimly. They indicated a 17hh 
black thoroughbred tied up near the water trough. It 
was so slim that its spine resembled a bread knife, 
and Crowley flinched just looking at it. Its eyes were 
wild and neurotic, ears flicking all over the place at 
every sound, tail swishing nervously, and it stomped 
its shod hooves on the cobbles in impatience.

 Every now and then the steel did indeed strike a 
spark, so violent were its kicks.

Crowley’s cob, on the other hand, had fallen 
asleep tied up next to it.

“Ah,” Crowley replied weakly. “Excellent. 
Um. Yeah.”

“That’s settled then,” Beelzebub announced, and 
handed him the scroll. “In case you need to refer 
to it later. And these:”—they handed over another 
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scroll—“ … are your instructions for the mission. 
Report back when you’ve finished.” With that they 
stomped off.

Crowley regarded his erstwhile mount sadly. 
He patted its soft mane. “Sorry, Fluffy. I hadn’t even 
picked you out a nice name yet either. I guess 
‘Fluffy’ will do. I’ll ask the ostler to look after you for 
a few days, put you out in a big field with plenty 
of grass, then I’ll find you a nice home when I get 
back again.”

Crowley regarded his new mount with a sink-
ing feeling in his gut. It eyed him back with mutual 
distaste and snorted. Snot decorated Crowley’s 
pristine black jerkin. He scowled.

“And you can cut that out too, or your name is 
gonna be ‘Dogfood.”

 He cast his gaze over the racing-fit 
thoroughbred, which must have set Beelzebub 
back a fair chunk of gold. “Then again, I’ve seen 
more meat on a butcher’s pencil. Barely a snack on 
you. You sure you didn’t belong to Famine?” As he 
stalked around the animal, scrutinising it, the horse 
flicked its tail, whipping it into Crowley’s face and 
eyes, making him stumble backwards.

“Hey! C’mon, we’re both stuck in this together, 
the least you can do is try not to be an arse about 
it. You, me, trip to Glasgow. Then this deal is over, 
got it? That’s all we gotta do: put up with each other 
until we get to Scotland.”

The horse stomped a hoof and flicked an ear. It 
was unconvinced.

“Ok, I won’t call you Dogfood … yet.” Crowley 
thought for a moment. He ambled around to the 
front end again, which was a mistake, as the crea-
ture lunged forward and bit him hard on the arm. 
Crowley cursed and jumped backwards, rubbing 
his bruised arm, glaring at the horse.

“Right then, ‘BiteyLittleShite’ it is.” The horse 
snorted at him again, but this time Crowley dodged 
the flying snot deftly. He decided to get the ostler 
to tack up his new mount instead. At least, he tried.

“Sorry sir, ‘e din’t come with no saddle. Your 
friend rode ‘im in ‘ere in nobbut a bridle, bareback.”

“Bareback?” Crowley was aghast. The ostler 
shrugged.

“My thoughts exactly, sir, but your cob’s saddle is 
far too wide for this’un. And I’ve nowt I can sell nor 
lend ye neither. Best ‘o luck to yer, sir.”

Crowley groaned. “You have got to be kidding 
me. This is gonna be a torture fit for the deepest 
circle of Hell.” He made a hasty amendment to his 
corporation’s nether regions, to banish his more 
sensitive bits in the hope that it would reduce the 
pain of riding the knife-backed, shark-withered 
creature, but his bony arse and its bony back were 
far from a match made in heaven.

A stable boy took one rein and the ostler took 
the other to hold the thoroughbred steady at the 
mounting block for Crowley to climb aboard. He 
did so gingerly and picked up the reins, nodding at 
his assistants that they could let go now. The horse 
stood for approximately nine-tenths of a second 
before it exploded.

Crowley came crashing down on the hard cob-
bles with an expletive so colourful that it gained a 
physical form and sentience and fluttered off to hell 
on tiny purple batlike wings.

“Right,” he muttered through gritted teeth, glar-
ing at BiteyLittleShite. “Let’s try again shall we?”

It took three more tries, and three more 
unplanned high-velocity dismounts before he 
nailed it, albeit only by using a minor demonic mira-
cle to more or less glue his arse to Bitey’s back. He 
dug his heels in with a growl and BLS shot off hori-
zontally rather than vertically this time, at a flat-out 
gallop, but at least in the right direction, so Crowley 
decided to let him run until he tired himself out.

After a while, BiteyLittleShite did concede to 
ease back to a spine-jarring trot instead of a flat-
out-bolt, which was when Crowley discovered the 
horse’s upright pasterns and poorly conformed 
shoulders gave it a jarring knee action that jolted his 
innards to the consistency of badly shaken jelly. His 
teeth rattled in his skull.

He tried to persuade BiteyLittleShite to ease off 
into a walk, but the pig-headed beast was having 
none of it. So he applied some leg and tried to 
encourage it to a canter instead, but instead the 
trot just became faster and more jarring. Lacking 
any stirrups to stand up in to take the pressure off 
his pulverised pelvis, Crowley could do nothing but 
whimper.

Eventually it became too much. Unable to either 
prod the stubborn horse into a canter, nor haul it 
back into a walk, Crowley aimed for a soft bit of 
verge and bailed out. BLS trotted on down the road, 
and then finally walked, but kept on going. Crowley 
hissed after it.

“Good bloody riddance,” he muttered, rubbing at 
his bruises. He decided he’d walk to the next village 
and buy whatever worn-out old nag he could find—
the slower the better. Hell, he’d take a carthorse if 
he had to. Crowley began trudging down the lane, 
until a particularly unwelcome sight hove into view.

It was a farmer, walking towards him on the road, 
and leading BiteyLittleShite. The farmer eyed up 
Crowley and smiled brightly.

“This’ll be your horse then, sir?” He held the reins 
up to hand to Crowley. “He came straight to me, I 
reckoned someone’d have come off him, so thought 
I’d best come and find you.”

“Thanks,” Crowley growled, bitterly.
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“You’ll be happy to see him safe and sound, I 
expect?”

“Ecstatic,” Crowley replied flatly, glaring at BLS. 
He could swear that the horse was smirking at him.

“I’ll give you a leg up then, sir,” the farmer said, 
getting in position. Crowley hissed under his breath 
and accepted with bad grace. He scrambled inele-
gantly back up onto Shitey’s spiky spine. The horse 
pinned its ears back and skittered across the road, 
sure enough, his shoes striking sparks from the 
flinty surface. He snorted, tail lashing at his flanks. 
Crowley growled and urged him on.

“C’mon. We’re stuck together in this for now, just 
make the best of it.”

Bitey farted loudly, then promptly bucked him 
off again.

The farmer grabbed his reins again and led him 
back over to where Crowley lay 
cursing in the ditch.

“Caught him again for you sir! I’ll 
give you another leg-up.”

“Don’t trouble yourself,” Crow-
ley muttered, clambering out of 
the ditch.

“Oh it’s no trouble sir, come on, 
up you get!”

Crowley allowed himself to be 
helped aboard once more, and the 
farmer went to let go of the reins.

“Wait! Don’t let go … you seem 
good with horses?”

“I grew up working with 
them sir.”

Crowley fumbled with his 
money pouch at his belt.

“Want a job?” He held up the 
entire bag, heavy with gold coins. 
“All of it, for you: if you lead my 
horse for me.”

“You want me to lead you while 
you ride?”

“Yes.”
 At this point Crowley didn’t care that he’d be 

a laughing stock. He’d be obeying Beelzebub by 
riding their damned horse as ordered. They never 
said anything about how he rode it.

“Well I can borrow my brother’s horse then ride 
and lead you, that’ll go a bit faster if you like?”

“Deal.” Crowley passed down the bag of coins. 
“And we never mention this ever again.”

The farmer’s borrowed horse turned out to be 
the kind of carthorse that Crowley had hoped for, 
and the large grey mare seemed to have a calming 
effect on BLS. After a few miles of open country-
side, the farmer offered to swap horses, letting 
Crowley take the more comfortable draught horse 

with her broad comfortable back, to rest his bruised 
buttocks on for a few miles. BLS appeared to 
behave significantly better with a human on board, 
but they still had to swap back when they came to a 
town, lest there be any other demons lurking about 
who might report back Crowley’s cheating.

It was at the next village that they ran into trou-
ble—in the form of Sandalphon. Crowley had 
swapped back onto Bitey for the village, again with 
a few impromptu high-velocity dismounts first. Bitey 
definitely liked the human more than the demon.

“Hey,” Crowley hissed to the farmer, riding the 
carthorse at his side. “This guy is trouble, just hang 
back, ok?”

“Crowley,” Sandalphon sneered, with a particu-
larly unangelic smirk plastered across his features. 
“Our intelligence told us we should expect to see 

you on this road, how about a one-
way trip to discorporation station?”

BiteyLittleShite pinned his ears 
back, having apparently identi-
fied a supernatural being he hated 
more than Crowley, who placed 
them between Sandalphon and 
the farmer.

“Leave the human out of this, 
he’s a good Samaritan helping out 
someone in need.”

“He’s helping you, that’s hardly a 
good deed.”

“Why should he be expected to 
know my nature? He’s blameless. 
Let him go free.”

“Always did have a soft spot for 
humans, didn’t you? No good as 
an angel and no good as a demon 
either—don’t fit anywhere do you?” 
Sandalphon hefted a heavy cudgel 
and walked towards them, ready 
to strike.

Bitey struck first. Living up to his name, he struck 
out and grabbed the angel’s upper arm in his teeth, 
then used his bodyweight to drag Sandalphon 
over into a muddy puddle, then reared up. Crow-
ley promptly fell off backwards, and Bitey went to 
town on the angel, striking out with his steel shod 
forefeet, smashing the cudgel into splinters, and 
landing several bruising blows on the cowering 
Sandalphon.

Crowley stood in awe, brushing himself off, as 
his steed rained down blows and vicious bites on 
the thuggish angel, who scrambled to his feet and 
started running. Bitey wasn’t going to give up that 
easily, however, and gave chase, biting Sandal-
phon’s backside every time he got in range. Crowley 
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and the farmer watched, slack-jawed, as the pair 
disappeared over the hill.

“Well,” Crowley said. “Looks like that took care of 
two problems in one.”

The farmer nodded, and offered him a hand to 
haul him up onto the grey mare behind him. “Looks 
like they suit each other, sir, we can ride double. 
What did you mean ‘human’? What did he mean 
about demon and angel?”

“Well believe it or not, he’s the angel, and I’m 
the demon,” Crowley admitted, as the carthorse 
plodded on.

“I’d have taken you for the other way around, per-
sonally,” the farmer commented.

“Thanks, I think. Mind if I do something to help 
stop us getting into trouble with my side too?”

The farmer shrugged. Crowley snapped, and the 
grey mare became dyed solid black. He then mir-
acled some flecks of flint into the fullering of her 
shoes to cause occasional sparks under her feet.

“That’s close enough, I reckon. I’ll change her 
back when we’re done. Dunno why I didn’t think 
of this sooner. Oh, and if you ever lay eyes on that 
bitey black bastard again, feel free to keep him for 
yourself, he seems to like you. Keep him or sell him 
or whatever you like.”

The mission went by with no further incident. 
On the return journey they did indeed find Bit-
eyLittleShite grazing happily in a field with some 
donkeys—someone clearly found him and took him 
in. Crowley stole him back and gifted him to the 
farmer, who later used the thoroughbred to enter 
point to point races and won a substantial sum of 
money as a result. Crowley wrote it off as encourag-
ing humans to gamble.

They parted ways when they got back to the 
inn where Crowley had left Fluffy. He miracled the 
farmer’s carthorse back to her natural grey colour 
again, and miracled Fluffy black all over, and a little 
taller for the time being.

“Crowley?” Aziraphale’s familiar voice startled 
Crowley out of his daydream. He’d been dozing on a 
roadside verge, letting Fluffy graze and take a rest, 
only a few miles out of London.

“Aziraphale! What the heavens are you 
doing here?”

“I’m so glad you’re safe, I heard on the grapevine 
that Sandalphon had been sent to intercept you the 
other day, but then he came back via the discorpo-
ration office and is waiting for a new body. He won’t 
tell anybody what happened—did you fight him?”

Crowley cackled. “He’s probably just too embar-
rassed to admit how he lost the last corporation.”

“What happened?”
“Well, at a guess, my horse did him in.”

Aziraphale eyed Fluffy warily and took a step 
backwards.

“Oh no, not this one.” Crowley snapped, and 
Fluffy bounced back to his normal shape and 
colour—all soft fuzzy long mane, tail, and feather-
ing, baby blue eyes, and long eyelashes. “My other 
horse. This one wouldn’t harm a fly.” He miracled up 
an apple and tossed it to Aziraphale to feed Fluffy 
with. The soft round cob munched it happily and 
nuzzled Aziraphale’s cheek fondly afterwards, tick-
ling him with his horsey moustache and making 
him giggle.

“Anyway, the other one has got a home he 
likes now better than me, speaking of which, I 
need to find a home for Fluffy. Any ideas? I can’t 
keep him miracled black and huge all the time, it’s 
exhausting.”

“Well, I find myself in need of a new mount, I 
could take him off your hands. Then perhaps you 
could borrow him back when you need him?”

Crowley grinned. “Great idea.” He stood up and 
hugged the cob fondly. “You’ll like your new owner, 
I’d tell you to be good for him, but there’s no need, 
I know you will.” He kissed Fluffy’s velvet nose. “But 
do me a favour—if you ever meet Sandalphon, pre-
tend you’re going to bite him, ok?”

Fluffy whiffled in Crowley’s ear good-naturedly 
then slurped his face. 
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It’s So Fluffy!
SAMARA LILLY D Samara Lilly1 | Ao3 Samara Lilly

Aziraphale and Crowley visit a fun fair, and a unicorn as a prize in the booth of 
a lottery ticket seller finds a new home.

Rating: Gen | CW: None

AZIRAPHALE IS GLAD THAT CROWLEY HAS FIN-
ished his ice cream. The sight of Crowley licking 
his vanilla ice cream cone like it was something 
entirely different has made Aziraphale flush and 
sweat. Crowley has only grinned at him and con-
tinued to practically fellate the ice cream. He now 
licks the last remains of sugar from his lips and 
looks smug as hell. He has taken Aziraphale’s hand 
again, and they stroll through the fun fair, trying to 
blend in and enjoy their day out. It’s only a small 
affair in one of London’s many boroughs. There are 
some carousels for children, snack stands, a little 
stage where local musicians can perform and some 
small booths to raise money for different charities. 
Aziraphale has come up with the idea to visit the 
fun fair the moment he had read about it. He has 
already had some cotton candy, from which Crow-
ley has stolen some bites, and a waffle on a stick. 
Not his usual high standards, but this is a fun fair, 
and it’s not about culinary excellence.

Aziraphale is just talking about where to have 
dinner in the evening, when he feels a pull at his 
hand. He has to stop in his tracks.

“What?” asks Aziraphale, turns and looks at 
Crowley. The demon is standing perfectly still and 
looks at something displayed in a lottery booth.

“Crowley?”
Crowley bites his lip, blushes. This is ridiculous. 

And he tries to make a joke out of it, desperate not 
to embarrass himself even further.

“Ha! Have you seen that unicorn? For sure, who-
ever made this, has never seen a unicorn before,” 
Crowley grins.

Aziraphale looks. Sitting on one of the shelves 
is a chubby white unicorn, its mane and tail in rain-
bow colours, the horn and hooves sparkling silvery. 
He smiles.

“No, that’s hardly anatomically correct.”
“And it’s much too fluffy.”
“It is.” Aziraphale can barely suppress a smile. 

Because even though Crowley is wearing his usual 

sunglasses, Aziraphale can see the sparkle in 
his eyes.

“It’s an insult to real unicorns,” Crowley says.
“I agree.” Aziraphale can’t say much more, or he 

will lose his calm. He just hopes Crowley doesn’t 
notice, but thankfully the demon is much to occu-
pied to try and keep his cool.

“Oi, gents! You wanna try your luck?”
They both look at the lottery ticket seller. It’s a 

man in his thirties, smiling brightly at them.
“One pound per ticket. It’s for a good cause. We 

donate half the proceeds to a children’s charity.”
He hands them both a leaflet, and Aziraphale 

scans it quickly.
“Oh, in that case … two, please.”
“Only two? Come on, chaps! It’s for charity!” 

The man smiles such a genuine, bright smile, that 
of course Aziraphale can’t resist. He takes out his 
wallet and hands a ten pound note to the seller.

“That’s the spirit! There you go!” The man offers 
him a bucket, fillet with lottery tickets in rainbow 
colours.

“Go on, dear. You choose,” Aziraphale says.
Crowley groans. He has to pretend, after all. 

“Only because it’s for a good cause and for children.”
“Of course. Don’t cheat!”
“Cheat? How could I cheat? I can’t see 

inside, can I?”
Aziraphale lifts an eyebrow, but otherwise stands 

perfectly still and watches how Crowley selects ten 
lottery tickets in different colours, then hands five of 
them to Aziraphale. Aziraphale has paid close atten-
tion, but hasn’t felt any magic. He takes the lottery 
tickets from Crowley, and they begin to open them. 
Nine of them are blank. One of them is a consola-
tion prize: a keychain with a bright pink flamingo. 
Aziraphale giggles, when he takes it from the 
ticket seller.

“Thank you in the name of the children, gentle-
men! Have a nice day, enjoy the fair!”

“We surely will. Thank you so much.”
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Aziraphale looks at Crowley and sees him look-
ing at the unicorn again.

“Do you want to try again? For charity,” he adds, 
trying to look innocent.

“Nah. We did our bit. Come, angel. Let’s see if 
they have something decent to drink.”

They walk on, enjoying the buzz of life and the 
good-spirited people all around them, until they 
find a booth where three young people are selling 
colourful alcoholic and non-alcoholic cocktails.

“Shall I get us something, angel?” asks Crow-
ley. Aziraphale, still playing with the keychain in his 
trouser pocket, nods.

“That would be lovely. But nothing alcoholic.”
“Whatever you want. You stay here, may take a 

moment.”
It does, because there are about six people 

waiting, and every cocktail is prepared individually. 
Aziraphale ponders for a moment, looking at the 
back of his demon, patiently waiting in line to order 
their drinks. And then the angel sneaks away. He 
just has to. It’s unbelievably silly, but he also knows 
Crowley will be over the moon—even if he won’t 
show it.

It takes almost ten minutes of waiting, until 
Crowley can place his order. He turns around to 
take a look at his angel, while he waits for his cock-
tails, and can’t spot him nearby. He furrows his brow, 
but doesn’t worry. Aziraphale is more than capa-
ble of taking care of himself. The young woman 
who hands him the cocktails chats with Crowley 
for a moment, before he can pay. Finally he takes 
his cocktails and turns around, carefully making 
his way through the other people waiting for their 
turn. And then he sees Aziraphale standing a few 
away—holding a giant, fluffy unicorn with a rainbow 
coloured mane and tail, silver hooves and silver 
horn in his arms, beaming at him.

“Angel! What?!” he exclaims, staring at 
Aziraphale. “How did you get that?”

Aziraphale looks very smug, when he answers: 
“I thought I’d try my luck once again and bought 
another lottery ticket. And you’d never guess, it was 
a free choice!”

Crowley comes closer now. “You’re right, I would 
never have guessed. Free choice? Angel, it would 
have taken a little miracle to select a free choice 
out of hundreds of lottery tickets.”

The angel shrugs. “Well, then maybe it was a 
little miracle. Anyway, I was lucky.”

“And what are you going to do with a giant plush 
unicorn?” Crowley asks, coming to stand in front of 
Aziraphale.

“Give it to my husband. What else?”
Crowley blushes furiously. “I – erm – wot – ya 

mean – for me?”

Aziraphale can’t do anything but laugh. “Give me 
my cocktail and take your unicorn, you silly serpent.”

Crowley’s mouth hangs open, but he does just 
what Aziraphale has told him: hands him his cock-
tail and then takes the big plush unicorn, and is 
overwhelmed by how big this thing actually is. He’s 
desperately trying not to smile, because that would 
be very undemonic. Instead he looks at the unicorn, 
and its blue eyes, the silver horn, and his fingers dig 
deep into the soft plush. He’s immensely moved 
by Aziraphale’s gesture, feels seen and loved and 
spoiled and a little embarrassed. Because here he 
is: clad in his usual black, snakeskin boots on his 
feet, some new very cool sunglasses (have cost 
him a little fortune, but hey: it’s fashion!), holding a 
colourful cocktail in one hand and pressing a giant 
plush unicorn in white and rainbow colours to his 
chest. He will have lint all over his dark clothes 
come evening … 

Aziraphale takes a sip from his cocktail. It’s fruity, 
not too sweet, just what he hoped it would be.

“I only wanted to do something more for a good 
cause,” he smiles. Crowley nods, tries to gain his 
wits again. He understands the double meaning 
behind Aziraphale’s words.

“Yeah. You really did. Erm … Thank you.” Crow-
ley would love to hug Aziraphale, but can’t: cocktail 
in one hand, unicorn in the other, he is a little out 
of his depth. Luckily, Aziraphale knows what to do. 
He steps closer, slightly to Crowley’s left side, and 
the demon—like he always does—turns his face 
to Aziraphale. Aziraphale gives him a long and 
loving kiss.

“You know, Crowley, I would do anything to see 
that flustered look on your face. If it takes a stuffed 
unicorn to achieve that, then I am more than willing 
to give you one.”

“You don’t need to. But … can I say something?”
“Yes, my darling, of course.”
Aziraphale smiles at him, and finally, it breaks out 

of Crowley, clutching the unicorn to his chest: “It’s so 
fluffy!” 
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Marking Time
K MOURNSFORTREES AO3 silverwren

Crowley gets a tad drunk, pines, and makes a poor decision. Cracky fluff with 
mild angst and a happy ending.

Rating: General | CW: None

THE FAMILIAR CLICK OF THE BOOKSHOP DOOR 
locking itself behind him, and the chill of the 
autumn air. Crowley swipes a hand through his 
hair and gazes blearily around. It’s been another 
night of post-prandial drinking and chatting with 
Aziraphale—their third this week. Since the Apoc-
alypse failed to happen, they’ve been spending 
much more time together: wining, dining, walking, 
having good-natured tipsy arguments. All the things 
they did before, really, just more often. Crowley is 
glad of that, of course he is—it’s just … he can’t shake 
the feeling of unreality, the sense that although 
everything has changed, nothing has.

The world had been put back together almost 
exactly as it was before: the Bentley had been 
destroyed but is also parked patiently in front of 
him; the bookshop had burnt to the ground but 
stands on the corner like it always has; and he and 
Aziraphale—well. They’re freer to enjoy each oth-
er’s company without scrutiny from Above and 
Below, though they have mutually agreed to not 
use non-essential miracles for now—no sense in 
attracting attention if they don’t have to. They have, 
of course, dissected and relived the events of the 
Armageddon-that-wasn’t, over several bottles of 
wine and with much dramatic gesturing. But there 
has to be something more than this. The longing in 
Crowley’s stupid heart won’t let him be.

Crowley could sober up, could take the Bentley 
home, but he doesn’t want to yet. Sometimes it’s like 
this; sometimes he wants to feel it in his body, the 
gradual slide from pleasant drunkenness to sick, 
aching tiredness. The gritty feel in his mouth and 
heaviness in his head the morning after are tangible 
reminders that the night really happened. Plus, he 
tells himself, sobering up would definitely count as 
a frivolous miracle.

Instead, he crosses the road in a slightly wobblier 
fashion than usual, shoves his hands in his pockets 
and starts walking. Neon lights from takeaway win-
dows shimmer across the pavement, people jostle 
past Crowley, and none of it feels quite real. Crow-
ley removes a hand from his pocket and makes 
a fist, digging his nails into his palm. He needs 

something tangible, something to show for all he’s 
done, all he’s seen, all he’s felt.

He looks up just as he passes a garish shop 
window announcing itself as ‘Ink ‘n’ Gold’, an estab-
lishment apparently willing to tattoo and/or pierce 
you for a surprisingly low price. Flash designs of 
dragons, fairies and something resembling barbed 
wire are taped to the window. A dog-eared banner 
announces, “Now open 24 hrs!!”

Crowley stumbles to a halt, blinks a few times, 
and reaches out to push open the door.

A few days later
Aziraphale hums contentedly as he sorts a stack 

of obscure nineteenth-century poetry books. Little 
clouds of dust puff out as he gently places each 
volume in its rightful place on the shelf. Crowley 
has been lurking in the shop for some time, first 
sprawled on the couch scrolling through his phone, 
now stalking through the piles of books, picking 
up random volumes and putting them down again. 
Although Aziraphale is of course glad of his pres-
ence in a general way, Crowley’s restlessness today 
is starting to grate on his nerves just a tiny bit.

Thump! A Byron hits the floor. “Whoops,” Crowley 
mumbles, stooping to pick it up.

“I’ll take that, thank you,” Aziraphale says, per-
haps a tad more snippily than he intends. He swipes 
the book from Crowley’s grasp in order to reshelve 
it properly, and almost misses Crowley’s wince and 
pained expression as he does so.

“Crowley? What is it? Did I hurt you?” he frowns, 
setting the book down. He steps closer, frowning, 
scanning Crowley’s face for clues, glad Crowley isn’t 
currently wearing his glasses. Crowley practically 
leaps back.

“No, no, just surprised me, ah, I’m in your way, 
I’ll just—”

Something is definitely off. Crowley looks 
stricken, panicky, ready to flee. Despite the poten-
tial risks from their former employers, it seems to 
Aziraphale that both of them have been enjoying 
their time together more comfortably, revelling 
in no longer needing any sort of pretext for their 
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friendship. In fact, it has occurred to Aziraphale 
that perhaps they might close a little of the phys-
ical distance between them—sit on the couch 
together, maybe, or even walk down the street arm 
in arm, or—

But none of that is likely to happen if he doesn’t 
get to the bottom of what’s bothering Crowley.

“What is the matter?” He notices suddenly that 
Crowley has a hand pressed awkwardly to his chest, 
over his black shirt. “Something’s happened, hasn’t 
it? They’ve done something to you—”

He strides forward and snatches Crowley’s hand 
away, catching a glimpse of a mark under the neck-
line of the shirt. Crowley backs up against the shelf 
behind him, bumping into a particularly precarious 
stack of books which tumble to the ground around 
the two of them. Neither of them pays any attention.

Aziraphale looks Crowley in the face, seeing 
the worry in his eyes, and sighs, smoothing a hand 
down the front of his waistcoat. “Please. Let me see. 
If they’ve hurt you somehow—” Crowley is shaking 
his head.

“No, it’s nothing-nothing like that, angel, it’s fine—”
“It is not fine. I am not moving until you show me 

what’s hurting you.”
Crowley’s eyes dart around as though he is 

frantically searching for an exit. Then he seems to 
realize that he’s out of options, and his shoulders 
slump. He moves his hands away from his chest 
and gestures: Fine, go ahead.

Aziraphale takes a breath and steps toward 
Crowley, unhelpfully aware that this is the closest 
they’ve been in a good while. He lifts a hand and 
gently pulls down the neckline of Crowley’s top.

He frowns.
There on Crowley’s skin, approximately where 

his heart presumably is, is … a tattoo? The skin is an 
angry red around the black lines, but Aziraphale 
can still clearly make out two slightly wobbly 
shapes. Leaves? Caterpillars? Aziraphale frowns 
and squints.

“Crowley, did you get a tattoo of angel wings?”
Crowley is gradually turning a deep red, flushing 

from his face down to the point where Aziraphale’s 
finger is still resting.

“I … uh-it’s not—”
“It’s not even a good tattoo! Did a child do this? 

Are you having some sort of-of mid-life crisis? Are 
you going to start wearing very tight clothes and 
drive around very fast in an expensive car—actually, 
never mind—”

Aziraphale is poking the tattoo for emphasis as 
he speaks and breaks off as he notices something.

“Oh no, is there more—” He pulls the shirt down 
further to expose a word, written in a thick, uneven 
Gothic font.

“‘Assriple’? What on earth is that supposed to 
mean? … Hold on, is this supposed to be—Crowley, 

have we known each other for six entire millennia, 
and you don’t know how to spell my name?”

Crowley takes a deep breath. “Yes, of course I do 
but—I mean, I was a tad tipsy at the time and the, er, 
tattoo artist wasn’t maybe listening all that closely—
obviously I would have got rid of it but, you know, 
miracles—”

“Just a moment. Crowley, for goodness’ sake, 
why would you have my name tattooed over 
your heart?”

Crowley goes very still.
Time slows, suspended. Aziraphale is sud-

denly aware of the dust motes floating around 
them, of the ticking of the clock. He briefly consid-
ers attempting to miracle himself to a distant land, 
where he could spend the rest of his existence 
eating his feelings and trying to forget having asked 
such a stupid question.

His gaze moves up to meet Crowley’s, quite 
against his will.

Crowley, expression caught somewhere 
between mortification and relief, gives a little shrug.

“Do you really need me to answer that, angel?”
“I-No. I suppose I don’t.” Aziraphale looks at his 

hand, still gently touching Crowley’s chest. Slowly, 
he flattens it so his palm rests there. This not only 
covers the awful tattoo but also lets Aziraphale feel 
the heat of Crowley, the rapid beating of his unnec-
essary heart.

“Crowley—” Aziraphale begins, then stops as 
Crowley hesitantly brings his own hand up to rest 
over Aziraphale’s.

“Angel. Look at me.”
Aziraphale once again raises his eyes to Crow-

ley’s face and finds there the most unguarded, 
tender expression he has ever seen the demon 
wear. Aziraphale’s breath catches, and without really 
meaning to, he begins to lean in towards Crowley, 
whose eyes widen, then flutter closed as their lips 
meet in a gentle kiss.

It’s at once completely strange and completely 
familiar. Aziraphale presses his hand to Crow-
ley’s chest, bringing the other up to cradle his face 
as Crowley moves even closer, wrapping an arm 
around Aziraphale’s waist.

They come back up for air some moments later, 
Crowley looking rather flushed and blissfully dazed. 
Aziraphale smiles up at him before remember-
ing something and stepping back, frowning. He 
concentrates for a second, then snaps his fingers 
decisively. Crowley looks momentarily nonplussed 
before peering down the front of his shirt. “Ah. Yeah, 
fair enough.”

“I just couldn’t countenance its existence a 
moment longer. I’m sure the powers that be would 
understand. Now, where were we?”  
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Crowley had one last chance to tell Aziraphale everything he wanted to, 
before the end of the world. All he could do was hope it wouldn’t go up  
in flames.
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I LOVE YOU.
That was it. Just three words. Three syllables. 

Nine—no, eight letters. That was all.
So why did it feel so impossible?
I love you. I love you. I love you.
He chanted it in his head like a mantra, as if he 

would forget it otherwise. As if he could forget it.
Yesterday had been … bad timing. That was all. 

Things had been tense between them. Aziraphale 
had still held the hope that everything would be all 
right, and perhaps Crowley hadn’t made it obvious 
enough that his proposal to run away together was 
sincere. They’d both been at their wits’ end, and the 
timing was just wrong.

This morning must’ve been even worse timing, 
then. Tensions were even higher, and Crowley defi-
nitely said some things he didn’t mean. At least he’d 
made his intentions clear this time—there was no 
way Aziraphale could’ve misinterpreted his offer. But 
the bastard angel still clung to that stubborn opti-
mism of his.

Because surely if all of his previous attempts at 
saving the world had failed then he would just have 
to try a few more. Even if it was all but impossible. 
Even if he had no reason to believe it would work 
this time or ever. If Aziraphale just kept at it then 
surely—surely—his plan would suddenly, miracu-
lously succeed.

As the Bentley barreled down the street towards 
the shop and Crowley dialed Aziraphale’s number 
for the third time in as many minutes, the realization 
began to dawn on him that perhaps they weren’t so 
different after all.

Hopelessly hopeful, the both of them.
But in Crowley’s defense, Aziraphale was right. 

He didn’t have anywhere else to go.
He’d angered the sort of people you never want 

to have angry with you. Aziraphale was probably 
upset with him now, too, but Crowley figured he’d 
be the least likely of the lot to kill him. And Crowley 
was desperate. The end of the world was just hours 

away, and he wouldn’t have many more chances at 
this. He barely had this one, and he wasn’t going to 
waste it.

If Aziraphale finally agreed to run off together, 
then that would be that. If he didn’t—which Crowley 
deemed the most likely outcome—then Crow-
ley would swallow his pride and he would beg. He 
would tell Aziraphale he couldn’t live without him, 
and he would confess his frustratingly undying love 
even if it was the last thing he ever got to say to him. 
And if Aziraphale wasn’t at the shop, then Crowley 
would simply search for him with the sort of senses 
that are second nature to an angel or a demon but 
near impossible for anyone else to comprehend.

And as the automated voice from his phone 
once again told him, “Please hang up and try your 
call again,” Crowley was becoming increasingly 
convinced that the latter would be the case.

I love you, he repeated in his mind. I love you. I 
love you. I love you.

He’d had the past six thousand years to say 
this, and leave it to Crowley to save it for the last 
blessed second.

But of course, that couldn’t be the only thing he 
said. He needed a script. If only these bloody fire 
engines would shut off their sirens for long enough 
to let Crowley’s rattled brain string a sentence or 
two together.

A few of them had congregated around a build-
ing that was pouring out a thick plume of smoke, 
visible even through the fog. Shame, Crowley 
thought. Some poor bastard’s going to lose every-
thing they’ve got.

As he neared the shop, though, his heart sank 
further and further into his stomach as he realized 
who that poor bastard likely was.

Crowley parked in the middle of the street and 
scrambled out of the car, as if he’d gaze upon the 
building and find that his windscreen had just been 
playing tricks on him and everything was actually 
all right. But there was no denying it. Two hundred 
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years of first editions and moldy smells and empty 
wine bottles were currently swirling up into col-
umns of flame and tumbling out into the sky, mixing 
with the rest of the stormy grey and taking Crow-
ley’s every last hope of salvation along with them.

Over the sounds of the sirens and the storm, 
a fireman shouted, “Are you the owner of this 
establishment?”

Out of all of the scattered thoughts tumbling 
through his head, the only thing Crowley could 
manage to snarl in response was, “Do I look like I 
run a bookshop?”

He marched up to the entrance and snapped his 
fingers. The doors swung open as he walked in, and 
with another snap, they were closing behind him 
before any of the authorities yelling at him had the 
chance to reach him.

He called Aziraphale’s name, smoke filling his 
lungs on the inhale. It shouldn’t have affected him 
the way it would a human, but 
something in his chest was stinging 
and aching and feeling increas-
ingly constricted.

Crowley barely registered his 
own movements as he stumbled 
further into the shop, turning and 
frantically scanning every inch 
of any wall or column or shelf 
he could find. But the streaks 
of blinding, crackling orange all 
seemed to blend together.

“Aziraphale!” he shouted. 
“Where the heaven are you, you 
idiot?” He tried to look deep, to 
feel any shimmer of supernatural 
energy, but came up empty. “I can’t 
find you!” he added, to no one.

Crowley’s tether, his anchor, the 
only constant he’d ever had besides temptation and 
bureaucracy was now missing, and he was missing 
on a fundamental level. Aziraphale wasn’t just the 
sort of gone you couldn’t find. He was the sort of 
gone you couldn’t even look for.

Crowley turned, whipping his head around des-
perately as if some trace of Aziraphale might be 
found on the ceiling or hidden behind the gramo-
phone. “Aziraphale, for God’s—” No, that wouldn’t do. 
“For Satan’s—” No, not that either. Not for Aziraphale. 
“Ah!—For Somebody’s sake, where are you?”

But Crowley knew it was no use crying out for 
help from either direction. No one was listening 
anymore, if they ever had been at all.

He’d never felt more crushingly and oppres-
sively alone.

At the sound of a window shattering, he turned 
just in time to be hit in the chest by a forceful jet 

of water that knocked his glasses off and sent him 
sprawling on the floor.

He took a shaky breath. “You’ve gone,” he mum-
bled to the smoke-filled air as he sat up.

And then it all clicked into place. Crowley knew 
he’d made a number of enemies on both sides—
albeit some much more recently than others—so 
perhaps it wasn’t very far of a stretch to assume that 
Aziraphale had quite a few enemies of his own.

Enemies with access to hellfire.
Someone either wanted Aziraphale gone or 

wanted the two of them separated (or perhaps 
found it convenient to accomplish both at once). 
Which side it was, Crowley didn’t know, but it was all 
the same at this point anyway.

“Somebody killed my best friend!” His throat felt 
as if it were closing. Dark spots danced at the cor-
ners of his vision. “Bastards! All of you!” he roared, 
as if screaming at the top of his lungs would 

keep the tears back for just that 
much longer.

He knew the entire world would 
end that day. But he couldn’t imag-
ine it feeling any worse than this.

But he had to go, he told 
himself. He had to get to Alpha 
Centauri if for no other reason 
than to prove to Aziraphale that he 
would be fine on his own.

But he didn’t want that. He 
had never wanted that. Even if 
Aziraphale were around to prove 
anything to, it was never about 
saving himself at all.

Crowley’s eyes settled on a 
lone book on the floor. It appeared 
to be the only book—the only 
anything of what used to be 

Aziraphale’s shop—that remained mostly unharmed, 
if a bit singed around the edges.

He picked it up, and as he took a closer look, he 
realized it was the book—the one the young woman 
had left in his car. The one Aziraphale had been so 
keen on finding. The Nice and Accurate Prophecies 
of Agnes Nutter, the title read.

Crowley stood up and tucked it into his coat, 
resolving to defend it with his life. It was the most 
important object in the universe, as far as he was 
concerned. Not because he thought there was 
any particular value to it, but because it was all he 
had left.

He snatched his mangled, melted sunglasses 
off the floor and slid them on, because it was all he 
could think to do.

“I shouldn’t litter, 
should I?” he said to 

himself, or perhaps to 
the firemen sending 
him confused and 
concerned glances. 
I mean, I probably 

should litter, I’m 
a demon after all, 

but … nobody’s  
really keeping  

score anymore.”
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Taking one last deep breath, he steeled himself 
and faced the doors before snapping his fingers to 
open them and walking out onto the pavement.

Once outside, the brightness of the grey sky hit 
his eyes from strange angles, in some places more 
than others. Finding it rather distracting, he took his 
glasses back off and held them out in front of him.

“I shouldn’t litter, should I?” he said to himself, or 
perhaps to the firemen sending him confused and 
concerned glances. “I mean, I probably should litter, 
I’m a demon after all, but … nobody’s really keeping 
score anymore.”

Even as the words left his own mouth, Crow-
ley found them sounding hollow. He’d always been 
somewhat of a tough shell surrounding a deeply 
broken person, but now it felt as though he were a 
tough shell surrounding nothing. He didn’t feel like 
he was talking, but something shaped like him was 
speaking in his voice all the same.

Without another thought, he dropped the 
glasses onto the street and got back into the Bent-
ley just as the rain started picking up.

Crowley heard a huge clatter of walls crumbling 
and glass shattering from behind him as he drove 
off, but he didn’t look back. He didn’t unclench his 
jaw nor lighten his grip on the steering wheel. He 
just reached into the glove box and pulled out 
another pair of identical glasses, unfolded them 
with his teeth, and slid them on. There was nothing 
more he could do.

Crowley never asked to be a demon.
It was one of the many thoughts rattling around 

in his cluttered mind, and it was one of the many he 
didn’t realize he was speaking out loud.

He had no clue whether or not the alcohol was 
helping him feel better, but at the very least, it was 
helping him care much less about feeling dreadful.

He rambled on about his Fall to the barman or 
the other pub-goers or anyone who might care to 
listen. No one really seemed to, though.

Either that or they were listening in on a man 
ranting about hanging out with Lucifer and falling 
into a pool of boiling sulphur, and just decided that 
eavesdropping from a distance was preferable to 
getting involved.

But Crowley didn’t care anymore. He didn’t care 
who heard him or what they thought. They would all 
be dead in a few hours anyway, as would he, and he 
welcomed it.

He still had time to run away if he wanted to, but 
what was the point? Hell would likely torture him 
until he went mad, if not kill him outright, but in a 
twisted sense, he would almost prefer that over 

spending eternity on a distant planet alone. The 
point had been to save both of them, so without the 
angel, he didn’t have much of anything left to save.

There was a loud clap of thunder, and light flick-
ered throughout the pub. He blinked, and there 
was a shimmering figure seated across the table 
from him.

Crowley’s eyes widened, and his heart—as use-
less to him as it was—nearly stopped.

“ … Aziraphale?” 
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Comedy smut: When Aziraphale is called to exorcise a demon who has 
possessed a human being, it turns out to be someone familiar. After a bit of 
pouting the problem is resolved with some lateral thinking from Aziraphale, 
and the only issue is how they’ll get home again with two supernatural beings 
but only one body between them. And Crowley finds Aziraphale’s body rather 
alluring at the best of times … 
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AZIRAPHALE GLANCED UP AS A FAINT TINKLING 
sound announced the arrival of an envelope on 
his desk. Gold-edged, it held a heavenly seal. He 
sighed and opened it. Another assignment. He 
scanned down the letter, picking out the pertinent 
details. A human had been possessed by a demon 
and was acting erratically. Aziraphale would have to 
go and exorcise it. All fairly straightforward. He rum-
maged in a cupboard and grabbed his bag of usual 
equipment, then set off.

When he arrived, the human was sitting in his 
lounge, drinking wine, and watching the Golden 
Girls. He glanced up as Aziraphale walked in, and a 
look of panic crossed his face.

“Steven?” Aziraphale asked gently. “I’m informed 
that you told your boss to shove his job up his … well, 
then flipped him off and drove home at a pace far 
over the speed limit, and now I find you here like 
this. Totally out of character, apparently.”

The human looked embarrassed. Aziraphale’s 
eyes narrowed.

“You’re absolutely not Steven, are you?”
The human shook his head. Aziraphale pinched 

the bridge of his nose and sighed.
“Really, dear? I was expecting you home for 

dinner at seven as well.”
“Got a mission from downstairs, didn’t I?” Crowley 

retorted via Steven’s vocal cords.
“Well, get out of him this instant!”
“Aww, Angel … you can’t just do that, you gotta 

banish me properly.”
“No: OUT. NOW.”
Crowley pouted. “Shan’t.”
Aziraphale glowered.
“If you don’t exit that human this instant, you 

incorrigible fiend, you will be sleeping on the sofa 
for a WEEK.”

Crowley maintained a sullen silence.
“Don’t make me get the holy water humidifier.”

“HEY! No fair! You know it makes me sneeze, 
then my eyes get all red and sore and I’ve got no 
antihistamines on me.”

“Well, you ought to have thought of that before 
you climbed up a human’s nose.”

“Mumblemumbleuphisarsemumble.”
“Well, you are CERTAINLY not coming home until 

you’ve had a bath, then.”
“Don’t be ridiculous, you know I’m incorporeal 

like this. I left my corporation in my locker in the hell 
parking facilities like usual.”

“Well, come out this instant, get back into 
your own body, and pick up some carrots on the 
way home.”

“Aaaaaannngeeeeelllll … you know it doesn’t 
work like that. You gotta banish me properly. Say 
the words.”

Aziraphale unzipped his bag and lifted out a USB 
powered mini humidifier.

“You wouldn’t … ” Crowley inched away nervously.
Aziraphale flicked the button on for a three-sec-

ond burst of fine mist.
Crowley sneezed loudly.
“Hey! That itches!”
Aziraphale gave it another three-second burst. 

Crowley began sneezing violently several times in 
a row. On the last one, his incorporeal form ejected 
itself abruptly out of the human’s body and stood, 
semi-transparent, behind him.

Steven looked up at Aziraphale in relief.
“Um, thanks. What happened?”
“You were possessed by a demon, I’m terribly 

sorry. You should be alright now.”
“I guess I should apologize to my boss and try to 

get my old job back then,” Steven sighed. Crowley 
cut in, although only Aziraphale could hear him.

“No! Don’t let him do that! His boss was a 
complete arsehole! He was exploiting his staff, 
manipulating them into working unpaid overtime, 

https://linktr.ee/gaydemonicdisaster
https://archiveofourown.org/users/scrapheapchallenge/pseuds/GayDemonicDisaster/works


 THE INEFFABLE CON III 139

paying below minimum wage by making deduc-
tions he claimed were for Personal Protective 
Equipment, which he should have been providing 
to them for free, and cheating on his taxes! Give him 
a miracle to help him get a better job!”

Aziraphale listened carefully, mulling it over.
“I suppose you’re right. Steven? Don’t go back. 

Your boss’s competitor has a job opening right now 
at twice your old wage with a good benefits pack-
age. I think you’ll find if you apply, you might do 
miraculously well in the interview. Best of luck.”

He zipped his bag up again and turned to Crow-
ley. “Come on then.”

“I haven’t got a body; can I share yours to get 
back to pick mine up?”

“What would you have done if I hadn’t 
turned up?”

“Ridden Steven’s back to Broadgate Tower 
entrance and left it there.”

Aziraphale rolled his eyes in exasperation but 
relented.

“Fine. Hop in then, I suppose.”
Aziraphale gave an all-over body shiver as Crow-

ley settled into his corporation alongside the angel’s 
incorporeal form. He squished up a bit as they 
jostled for position before settling down into a com-
promise of sorts.

“Roomier than I expected,” Crowley commented. 
“Comfy. Was a bit roomier when you weren’t in it, of 
course.”

“Yes, and yours was just as tight as your trousers 
when I tried it out,” Aziraphale retorted in irritation. 
They set off towards Heaven and Hell’s HQ. Crow-
ley used their right hand to squeeze Aziraphale’s 
middle affectionately.

“Lovely and soft,” he commented approvingly. 
“Feels like an all-over body hug.”

“Stop that,” Aziraphale snapped in irritation. “I can 
feel you getting … carried away already.”

“Sorry,” Crowley apologized. “Can’t help it, um … ”
Aziraphale glanced down.
“Honestly, Crowley. You can’t even share space 

with me without getting aroused. That’s my equip-
ment you’re getting excited, you realize?”

“Well, temporarily ours, I can’t help that one, 
sorry. Just kind of automatic. I’ll try to think unsexy 
thoughts.”

“Good grief,” Aziraphale muttered when the semi 
in his underpants wouldn’t diminish. He glanced 
around, and then darted into a restaurant, dashing 
to the bathroom and locking the door behind them.

He dropped the bag and tried to discreetly 
nudge his cock into a less prominent position, but 
he appeared to be in control of the left hand, not 
the right, and was finding it difficult. “Look, will you 
just help and stop giggling?”

“You sure you want me to do that?” Crowley 
asked, waving the right hand in the air teasingly. 
“Want me to touch you?”

“Yes. You’ve got the clever hand right now so it’s 
up to you.”

“Absolutely sure?”
“Yes!”
Crowley reached down, hesitated, then shoved 

his hand down their trousers. Aziraphale gasped out 
in surprise.

“I meant for you to move it into a more comfort-
able position, not—Ooooohhhhhh … ” He shuddered 
involuntarily.

“Want me to stop?” Crowley whispered with a 
smile in his voice.

“Um … ”
“Yes, or no?”
“Nnnnnnn-no,” Aziraphale admitted. “Don’t stop.” 

He snapped with his left hand and their trousers 
and underwear disappeared altogether. He leant 
back against the cool tile of the wall as Crow-
ley used their right hand to stroke gently up and 
down. “Why does this feel different to my own hand, 
given it is my own hand, or yours when you’re in 
your body?”

Crowley gave a one-shouldered shrug with his 
side of the body. “Maybe because it’s a combination 
of the two. Your hand with my technique. Something 
fresh and different. Familiar but not. That good?”

“My dear, as always that is damned good.”
Crowley chuckled and moved his hand a little 

faster, gripping firmly now. “We can try this with 
my body when we get it back if you like, try that 
combination.”

“You are a wicked tempter.”
“Naturally.”
Aziraphale’s legs felt quivery, and he began to 

shake, moaning gently.
“Oh heavens, Crowley, this feels divine.”
“Yeah? You like this, Angel? Want me to make 

you explode, mmm?”
“Yes-yes please, darling.” Aziraphale’s left hand 

came down to massage his own balls gently as well 
while Crowley continued stroking with the right. 
He bit his lip, trying to bite back the louder cries he 
wanted to let out and tamp them down to drawn-
out hisses of pleasure instead.

“Oh, Crowley … ”
“Aziraphale, yeah. That’s it, come for us, 

come on—”
“Yesssssss … ”
They shivered in unison as they came, spurting 

over their hands, then untensing and relaxing back 
against the cool wall again.

“Well, that was certainly an experience,” 
Aziraphale said at last.
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“Hell yeah.”
They washed their hands and reinstated their 

trousers. Crowley sighed.
“Y’know the most frustrating part of this?”
“What’s that?”
“That I can’t kiss you too. First thing I’m gonna do 

once I get back in my own body again.”
“Well, I suppose we’d better get a wiggle on 

and get it back then, hadn’t we?” Aziraphale shoul-
dered his bag once more, and they hurried off to 
celestial HQ.

In the lobby, Aziraphale nodded curtly at a 
demon wearing a snail on his head and stared 
resolutely ahead as they stepped onto the down 
escalator. Aziraphale tried to ignore the curious 
stares of other demons as they made their way 
towards the locker room in Hell’s parking area 
to retrieve Crowley’s corporation again. Crowley 
dialled his combination into the padlock and swung 
the door open.

His corporation was slouched inside, looking 
vacant. With a shiver, he wiggled his intangible self 
out of Aziraphale’s body and back into his own, 
blinked, then smiled. He stood up, surged forwards, 
and pinned Aziraphale to the row of lockers behind 
him to kiss him thoroughly.

“Whaddya think Angel, fancy bending me over in 
the locker room? I locked the doo-oors … ” he whis-
pered, tugging at his bowtie teasingly then kissing 
up his neck.

“You truly are the most tempting demon in cre-
ation, my dear.”

“Thanks, I try.”
“You’re very good at it.”
Crowley growled and nipped at Aziraphale’s 

neck playfully.
“‘M not ‘good’, ‘m a demon. Big, bad, 

bitey demon.”
“Of course you are, darling. So bad. So very bad 

you possessed a human to do nothing more than 
free himself from the job from hell, give him an 
afternoon of relaxation, and encourage him into a 
better job. So very, very evil.”

Crowley nipped him again. “Shh, you. Spoiling my 
image here. D’you want ravishing or not?”

“I thought the offer was to ravish you?” Aziraphale 
teased back.

“Whichever suits you this afternoon, Angel. I’m 
all yours.”

“Well, then … ” Aziraphale placed one finger to the 
tip of Crowley’s nose, pushing him back gently, then 
lifted the demon’s arm and consulted the overly 
ostentatious watch on his wrist, thoughtful.

“My desire is that we go home, pick up carrots 
on the way, have dinner, dessert, a snifter of brandy 
as a post-prandial tipple, relax a little while dinner 

goes down, and then … ” he tugged at Crowley’s scarf 
playfully, and pecked him on the cheek.

“Then perhaps I might ravish you.”
Crowley pouted, pulling a disappointed face.
“Just think about the delayed gratification, dear. 

Besides, the entire time you can amuse yourself 
with this:” Aziraphale snapped and miracled up a 
remote-controlled vibrating toy. “You can insert this 
to keep yourself warmed up and on edge while 
you wait.”

Crowley took the butt plug from Aziraphale’s fin-
gers with a smirk.

“Y’want me to go around Waitrose with this up 
my backside? Kinky bugger.”

“You wouldn’t have me any other way,” Aziraphale 
replied.

“Angel, I’d have you every other way.” Crowley 
snapped and flinched as the toy relocated itself 
appropriately, wiggled his backside a little, then 
grinned. “C’mon, let’s go home; you keep hold of the 
remote: surprise me.”

“Oh, I intend to.” 
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There Was Never A Dream  
to Compare, Part 2— 
Poor Puzzled Moon,  
He Wore A Frown
CAENN AO3 Caen

It had been a couple of months since the Armageddon that wasn’t. Above and 
Below just wanted to check up on their ex-agents … 

Rating: Teen | CW: None

IT HAD BEEN A FEW MONTHS SINCE THE ARMA-
geddon that wasn’t. As the trees turned to gold and 
red, Above decided it was time to check up on their 
ex-agent. No one volunteered to spy on the traitor 
angel, afraid he might have Fallen and be danger-
ous, so in the end Gabriel chose to go himself.

Finding Aziraphale wasn’t difficult; he could 
sense his ethereal aura from afar. It gave him pause 
for a moment—Aziraphale wasn’t one of them any-
more, so how did his aura still feel angelic? But this 
was not important. When he finally saw Aziraphale, 
he found the traitor angel in the company of the 
demon Crowley. They were out on a walk in a park.

Gabriel followed them, watching from afar. They 
were discussing something animatedly, Aziraphale 
gesticulating wildly, Crowley with his hands in his 
pockets.

Unbeknown to him, Below had also decided to 
send someone to check up on their ex-agent. The 
problem was, all of the demons ‘volunteered’ by 
Hastur flatly refused to go, even when threatened 
with The Bath, afraid that the traitor demon might 
be dangerous. Finally, Lord Beelzebub called the 
lot of them cowards and went themselves.

Finding Crowley was quite easy; they could 
sense his demonic aura from afar. It gave them 
pause for a moment—how did Crowley’s aura still 
feel demonic if he wasn’t one of them anymore? But 
it was unimportant. When they finally saw Crowley, 
the traitor demon was in the company of the princi-
pality Aziraphale. They were strolling down a street, 
clearly going somewhere.

Beelzebub followed them, watching from afar. 
But then, they felt another presence … They looked 

wildly around and walked straight into Archangel 
Gabriel.

“What the Heaven are you doing here?” they 
asked in a low, irritated tone.

“Same thing you are,” Gabriel replied briskly. “Fol-
lowing the traitor. Shall we go together?”

They followed Aziraphale and Crowley at a dis-
tance together, wondering where they were going.

Finally, the traitors stopped. The demon opened 
the door of what looked like a bar and motioned the 
angel inside. Gabriel and Beelzebub slowed down 
and looked at each other.

“Well, we’d better go in,” said Gabriel hesitantly.
“Yes, we need to know what they are up to!” 

replied Beelzebub tersely.
Gabriel opened the door and motioned the 

demon inside, feeling a bit stupid at repeating 
Crowley’s gesture.

Inside, Gabriel—being the taller of the two—
spotted Aziraphale and Crowley quickly. They were 
sitting at a table by the wall, quite close to a small 
stage. Conveniently, there was a large potted plant 
between their table and the next, which was closer 
to the entrance. Gabriel performed a quick mir-
acle, making the humans at the table remember 
something they had to do immediately. He and 
Beelzebub quietly took the abandoned table and 
cautiously peered through the leaves.

Crowley was just handing Aziraphale a glass of 
a red-coloured, presumably alcoholic, beverage, 
while smiling pleasantly at the angel.

“Good,” whispered Beelzebub. “Crowley’s still 
doing his job. He’s tempting the angel!”

https://archiveofourown.org/users/Caenn
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Over the next two hours or so, Aziraphale and 
Crowley drank a full bottle of the alcoholic bev-
erage, talking more and more animatedly, before 
starting to slur a bit. Gabriel and Beelzebub kept 
peeping between the branches and commenting 
on their ex-agents’ behaviour.

Finally, a balding man walked up to the stage in 
the centre of the back wall and an excited shiver ran 
through the crowd. The music was turned off and 
the man welcomed everyone to the weekly kara-
oke night.

“What is karaoke?” wondered Gabriel in a 
whisper.

“I think Crowley received a commendation for it, 
whatever it is,” Beelzebub murmured moodily.

“Nothing good, then,” Gabriel said, nodding to 
himself.

In a few minutes it became quite clear to them 
just what karaoke was. Humans were queuing up 
to the balding man to get a chance to sing—badly, 
in most cases—on the stage and be applauded by 
other humans.

“Very good,” Beelzebub nodded. “Or very bad, 
rather. Pride, envy, lust … many sins in one place. 
Have to admit, Crowley did a good job on this one.”

They peered between branches at Crowley and 
Aziraphale. It looked and sounded like the demon 
was trying to talk the angel into taking part in the 
‘karaoke’.

“Still trying to tempt the angel,” Beelzebub whis-
pered. “Excellent!”

Behind the plant, Crowley got up and pulled 
Aziraphale to his feet. They walked a bit unsteadily 
towards the scene and joined the queue.

Beelzebub snorted. “What kind of angel is that, 
giving in to temptation so easily?” they mocked. 
“Well done, Crowley!”

Gabriel was quietly seething. “I need to have a 
word with that angel!”

A man came up the stage and mumbled his 
way through a song. Then, a young woman sang 
about loneliness (“I think we will offer her a spot in 
our choir when her time comes,” said Gabriel. “She’s 
really good. And what a nice song!”1)

Finally, Crowley stepped up onto the stage, hips 
swaying. More than a few heads turned.

“Excellent!” said Beelzebub heartily. “Lust and 
envy everywhere!”

Gabriel swore quietly.
Music started and the first line of the song 

appeared on the screen. Shouts and laughter.
Heart beats fast,
Colours and promises … 

1  The girl was singing Lady Gaga’s “Dancing In Circles” but Gabriel didn’t quite understand what it was about. 

Crowley grinned. He took his sunglasses off and 
looked at Aziraphale earnestly. “This one’s for m’an-
gel,” he said in a low voice, slurring slightly.

“What?!” exclaimed Beelzebub, outraged.
Gabriel smirked. “I sense love. What kind of sub-

standard demon is that?”
Crowley was still grinning, swaying slightly to 

the beat of music. He started singing, not looking at 
the screen.

How to be brave,
How can I love when I’m afraid to fall?
But watching you stand alone,
All of my doubt suddenly goes away somehow … 

There were some chuckles around the room. 
Beelzebub glared, at a loss for words. Gabriel was 
smirking. A demon in love!

I have died every day, waiting for you,
Angel, don’t be afraid,
I have loved you for six thousand years.
I’ll love you for six thousand more … 

Crowley was looking at Aziraphale, his expres-
sion earnest, eyes never leaving the angel’s face.

“What!” Beelzebub exclaimed again, in shock. 
Gabriel couldn’t suppress a snicker. A demon in 
love … since the creation of the earth? How is it even 
possible? Demons can’t love … 

Time stands still,
Beauty in all he is.
I will be brave,
I will not let anything take away
What’s standing in front of me … 

The club has gone quiet, only the music and 
Crowley’s voice could be heard. Beelzebub was 
muttering darkly, and Gabriel was enjoying the 
spectacle, watching the incompetent demon sing-
ing and his ex-superior fuming.

And all along I believed I would find you,
Time has brought your heart to me,
I have loved you for six thousand years,
I’ll love you for six thousand more … 

Music faded out to silence. Crowley jumped 
off the stage gracefully and sauntered up to 
Aziraphale. The angel beamed at him and … they 
embraced.

The club erupted in sudden applause, shouts, 
and whistles. Beelzebub jumped to their feet yell-
ing, “What! How dare you, you failure of a demon!”, 
but no one heard them in the din.

Gabriel snorted in amusement but jumped up to 
restrain Beelzebub. Humans couldn’t realise who 
they were, that wouldn’t do at all.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8Wi7dBhcxmc
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Aziraphale and Crowley startled and came apart. 
The angel at least had the good grace to look 
embarrassed. Crowley reached for his hand, but 
Aziraphale shook his head.

Gabriel nodded in satisfaction and pulled Beel-
zebub down. They both sat back in their chairs.

Aziraphale pointed at himself and then the 
stage to indicate he still wanted a turn. Applause 
redoubled.

It was Beelzebub’s time to snicker. “Doesn’t seem 
to be very angelic, does he?” they asked mockingly. 
Gabriel grimaced.

Aziraphale nodded to the balding man and 
walked up onto the stage a bit unsteadily. Music 
started again and the first line of the song appeared 
on the screen. There was cheering again.

You’re just too good to be true,
Can’t take my eyes off you … 

“This one’s for you, my dear,” Aziraphale said and 
a few seconds later started singing, not looking at 
the screen.

You’d be like Heaven to touch,
I wanna hold you so much.
At long last love has arrived,
And I thank God I’m alive … 

Beelzebub snorted. Gabriel was so shocked at 
the blasphemy that he could only stare mutely at 
Aziraphale.

Pardon the way that I stare,
There’s nothing else to compare.
The sight of you leaves me weak,
There are no words left to speak … 

Aziraphale’s voice was full of emotion.
“What!?” Gabriel exclaimed, while Beelzebub 

was hooting with laughter.

I love you, my dear,
And if it’s quite alright
I need you, my dear,
To warm a lonely night … 

Aziraphale sang the last line in a very evocative 
manner and Gabriel gasped, scandalised. Beelze-
bub was laughing so hard they barely managed, “An 
angel in lust with a demon? What a loser!”

Finally, the music faded out. Crowley was grin-
ning. He ran up to the stage and hauled Aziraphale 
down to the floor.

“He’s going to beat the angel now,” said Beel-
zebub wisely, nodding to themselves. Their jaw 
dropped when Crowley hugged Aziraphale fiercely. 
“What?!”

Gabriel snickered, but then the traitors started 
kissing. The club erupted in deafening applause. 
Gabriel jumped to his feet yelling, “What is 

the meaning of this?!”, only vaguely aware that 
Beelzebub did the same at his side and was 
screaming, too.

When the traitors broke apart, Gabriel became 
suddenly aware how close Beelzebub was. Feeling 
just a tiny bit uncomfortable, he moved a step away.

Both Aziraphale and Crowley were smil-
ing and there were shouts demanding they sing 
together. They smiled and went back towards the 
balding man.

“What the Hell is going on here?” Gabriel mut-
tered, just as Beelzebub asked, “What the Heaven is 
going on here?”

They looked at each other, both slightly discon-
certed. They were saved the necessity of saying 
something by the traitors coming up to the stage 
together. It started with a whisper, just Aziraphale’s:

I just swear
That I’ll always be there.
I give anything
And everything,
And I will always care … 

The club fell silent, listening closely. Then Crow-
ley took over:

Through weakness and strength,
Happiness and sorrow,
For better, for worse,
I will love you
With every beat of my heart … 

Soft music continued and the traitors fell silent 
for a moment. They looked at each other and 
smiled sweetly. Beelzebub made a retching sound.

From this moment life has begun,
From this moment you are the one,
Right beside you is where I belong
From this moment on.
From this moment I have been blessed,
I live only for your happiness,
And for your love, I’d give my last breath
From this moment on … 

They were now singing alternating lines, some of 
them together. They were still looking into each oth-
er’s eyes, their faces inches apart, and the club was 
completely silent.

Gabriel watched them, half expecting the 
Almighty to strike them down. An angel and a 
demon! It cannot be … She wouldn’t permit it … 

I give my hand to you with all my heart … 

Crowley switched the microphone to his left 
hand and, without looking down, they simultane-
ously reached for each other’s hand.

Beelzebub shook their head in disbelief. It 
cannot be!
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I can’t wait to live my life with you can’t wait 
to start.
You and I will never be apart.
My dreams came true because of you.
From this moment as long as I live
I will love you; I promise you this,
There is nothing I wouldn’t give
From this moment on … 

The traitors were beaming at each other and 
their eyes were shining. They looked—happy—com-
pletely and utterly in love.

“No … that’s impossible,” whispered 
Gabriel, shaken.

Beelzebub murmured, “It just-just can’t be … ”

You’re the reason I believe in love
And you’re the answer to my prayers from 
up above.
All we need is just the two of us.
My dreams came true because of you.
From this moment, as long as I live,
I will love you; I promise you this,
There is nothing I wouldn’t give.
From this moment I will love you
As long as I live, from this moment on … 

They lowered their microphones simultaneously 
and walked off the stage in a stunned silence. When 
they gave the microphones back to the balding 
man and Crowley put his arm around Aziraphale, 
the spell was broken, and the club erupted. The 
applause, cheers, and whistles were deafening.

Crowley grinned. Aziraphale was smiling sheep-
ishly. He glanced up at the demon, who planted a 
gentle kiss at the corner of the angel’s mouth. They 
embraced for a moment, their eyes closed.

Beelzebub was shaking their head in disbelief. 
Gabriel was shivering from head to toe. “Why, Lord? 
Why do you permit it? Why don’t you strike them 
down?” he whispered.

Finally, the traitors started towards the exit.
Beelzebub’s eyes widened; they would pass 

close by their ex-superiors! What if they noticed 
them? Having made a split-second decision, the 
demon quickly moved off their chair and onto 
Gabriel’s lap. “We can’t let them recognise us,” they 
whispered urgently and proceeded to kiss the 
Archangel soundly.

The traitors passed by, their ex-superiors unno-
ticed, and left the club without a backward glance, 
leaving the applauding emotional crowd—and one 
very confused Archangel—behind. 
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After the Nightingale Sings
OFSNAKESLIESANDKINGS
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Aziraphale and Crowley enjoy a long dinner at the Ritz after the foiled 
apocalypse, continuing the celebrations back at the bookshop. But old  
and new fears alike still linger as the first day of the rest of their lives  
comes to an end.

Rating: Teen | CW: Canon-typical drinking and swearing,  
some mentions of PTSD.

THE ECHO OF CLINKING GLASSES AND SWELLING 
music padded the air as the retired angel and 
demon made their way on unsteady legs through 
the lamplit streets of Soho. In hindsight, they should 
have waited till they arrived back at the Book-
shop before thoroughly indulging in alcohol, but 
the selection tonight was truly excellent. Fine vin-
tages, abundance in variety; seemed a shame 
to not partake in what was already being readily 
offered. That, and alcohol seemed to dim the edges 
of the enormity of what they both had just done, 
keeping the ol’ nagging anxieties at bay for a few 
moments more.

Crowley couldn’t help the silly giggles as he 
sputtered away about something or the other, 
trying to recall what they were talking about before, 
quite politely, being told to vacant their table at the 
Ritz. Of course, he could have miracled the staff 
to suddenly forget about needing to do that, but 
Aziraphale had suggested they ‘Really should be 
going, oh dear, I even have to check on the book-
shop’ or something to that effect; the more accurate 
version of that was plagued with a bit more slurred 
pronunciation.

Before he knew it, both of them were out on the 
pavement, stumbling and fumbling along the path. 
After three aborted attempts to get the Bentley’s 
door open, it was unanimously decided to make the 
journey on foot. The ridiculous distance they would 
have to walk did not seem like a pressing enough 
matter at the time. The pleasant buzz of tipsiness 
kept their focus on random topics rather than how 
far their destination was, which only succeeded in 
side-tracking them from the trek altogether.

At the moment, Crowley was marvelling, with 
as much drunken marvel as he could muster, at 
the hazy streaks of light from the street lamps and 

how they made different geometrical shapes when 
looked at from multiple angles. Aziraphale grad-
ually moved next to where Crowley was standing 
and pointing vaguely. They both were unbalanced 
enough that the only way they could stand without 
fully toppling over onto the road, was to lean into 
each other.

The unexpected brush of contact was as sooth-
ing as it was nerve-wracking, each gentle nudge 
against Crowley’s arm sending pleasant waves of 
comfort throughout his being. He was so lost in the 
sensation that he only registered that Aziraphale 
was saying something when his aborted attempts 
at speech reached a marginal coherence.

“Sh-shoo-shouldn’t we be getting along, my 
dear?” Aziraphale finally managed to form the 
question.

“Hmmm? Oh yeeahh wa’sit this way or … ?” Crow-
ley swayed as he pointed and turned to the street 
he had thought they were walking towards.

“I think that way.” Aziraphale nodded towards the 
opposite direction, certain that that was where the 
Bookshop lied.

Crowley didn’t bother trying to remember where 
they ended up, as another thought materialized 
(though had it occurred sooner, both beings could 
have avoided their current predicament).

“Either way looksss too … away, far far away, 
dunit?” Crowley brilliantly observed.

Aziraphale scrunched up his nose; it was awfully 
far and they really had not thought this through at 
all. With an impatient huff, he merely snapped his 
fingers downwards and the next moment they both 
were deposited at the doorstep of the resurrected 
Bookshop. Though the added tipsiness made the 
miracle drop them on unsteady legs and left their 
clothes in a state of disarray as they were de- and 
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re-constructed in quick succession. Aziraphale’s 
shoes had decided to switch feet and his vest was 
turned the wrong way around. He grumbled as he 
ran his hands over his coat to adjust it back to rights, 
stating the downsides of inebriated miracling, as he 
moved to open the door.

But Crowley had failed to notice any of this as 
soon as his eyes landed on the shop front. The 
building stood from its ashes, in all its former glory, 
just the way Crowley had seen it this morning 
wearing Aziraphale’s corporation. Restored, like his 
Bentley, when Adam Young reset the world. Yet, 
there was still a lingering stench of burnt parch-
ment in the air, very faint and not easy to pick up on 
if one did not have the heightened sense of smell 
Crowley possessed.

All of a sudden, the fuzzy haze he was comfort-
ably settled into was intruded with edges of smoke 
that curled viciously onto his senses, sobering up 
patches of his consciousness. Crowley blinked, then 
blinked again, trying to banish the visions interfering 
with reality. No matter how life-like the sensation of 
utter grief was threatening to pull him in, Crowley 
knew it wasn’t true; the imminent danger had long 
since passed, Aziraphale was never … gone in the 
permanent sense, he was right here, next to him, he 
was—Aziraphale was staring at him. Having stopped 
talking a while ago, the angel curiously scrutinized 
the demon who had abruptly stilled behind him. 
His hand lingered on the doorknob, halfway turned 
towards him as the front door lay cracked open 
a smidge.

One fleeting look at the interior—the beginnings 
of rows of bookshelves, the till in the corner, the 
open space for the skylight—proved to his eyes that 
nothing was up in flames anymore. Yet, the unfor-
tunate miscommunication between his sight and 
senses had his mind bombarding him with flashes 
of coiling, red-hot fire flitting about. He had the 
absurd impulse to reach out and fold Aziraphale 
into his arms, protect him from some unseen threat, 
even as nothing of the sort presented itself.

“Dear?” Aziraphale looked inside the shop cau-
tiously, his gaze sweeping the area around them. “Is 
something … wrong?” His breath hitched on the last 
word, eyes getting wider and complexion paling. 
Crowley recognized the rising alarm and broke out 
of his own panic to console him.

“Oh nothing, nothing, let’s get in, angel.” He 
couldn’t look at him, gaze skittering away to latch 
onto anything else that would divert his attention. 
No doubt the angel heard how his speech was no 
longer meandering a drawl as it was mere min-
utes ago. Crowley hoped his easy dismissal and 
Aziraphale’s own drunkenness would mask the 
notes of a lie in his statement.

They had just stepped into the back room, and 
Crowley made a beeline for the sofa. He waited for 
Aziraphale to hang up his coat and was surprised 
when the angel also unbuttoned his waistcoat 
and laid it on the back of his chair. Then he care-
fully removed his shoes revealing, less surprisingly, 
tartan socks. If Crowley’s brain was not steaming out 
of his ears at the moment, he would crack a joke 
at the predictable fashion choice. As it was, he was 
glad to have enough sense to scoot to the other 
side as Aziraphale chose to deposit himself right 
next to Crowley on the sofa.

Aziraphale barely settled into his seat when he 
caught Crowley’s eyes behind his dark glasses and 
then trailed lower and then back again. Crowley felt 
his face heat up at the blatant examination, startling 
the next second at the barely controlled puffs of 
laughter emanating from the angel.

Crowley looked over his shoulder, this way and 
that, but couldn’t find the source of his amusement. 
Giving up, he huffed out a breath.

“All right, I’ll bite, what is it?”
“Well—” it took a bit to get the remnants of 

the giggles to pitter away, “Well, it looks like the 
impromptu miracle didn’t just get my clothes out of 
sorts.” He finished while gesturing towards Crowley.

The demon looked down at himself, the con-
fused knot in his brow clearing as he registered the 
state of his clothes: his tie was terribly askew, fall-
ing back over his shoulders, his shirt was somehow 
buttoned up wrong and his jacket was on inside-
out. Crowley tsked, grimacing at the creases as he 
moved to fix his shirt. The less miracles they used 
till they were completely sober, the better.

He had just taken off his jacket, flopping it care-
lessly over the couch, when he felt Aziraphale grasp 
at his shirt buttons. He made a string of gibberish 
consonants at the contact, with Aziraphale still gig-
gling in delight.

“Let me, my dear,” Aziraphale said, carefully 
keeping his hands as steady as he could, and work-
ing on undoing and redoing the buttons correctly.

Crowley couldn’t help the slight uplift of his lips 
at the sight of the tip of the angel’s tongue poking 
out in concentration, but he resolutely stayed 
absolutely still. Even as the accidental brushes of 
Aziraphale’s knuckles on his chest made his breath 
stutter. He didn’t dare try to make eye contact as 
Aziraphale finished up, thinking that that would be 
the end of it. His expertly-crafted aloofness wouldn’t 
stand a chance against those soft blue orbs. Appar-
ently, Aziraphale had other ideas. He popped in 
the last button, only to trail his hands over the shirt 
one last time, causing Crowley to shudder. His eyes 
momentarily slipped closed and when he managed 
to pry them open again, he was met with another 
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pair shining in the low light. For someone’s sake, 
were his eyes changing colour?! Still maintaining his 
gaze, Aziraphale’s hands found the loose ends of his 
tie and deftly slipped it free from his collar.

By this point, Crowley might as well be vibrating 
with enough energy to take a round trip to Venus 
and back—and a distracted Crowley is an impulsive 
Crowley. So as Aziraphale got up to place his dis-
carded jacket onto the coat rack, Crowley saw the 
opportunity for a reprieve, took a deep breath and 
latched onto the only thought that wasn’t screaming 
at him to say something he would surely regret.

“So, angel, up for a nightcap?”

An hour into their second drinking session, 
Crowley began to realize the colossal mistake he 
had made. Served him right for going along with 
the first thing that pops into his head. They both 
had migrated from their initial positions gradu-
ally, barely sitting upright on the couch anymore, 
slouching at strange angles, but packed closely 
enough that Crowley had ended up sandwiched 
between Aziraphale and the arm of the sofa. They 
were almost completely joined from shoulder to 
hip, and therein lies the problem. As Crowley val-
iantly tried to maintain any semblance of decorum 
while simultaneously trying to regain control of 
his motor skills, Aziraphale was seemingly at ease, 
casually touching his arm or shoulder whenever a 
suitably important argument in need of emphasis 
called for it.

In the duration of their disjointed ramblings, 
Crowley’s tie had found a new home wrapped 
around his head. When Aziraphale noticed the 
latest addition to Crowley’s accessories, he went off 
in another fit of laughter, this time compelling Crow-
ley to join him. Their shared mirth shook the last 
tendrils of Crowley’s inhibitions free, causing him 
to lean fully into Aziraphale and that was the exact 
moment Crowley registered just how close they 
had drifted.

Aziraphale turned towards him, still laughing, 
and oh, Crowley wished he hadn’t, because avoid-
ing looking at him was so much easier with the 
angel facing the other way. How was he supposed 
to pretend Aziraphale’s smile, his laugh, his overall 
blessed self had no effect on him when he was star-
ing right at him with such fondness and affection 
layering his gaze? If this was any other time, Crow-
ley would have made an excuse to move about and 
distance himself from being in close proximity to 
the angel, but right now he was intoxicated and still 
reeling from the whirlwind of the last few days—
Tadfield, the Bookshop on fire, the lights, his car 

burning, the music at the Ritz, Satan tearing through 
the ground, the reflection in Aziraphale’s eyes, the 
endless smoke rising from so much fire—he thought 
he had lost the angel barely a day ago in the very 
same place and now Aziraphale was right there, 
safe and … so close … if he were to lean in a bit … 

Before he had time to process what had hap-
pened, Crowley’s hands found the lapels of 
Aziraphale’s baby-blue shirt and his face was being 
dragged closer to his, pausing for a moment to 
give a fleeting glance at the angel’s face, and clos-
ing the gap till their lips finally met. Aziraphale went 
rigid next to him, but Crowley hardly noticed at first, 
too lost in the feeling of soft plump lips against 
his own. When he felt Aziraphale starting to relax 
into him though, he was hit with the sudden jolt of 
realization. Shitshitshitshit go-sata-someone, what 
had he done!? Quickly, albeit reluctantly, he eased 
Aziraphale from his hold, causing the angel to 
release a shuddering breath he didn’t need, spiking 
Crowley’s already high anxiety. Needless to say, the 
turn of events sobered him right up.

This was not the way he wanted this to happen, 
not when both of them were still drunk and could 
have plausible deniability, listing anything that 
occurred as nothing more than a slight slip up. 
The word fraternizing reared its ugly head and he 
physically shook his head to deter his thoughts 
from spiraling in that direction. But he also couldn’t 
ignore the reality hanging above them, the truth to 
their situation that was only coming to light in this 
moment where he couldn’t erase his actions. Sure, 
they were free agents now, and in Crowley’s opinion 
they had at least earned the right to finally, finally, 
do as they pleased, but they hadn’t discussed any 
of this, what they’ll do after. There were no more 
pretenses, no duties to uphold—just them and time, 
and while Crowley didn’t need to spare a thought 
in deciding to stay with the angel for however long 
he would allow it, whether it was continuing their 
friendship or moving onto something more, he 
wasn’t sure if Aziraphale wanted the same. What 
did being free even mean for Aziraphale? What if 
he decided not to take things further, skip over this 
little hiccup, and never mentioned it again?

Crowley couldn’t bear the thought of having to 
act like this—the softest touch of lips full of prom-
ise—never happened afterwards. He would do it if 
Aziraphale asked that of him, of course he would, 
yet as the seconds ticked by his conviction clawed 
at itself to tatters, mingling into guilt and doubt 
as he silently waited for the angel to say some-
thing, anything. Maybe lecture him about “proper 
behavior” or accuse him of trying to tempt him. A 
well-rehearsed dance, one which Crowley could 
follow along with ease. But Aziraphale remained 
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quiet, gazing at Crowley with a glossy, faraway 
look in his eyes. And that was when the rest of 
the interaction hit him. He had not only kissed 
Aziraphale—shitfuck he kissed him—but he had 
done so without asking, without warning. Oh, he 
deserved whatever telling-off the angel gave him. In 
fact, he should be groveling at his feet right now.

“I’m sorry—I-I’m so sorry—” Crowley blurted out, 
and backed up on the cushions. Aziraphale had still 
not replied.

Out of all the things he would have expected, 
Aziraphale certainly did not plan for this. Oh, but it 
was so wonderful, something had flared up in his 
chest when Crowley leaned forward and joined 
their mouths in a delicate kiss, and he realized with 
a start that it felt awfully close to what her ethe-
real essence inside of him felt like. But, this was a 
different kind of feeling than that of god’s grace, it 
burned from his mouth through his chest and made 
him see stars. It was painstakingly 
beautiful, what the purest form 
of love felt like, and as a being of 
love, Aziraphale could easily dis-
tinguish that. Years of being the 
one giving and spreading divine 
love and now he was receiving 
it—though perhaps he was receiv-
ing it all this time but never truly 
acknowledged its existence—it 
was the most extraordinary feeling 
he had felt in a long while. So pure, 
so lovely and just so right, like 
something ineffable, meant to be. 
All from a demon who supposedly 
should not be able to feel it in the 
first place, much less share it with 
an angel.

Crowley opened and closed 
his mouth before starting again, “Angel, I—”, but 
Aziraphale was already pulling him in, almost des-
perate to feel the overwhelming love and adoration 
rolling off of his demon once more because oh it 
felt so good, he could not take the risk of mourn-
ing the lost chance later. Might as well get his fill, as 
much as he could. The old fears—of getting discov-
ered, facing judgment, the reprimands—attempted 
to intervene, but for once Aziraphale stood his 
ground and dared them to try and ruin this pre-
cious moment.

They were both panting slightly when they 
pulled apart the second time, taking shallow gulps 
of air, the taste of one another lingering on their 
mouths. Crowley, who had become increasingly 
pliant under Aziraphale’s hold as their kiss stretched 
on, felt his body tingle with pleasure when the 
angel swiped a careful tongue across his bottom 

lip. He didn’t understand what had brought on the 
sudden reciprocation, but couldn’t bring himself to 
move away a second time. They both sat holding 
each other on the couch, neither of them pulling 
away or breaking the precarious silence.

“Thought I lost you, you know,” Crowley man-
aged to rasp out after a while, hardly louder than a 
whisper.

At Aziraphale’s slightly confused expression, 
Crowley swallowed and soldiered on.

“Back—back then, I came here looking for you 
and you weren’t here, you weren’t anywhere, Arma-
geddon was already starting and my former side 
had figured out our Arrangement, so it wasn’t a leap 
to assume … to realize … ” Crowley had to take a shud-
dering breath to calm himself, feeling Aziraphale’s 
steady arms tighten around him. “And—and I 
thought I failed you. What was the point of anything 
if I couldn’t even be there to save you when you 

needed it?” Crowley tried to keep 
the tremor out of his voice as he 
finished. He could feel a wetness 
pooling behind his shades, thank-
ful that they were shielding him 
from further embarrassment.

“But obviously that’s not what 
happened, and it’s fine now so—” 
Crowley tried to continue on non-
chalantly but Aziraphale cut him 
off gently.

“Oh, but my dear, you’re always 
the one saving me. Whenever 
I needed you, you somehow 
knew where to be, right on time,” 
Aziraphale recalled the Bastille, 
the church, the airbase, and all 
the times in between, “And you 
did save me today, we both saved 

each other, didn’t we?”
Aziraphale gave him such a blissful smile, one 

of his hands trailing lightly up and down Crowley’s 
cheek. Hearing former side from Crowley made him 
stupidly happy; they were well and truly on their 
own side now, and Aziraphale was resolved to make 
the most of the rest of their lives, together.

Crowley was still floundering for a response to 
that admission, hindered further by the distract-
ingly sweet feeling of Aziraphale caressing him, 
when he reached with his other hand to tentatively 
touch Crowley’s glasses. He waited patiently while 
Crowley caught up to his meaning and in a fleeting 
burst of confidence, Crowley snatched them off his 
face himself and tossed them on the coffee table. 
He raised his glistening yellow eyes to a similarly 
watery pair of stormy hazel.

Crowley was still 
floundering for a 
response to that 

admission, hindered 
further by the 

distractingly sweet 
feeling of Aziraphale 
caressing him, when 

he reached with 
his other hand to 
tentatively touch 
Crowley’s glasses.
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“Hello,” Aziraphale softly looked at him in a way 
Crowley’s short-circuited brain was shouting at him 
was adoring.

“Hey,” Crowley managed to reply just before col-
lapsing into Aziraphale’s arms and hugging him 
impossibly close.

Aziraphale said not a word as he wrapped his 
arms more securely around Crowley, returning 
the hold with just as much enthusiasm. Eventually, 
one of his hands found purchase in Crowley’s hair, 
stroking reverently through the silken strands, and 
Crowley had a clear certainty that he could spend 
the rest of his existence right here and be content.

“Maybe we should talk?” Aziraphale mumbled 
thoughtfully, snuggling affectionately into gold-
en-red curls.

“In a while, angel,” came Crowley’s muffled 
response from his shoulder, his face completely 
buried in the softness of his angel, surrounded by 
his alluring scent. He let his solid presence qui-
eten the frantic worries running around in his mind; 
simply allowing himself to be present, to hope.

Aziraphale tried to huff, but it sounded too fond, 
and he had to admit he was also not yet ready to 
let Crowley leave the circle of his arms. Talking and 
confessing and healing would all come in time; for 
now Earth’s oldest inhabitants welcomed the dawn 
of the next day from the safety and comfort of each 
other’s embrace. 
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Aziraphale acquires a 12th century codex of prophecies purporting to be by 
legendary sorcerer and seer, Merlin. Little does he know, reading this book 
will have far-reaching consequences for the angel, and for Crowley, that will 
change them, and what they mean to each other, forever.

Rating: Teen | CW: None

AZIRAPHALE WAS NEVER HAPPIER THAN WHEN 
he’d liberated an antiquarian or unusual book from 
someone who didn’t appreciate the treasure (espe-
cially if he’d acquired it as a bargain). On this day, he 
was ecstatic. The book he held was both unusual 
and very old—a 12th-century codex of prophecies, 
allegedly by none other than the legendary sor-
cerer and seer, Merlin.

He had rescued the volume from a local antique 
dealer who clearly had no idea what he had. 
Aziraphale had gotten it for £40 nine days before 
the Apocalypse. He had been desperate for any 
clues about the end of the world at the time, but 
with everything that had happened in the interim, 
he hadn’t gotten around to reading it.

Aziraphale (and his bookshop) had nearly been 
destroyed in the Apocalypse-that-wasn’t only two 
days earlier. The angel was looking forward to a bit 
of light reading to distract himself from what had 
nearly happened. A new book of prophecy seemed 
just the ticket, and, if he were honest, he rather 
looked forward to noting the places where the 
author had gotten it wrong.

He put on his glasses, sat back in his chair, and 
opened the book’s blue leather cover. The volume 
was in remarkable condition, considering its age. 
The text was still dark and legible. Aziraphale set-
tled in to read. At two pages in, he furrowed his 
brow slightly. By page eight, he was frowning, and 
by the 14th page, he was paying rapt attention. This 
author had so far gotten every single prophecy 
right—from a certain point of view.

But then he came to an illustration depicting 
four angels. In the first panel, the first angel, who 
had pale curls, was reading aloud from a book. 
In the second panel, the four angels were clasp-
ing their hands over their mouths. In the last panel, 
the first angel was flying in the direction of a large 
and familiar-looking snake. Aziraphale sucked in 
a breath.

The text opposite was one of Merlin’s prophe-
cies, written in quite small text in Latin. Aziraphale 
squinted at it, muttering as he read.

Ter columbus vates invocabit et silentium ad 
angelos incidet et miracula angelorum desinet. 
Columbus latibulo serpentum inquo is frangetur 
deinde reparabitur.

The dove shall invoke the prophet three times, 
and silence shall descend upon the angels, and the 
miracles of the angels shall cease. The dove shall fly 
to the lair of the serpent where he shall be broken, 
then mended.

Aziraphale thought he heard the distant lowing 
of ancient brass trumpets. Spooked, he stopped 
reading for a moment. The noise stopped. He read 
the passage aloud again more clearly. This time, 
there was no mistaking the timbre of brass notes.

Aziraphale read the sentences again, faster, 
trying to banish the echo of trumpets reverberat-
ing through his head, but they only sounded louder. 
Quickly, he turned the page, but it was blank. He 
was certain that when he’d bought it, it had been 
complete. Feeling anxious, he turned back to the 
page he’d just read, and gasped when saw the 
black imprint of the text and fine lines of the images 
disappearing before his eyes. He jumped up from 
his chair and threw the book on his desk. Breath-
lessly, he turned to the first page, then the next, and 
the next. His chest felt like it had been compressed 
by an occult force that kept squeezing tighter. The 
book had been unwritten.

Through the fog of panic, he did what he always 
did in recent years when things had gone des-
perately wrong: he called Crowley. The demon 
answered after two rings.

“Hello Aziraphale! Bit late for a call, isn’t it? I was 
just thinking about turning in for the night.”

Aziraphale nearly wept with relief at hearing 
Crowley’s voice. He opened his mouth to answer, to 
tell his friend about the trumpets and the book with 
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the disappearing ink, but no sound came out. He 
tried shouting and whispering, but still, there was 
no sound.

When he was met with silence, Crowley paused, 
and then said, “Is this about lunch tomorrow? 
Because I’ve already told you, you can pick the 
place! I just know you love sushi.”

Aziraphale tried one more time. “No, it’s not that—
Crowley, can’t you hear me?”

“The silent treatment, Aziraphale? Really?” the 
demon said petulantly. “Fine, have it your way,” he 
said, referencing the argument they’d had ear-
lier that day, “We can do the Wellington. Just don’t 
come crying to me afterwards that it’s too much like 
the Ritz.” And he hung up.

Wide-eyed, Aziraphale put the receiver down 
in the cradle of the ancient telephone, frozen in 
place, trying to get a grip on his emotions so he 
could think.

He couldn’t talk. But he didn’t need to talk in 
order to work miracles. He raised his hand and 
snapped his fingers toward the ground.

“Did it work?” he whispered—only he didn’t make 
any sound at all. He tried it again, concentrating on 
being able to speak, but still, nothing.

Aziraphale turned and strode to the coat rack, 
grabbing his coat and donning the long, beige 
garment.

He quickly fetched one of the scarlet and gold 
‘A.Z. Fell & Co.’ bags he’d had custom printed for the 
bookshop in case he actually sold one of his pre-
cious books. (They’d had a minimum quantity of 500 
bags, and he still had the majority of the order. That 
was in 1991). Aziraphale picked the book up hesi-
tantly, as if it were something that might bite him, 
and shoved the small volume in the bag. Then he 
opened his coat and put the bag in the oversized 
pocket he’d had his tailor add so he could take a 
book with him to a park or museum and always 
have something to read.

He went out the front door and automatically 
tried to miracle the blinds closed on his way out, 
but nothing happened. A shiver started along his 
spine and ran out to his fingers and toes. A chill 
spread throughout his chest. He was alone, truly 
alone, and defenceless for the first time.

He locked the door and stepped down into 
the dim illumination of streetlights and the cir-
rus-shrouded moon. It was early in the morning, 
and no one was about. He trotted up Greek Street, 
then turned towards Mayfair and quickened his 
pace, propelled by adrenaline, until he was running. 
It didn’t last long, because he was perpetually out of 
shape, but he kept on, alternating walking quickly 
with jogging, until he was across the street from the 
building with Crowley’s flat. A half-hour’s walk under 

normal circumstances, Aziraphale had made it in 
twenty-two minutes. Heaving a noiseless sigh of 
relief, he started to cross the road, looking right, and 
then left—and that’s when he saw them.

White-clad and angry, Michael and Uriel were 
heading straight for him. He turned to run the other 
way, but Sandalphon came around the corner, 
grabbed him by the collar, and shoved him into the 
wall behind him.

Grimacing at him, Sandalphon reared back 
and—still gripping his collar—punched him in the 
stomach.

Winded and doubled over in pain, Aziraphale slid 
to the ground. In an instant, Michael and Uriel were 
on him, and he covered his head with his arms as 
they kicked him, catching a bicep here, a rib there, 
and then his arms as they aimed for his head. He 
closed his eyes and surrendered to the assault, 
wondering, when he succumbed, whether his soul 
would return to Heaven as it had always done 
before, or go to Hell, or simply slip into oblivion.

On the edge of unconsciousness, he heard 
someone yell, “Oi! Get off him!” The voice was famil-
iar, and loved, and Aziraphale felt a sudden spark 
of hope.

The kicking stopped as the angels turned 
around to face the challenger. Aziraphale opened 
his eyes and peered through his shaking arms in 
time to see the swift approach of black jeans and 
blacker snakeskin boots.

The demon snapped his fingers, and all three 
upright angels were thrown violently to the side. 
Another snap, and fire arose from the ground 
between them and Aziraphale. All four angels 
recoiled instinctively in fear. As the flames rose, 
Crowley gestured towards the three, and the blaze 
moved closer to them, and backed them down 
the street, as they cowered from the heat and the 
sparks. Crowley flung his hands towards them, and 
the fire surged forward. Aziraphale pushed himself 
up on an elbow to watch in amazement as they all 
turned and ran away, pursued by a five-foot wall 
of flames.

“And don’t come back!” Crowley yelled. The next 
moment, he was kneeling by Aziraphale’s side.

“Angel! Can you stand? C’mon, I’ll help you.”
Crowley took his hand and ducked under his 

arm, putting it around his neck, and stood, wrapping 
his free arm gently but firmly around Aziraphale’s 
back. With some difficulty, he helped him to stand, 
then cross the street and into his building.

Crowley wouldn’t let them stop until they’d 
ridden the lift to the top floor, crossed the hall, and 
he’d snapped the door open, then shut, and locked 
and warded it behind them.
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Aziraphale winced, and when Crowley set him 
down on the sofa, he opened his mouth, crying out 
soundlessly.

“It’s all right, we’re safe now,” Crowley reassured 
him in a rush. “Are you alright?” he asked in a wor-
ried tone.

At Crowley’s question, which he was utterly inca-
pable of answering, Aziraphale silently huffed in 
frustration, which made his ribs hurt even more, and 
he winced again.

“Aziraphale? What’s wrong? Are you hurt?” Crow-
ley furrowed his brow, removed his sunglasses, and 
set them on the end table as he knelt down in front 
of him, putting his hand on his shoulder. Unfortu-
nately, it was the shoulder that Michael had kicked 
with her sharp boots.

Aziraphale shrank away from Crowley’s hand 
then looked at him, stricken.

“Right, that’s it,” Crowley said, and snapped his 
best healing miracle on the angel. Cautiously, he 
reached out and gently put his hand back on his 
shoulder.

Aziraphale sighed in relief and nodded at Crow-
ley, then shrugged his shoulders, and ran his 
hands over his ribs to confirm that they were no 
longer broken.

“What the Heaven was that all about? What hap-
pened?” Crowley asked, nodding in the direction of 
the street.

Aziraphale automatically tried to respond. His 
lips moved, but no sound came out.

Crowley frowned at him. Then he half-smiled, as 
if Aziraphale had made a joke he didn’t quite under-
stand, and then frowned again, as if wondering if 
the joke was on him.

Aziraphale closed his eyes and sighed heav-
ily. He thought for a moment, then mimed writing 
something down.

Crowley raised his eyebrows. “You-you want 
something to write with?”

Aziraphale nodded vigorously.
“Why? Angel, please, say something, this 

isn’t funny.”
Aziraphale just sat and looked at Crowley with a 

forlorn expression.
“All right, all right, I’m moving!” Crowley said, get-

ting up and going to his desk, rummaging through 
the drawers. He returned with a Montblanc pen 
adorned with a snake clip, and an unused 1974 
day-planner with big, garish multicoloured swirls on 
the cover.

He handed them both over to Aziraphale, who 
immediately began writing in the book. Crowley 
slumped next to him on the sofa.

Scribbling furiously, Aziraphale wrote about the 
book of prophecy and the curse he seemed to 

be under, then coming to find Crowley and being 
ambushed by the other angels. He looked up then 
to find Crowley looking at him with a combination of 
anxiety and impatience, so he finished his sentence, 
and handed the planner back to him.

Crowley read the first few sentences and looked 
up, startled. “You can’t talk at all?” he asked.

Aziraphale shook his head mournfully, and Crow-
ley continued to read.

“You’re under a curse?!”
Aziraphale nodded, and Crowley stared at him 

open-mouthed for a moment before returning to 
the book. He had read for only a few seconds when 
he growled and snapped the book shut.

“I will fucking obliterate them!” he shouted, 
standing up and starting to pace.

Aziraphale shook his head emphatically, got up 
and took the book from Crowley, exasperated. He 
wrote in his book again and handed it back.

“Aziraphale, they almost killed you! If I hadn’t 
seen you out the window … ”

The angel visibly drooped, his eyes clenching in 
an effort to avoid crying.

Crowley stepped forward and tentatively 
wrapped his arms around him. Aziraphale sighed 
raggedly, and hugged him back tightly, burrowing 
his face into Crowley’s chest. Crowley rested his 
chin on Aziraphale’s curls. They embraced for a long 
time, drawing comfort from each other.

Aziraphale reluctantly pulled away and took the 
planner to write in it again. He finished and handed 
it back.

Crowley read it and frowned. “Angel, this was 
not your fault. You didn’t realize what was going to 
happen! Stop blaming yourself,” he said. “Besides, 
that lot deserve it,” he added under his breath.

Shaking his head, Aziraphale went to sit on the 
sofa again.

“Anyway, I’m still able to perform miracles,” Crow-
ley said, taking two long strides to stand in front of 
the angel. “Let’s get this curse removed,” he con-
tinued, sounding tired, and snapped his fingers 
dramatically.

Aziraphale beamed at him, and opened his 
mouth to say thank you, but no words came out. He 
cleared his throat and tried again, but again, there 
was no sound. He looked at Crowley beseechingly.

Crowley concentrated and snapped his fingers 
again. And again, Aziraphale tried to speak. The 
silence rang louder than words.

The angel paled and moved to fetch the book of 
prophecies from his coat, but the red A.Z. Fell and 
Co. bag was empty. He turned the pocket inside 
out, but there was nothing inside it. He sucked in a 
breath, returned to the sofa, picked up the journal 
and pen and started to write down an account of 
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what had happened, hands shaking. When he was 
finished, he handed it to Crowley.

The demon scanned the text, then read it again.
“The book disappeared? It could be out on 

the pavement, though, or in the street. I could 
go look—” And he turned and started to leave. 
Aziraphale grabbed his hand and allowed himself 
to be pulled to his feet by the demon, then shook 
his head, nodding at the empty bag, and Crowley 
stopped.

“Yeah. All right. But what kind of book could 
create such a powerful effect, and then vanish with-
out a trace? In six thousand years, I haven’t seen 
anything like it.”

Aziraphale shook his head again, scribbled 
something in the journal, and handed it to the 
demon with a worried look.

Crowley looked up at Aziraphale. “We will find a 
way to break this curse, Angel. I promise.”

Aziraphale looked at him and nodded gratefully.
Crowley gave him a half-smile, and then covered 

his mouth as he yawned. “Sorry, I’m a bit drained. 
That was a lot of heavy-duty miracles for one night. 
I think I should nap before we work on your curse.”

Aziraphale nodded. Crowley fidgeted. Aziraphale 
tilted his head and raised his eye-
brows expectantly.

“Would you—no, never mind,” 
Crowley finished dismissively, and 
turned to go. A hand caught his. 
Aziraphale’s hand. When he turned 
in surprise, the angel flushed, but 
looked directly at him with an 
open expression. Crowley swal-
lowed hard.

“Come … sit with me while I 
sleep?” the demon asked and held his breath.

Aziraphale smiled and nodded and squeezed 
his hand.

Crowley let out his breath in a whoosh, then 
grinned, and pulled Aziraphale to his feet, leading 
him down the hallway.

The angel’s heart thumped so loudly in his chest, 
he wondered that Crowley didn’t comment on it. 
His nerves were thrumming. They had kept watch 
over each other before over the years, but never 
like this. Aziraphale had never even seen Crowley’s 
bedroom.

Crowley led him to his bedroom door and 
removed the ward on it before opening it. Inside, 
the walls were covered in a light grey wallpaper 
with a subtle pattern of leaves. Hanging plants 
draped the corners of the four-poster bed and hung 
in each corner of the room. There was a painting 
over the double bed, unmistakably a Van Gogh, that 
wasn’t in any catalogue in the world.

Aziraphale recognized the walls of Eden 
instantly: the great expanse of desert, encir-
cling the garden, the mountains in the distance, 
the lush green interior, and the suggestion of two 
tiny man-shaped beings on top of the wall—one 
white, one black. His heart clenched, remember-
ing the moment he’d offered a sheltering wing to his 
adversary. He wondered what it meant that Crow-
ley had chosen that moment to commission, and 
to hang above his bed, of all places. Aziraphale 
glanced at Crowley, who was flushed, and seemed 
apprehensive.

Aziraphale smiled at him reassuringly, and 
looked at the painting again, his smile softening. He 
scribbled something in the journal and showed it to 
Crowley.

“It’s gorgeous! I love it. But why did you choose this 
moment in particular?”

The demon’s blush deepened, and he looked 
down. “Because that was the moment everything 
changed for me. I wasn’t alone anymore.”

Aziraphale looked at him like he’d just unveiled a 
basket full of kittens.

“Please, just … ” Crowley said awkwardly and 
motioned for the angel to sit on top of the deep 

green duvet. He let go of 
Aziraphale’s hand and went around 
to the other side of the bed, drew 
back the covers, and miracled 
himself into black silk pyjamas.

Aziraphale gingerly sat on the 
side of the bed the demon had 
indicated, fluffed the two pillows, 
and lay down with his head nes-
tled on goose down in charcoal 
grey pillowcases.

Crowley crawled into bed and pulled the sheet 
and duvet up to his chest, sighing in relief as his 
muscles relaxed. He looked over at the angel, who 
smiled at him warmly.

“Night, Aziraphale,” he murmured, snapping 
his fingers to dim the lamp. In the sudden dusk, 
Aziraphale felt brave enough to cup his hand on 
Crowley’s shoulder, a lingering, warm squeeze. He 
looked upward as the light continued to fade, and 
his jaw dropped as he noticed the stars shining on 
the high ceiling. Not just the few bright stars you 
could see even in London, but the vast expanse of 
the Milky Way as it might have been seen on a dark 
night in ancient Mesopotamia.

Aziraphale sat in the starlight and listened to the 
sound of Crowley’s breathing slowing down, eve-
ning out as he drifted off to sleep. The angel kept 
watch over the demon through the night, some-
times looking up at the miracled galaxy above 
them, but most of the time watching Crowley sleep, 

“Well, Angel, looks 
like we’re headed to 
the South Downs,” 

Crowley said,  
handing the ledger  

to Aziraphale.
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wondering for the thousandth time at how beauti-
ful he was, and how grateful he was to have him in 
his life.

He was surprised to wake and find that he 
was curled up against the demon’s back, his arm 
wrapped securely around him, his fingers entwined 
with Crowley’s. He was breathing softly against his 
neck, and—oh dear. His effort was showing defi-
nite signs of interest in the whole arrangement. He 
retreated as best he could, hips first, then trying 
to extract his arm and retrieve his hand, but Crow-
ley woke up and rolled towards him. Aziraphale 
blushed furiously and rolled away from him until he 
could calm his body’s reaction to his proximity.

“Morning, Angel,” came a rough voice 
behind him.

Aziraphale tried to speak, forgetting in the 
early morning haze that he couldn’t, and that put 
a damper on his ardour faster than anything else 
could have done. He rolled back to face Crowley, 
smiling at his sleepy face despite his worries.

“Ready to get up? We should get going as soon 
as possible, I think.”

Aziraphale nodded, and Crowley rolled away 
from him, towards the edge of the bed, and swung 
his long legs out as he pivoted to an upright posi-
tion. He stood up and turned around, yawning, and 
stretching his arms overhead, revealing a sliver of 
toned belly. Aziraphale sucked in a breath, derailed, 
and turned away from the sight, noticing the plan-
ner as he did so. He reached for it as a drowning 
man might reach for a lifebuoy. He grabbed the pen 
and started writing. Crowley came around to his 
side of the bed and waited. Aziraphale finished and 
handed the book to him.

Crowley read aloud, “I think we should start at 
the antique shop where I purchased the cursed 
book. The proprietor may know something.”

“Good idea, Angel. This the address?” Crowley 
inclined his head.

Aziraphale nodded.
“Sounds like a plan. Shower first. Then coffee.”
Aziraphale raised his brow and looked at Crow-

ley hopefully.
“And breakfast. I’ll miracle you up a couple of 

croissants.”
Aziraphale beamed at him

Over a hurried breakfast of coffee for Crowley 
and a latte and two croissants for Aziraphale, the 
angel scrawled the idea he’d had while Crowley was 
in the shower (actually, he’d had several ideas, but 
the others involved being naked in the shower with 

the demon) in the journal and presented it to his 
companion.

“So, we need the name and contact informa-
tion for the person who sold the book to the shop?” 
Crowley asked, sipping his coffee. He was sitting 
in the straight-backed bistro chair at the kitchen 
counter with his limbs in an improbable confusion 
of shapes.

Aziraphale nodded, taking another bite of the 
chocolate croissant, and moaning over the flaky 
pastry and bittersweet chocolate. Only no sound 
came out.

Crowley looked at him oddly. Aziraphale quirked 
an eyebrow, and the demon cleared his throat. “It’s 
nothing. We’d better get going. Finish your breakfast 
while I go pull the Bentley around.”

Aziraphale ate the rest of his croissant quickly 
and got up to follow Crowley outside. He had 
waited on the curb for less than a minute when the 
Bentley pulled into a hastily abandoned parking 
spot directly in front of the flat.

Crowley leaned over to unlock the door and 
Aziraphale got in the car.

Aziraphale opened the journal and wrote down 
the name of the antique shop for Crowley, who 
quickly located it relative to landmarks he knew, 
and started navigating.

The ginger demon pulled out smartly into traffic 
and hit the accelerator, causing Aziraphale to grip 
the dash until he had white knuckles and looked as 
if he was going to be sick. But they arrived at Oliver 
Heath Antiques Ltd. in minutes.

Aziraphale followed Crowley inside and found 
the same clerk who had served Aziraphale pre-
viously. After Crowley explained what they were 
looking for, the clerk went to get Mr. Oliver Heath. 
Moments later an elderly man emerged from the 
curtain behind the register.

“Yes, sir, I understand you are looking for more 
information about Merlin’s book of prophecies?”

“We are,” Crowley replied emphatically.
“I’m afraid the only thing I can tell you is that I 

purchased it as part of an estate lot. The woman 
who sold it to me seemed quite ordinary.”

“We’ll need her name and contact information,” 
said Crowley, using the demonic intonation that 
humans found impossible to refuse.

“I couldn’t—Yes, sir. I have it right here,” he said, 
reaching for a ledger under the register. He found 
the woman’s name, Moira Smith, and address in 
Upper Farringdon in Alton, and no other contact 
information.

“Well, Angel, looks like we’re headed to the 
South Downs,” Crowley said, handing the ledger to 
Aziraphale.
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The angel wrote down the address in the gaudy 
planner and handed the ledger back to the propri-
etor with a beatific smile.

Aziraphale followed Crowley outside and got 
in the Bentley. Crowley consulted his phone as he 
swung into the driver’s seat.

“Google says it’s two hours to Upper Farringdon, 
so I reckon we’ll make it in about an hour and fifteen 
minutes.”

Aziraphale nodded and gripped the dash as 
Crowley pulled out into traffic again. Despite the 
judicious use of miracles, it took a while to get out 
of Central London, but once they were clear on the 
A3, Crowley quickly shifted gears to fourth, and 
floored the accelerator. The Bentley roared and 
devoured the road in front of them.

Aziraphale gradually relaxed his grip and finally 
sat back in the leather seat. Every now and then, 
he glanced at Crowley, and a few times he caught 
the demon looking at him with what appeared to 
be concern. His supposition was confirmed when 
Crowley finally broke the silence between them.

“All right, Angel?”
Aziraphale nodded, and then went back to 

watching the road. After about half an hour the road 
had changed to the A31, and it was not long after 
that they were slowing down to drive past Chaw-
ton (last home of Jane Austen) and through Lower 
Farringdon. A few minutes later, they pulled into the 
drive listed as the seller’s address. It was a charm-
ing, thatched cottage with a large garden partially 
visible from the drive and a realtor’s sign out front. 
The rose bushes flanking the front door were just 
beginning to bud. There was a double garage 
with a free spot, so Crowley pulled in and cut off 
the engine.

The two of them got out of the car and went to 
the front entrance, and Crowley knocked on the 
door. Moments later, a young woman, perhaps in 
her early thirties, answered the door.

Crowley put on his most charming smile. “Hello! 
I’m sorry to intrude on your day, but we were given 
your name and address by Oliver Heath, of the 
antique shop in Soho. He said you sold him a book 
of Merlin’s prophecies, which we are very interested 
in learning more about.”

The woman’s puzzled look gave way to compre-
hension, and then polite curiosity. “Oh yes, won’t you 
come in.”

She led them through the foyer and kitchen, and 
into a sunroom whose bones were made of stout 
wooden beams. The three of them sat in the light 
room, and then the woman said, “I’m Moira, though 
I suppose you know that already. You were asking 
about a book?”

“Yes, Merlin’s book of prophecies. It was dated by 
Mr. Heath as being a 12th-century volume.”

“I remember that one. Blue cover with embossed 
silver letters. It was my uncle’s, he collected all sorts 
of odd, rare books and papers. What were you look-
ing to know?”

“Anything you can tell us about the book, the 
author, the prophecies—did you ever read it and 
notice anything, I dunno, odd?” Crowley said. “And, 
especially, were there any other volumes or books 
by the same author?”

Aziraphale looked at the woman hopefully.
“Nothing like that, I’m afraid, but I remember 

there was a woman from that library at Oxford who 
was interested in the book. I think she had a manu-
script that was supposedly authored by Merlin that 
was even earlier than the one I sold to Mr. Heath. Is 
that at all helpful?”

Crowley and Aziraphale exchanged a 
pointed look.

“Yeah, I think it might be. Thanks for your help. 
I’m afraid we’re in a bit of a rush and must be on 
our way.”

The angel and demon were escorted to the front 
entrance, and then Crowley paused.

“Can you tell me what the asking price is for 
this house?”

Aziraphale looked at Crowley in surprise.
“Just under 1.2 million. Why, are you two shop-

ping for a cottage?”
Aziraphale froze, listening for Crowley’s answer.
“Er … not really. Just asking.” Crowley cast a side-

ways glance at Aziraphale, who was looking at him 
curiously.

“Here, take a leaflet, just in case you change your 
mind,” Moira said, handing one of the real estate 
flyers to the demon, who folded it into an improb-
ably small package and stuffed it into the front 
pocket of his jeans.

They said goodbye to Moira and got in the car. 
Crowley looked at his phone, poking it for directions 
to the Bodleian Library in Oxford. “Hour and a half, 
it says. So, maybe a bit more than an hour. How are 
you doing, Angel? All right to go on, or do you need 
to break for early lunch?”

Aziraphale scribbled something in the planner 
and showed Crowley.

“The special collections are in the Weston 
Library? Yes, yes, I’m a Philistine,” Crowley contin-
ued at the roll of Aziraphale’s eyes. “How are we 
supposed to find this manuscript?” He waited for 
Aziraphale to write a couple of sentences. “Give 
you my phone?” he said sceptically. “Aziraphale, 
you don’t even own a cell phone, never mind a 
smartphone.”



160 THE INEFFABLE CON III 

Aziraphale held out a hand and nodded towards 
his open palm.

Crowley hesitated for a long moment, then 
deposited his phone in the angel’s hand.

Aziraphale smiled at him gratefully. He looked 
for the familiar email symbol, tapped it, then the 
“Compose” button, and entered a long string for 
the “To:” email address. He entered as the subject, 
“Request to view original manuscript,” and then 
keyed in a message. When he was finished, he 
turned it so that Crowley could view it.

“Dear Imogen,
I have an urgent need to consult any origi-

nal, pre-13th century manuscripts, codices, or 
other materials you may have that are ostensibly 
authored by Merlin. Crowley and I will be in Oxford 
in approximately one hour, and I would be greatly 
in your debt if you could arrange for us to view any 
such materials at that time.

With every good wish,
Aziraphale”
Crowley nodded and Aziraphale hit the 

send button.
Crowley started the Bentley, and Aziraphale 

hung on for dear life as he peeled out of the drive 
and made for the A31 at demonic speed.

One hour and seven minutes later, and somehow 
with no fatalities, Crowley parked on Broad Street 
a block away from the Weston Library. He checked 
his phone and opened the reply from Imogen, then 
read the brief message aloud.

“Dear Aziraphale,
I will see what I can find and meet you in the 

Rare Books & Manuscripts reading room.
Lovely to hear from you,
Imogen”
Aziraphale beamed at Crowley, who grinned 

back. They got out of the car and crossed the street 
to the library.

Upon entering, they were greeted by a young 
man behind the front desk. Crowley approached 
him, explaining that they had an appointment with 
one of the curators.

“Of course, sir. Could I see your reader card for a 
moment?”

Aziraphale stepped forward and got out his 
wallet, found the card in question and handed it 
to him with a smile. The young man scanned the 
card and consulted his computer, then handed the 
card back.

“It looks like Dr. Thompson will meet you in the 
Rare Books & Manuscripts reading room with your 
materials at 11 o’clock. And you sir?”

Crowley stared at him blankly for a moment, 
then snapped his fingers and handed him what 
appeared to be a Bodleian Reader Card with 
full access.

“Very good, sir, I’ll buzz you both in.”
Once through the electronically sealed doors, 

Aziraphale led the way confidently down corridors, 
through doors and turns, until they reached a room 
more dimly lit than the rest. The walls were lined 
with shelves full of books, the high ceilings were 
crossed with warm wooden beams, and narrow 
windows punctuated the wall on the right side. 
Round-backed chairs were lined up behind long 
desks with the odd bookstand. There were only 
two people in the room: a middle-aged man who 
suddenly felt he needed to be elsewhere, and a 
young brunette who walked up to Aziraphale and 
hugged him.

“Aziraphale, it’s so good to see you again. And 
this must be Crowley,” she said, shaking his hand 
before turning back to the angel. “Here’s what I 
was able to find that’s not been digitized. There 
are two 12th-century codices purporting to be by 
Merlin. They’re both in fair condition, given their age. 
But this one is more intriguing—it’s a 12th-century 
manuscript, a little earlier than the others, but the 
condition is exceptional. I’ve seen modern volumes 
with more wear and tear.”

At this, Aziraphale and Crowley perked up and 
exchanged glances.

“Er … do you have any questions?” Imogen asked 
Aziraphale.

Aziraphale looked to Crowley, who turned to the 
woman and smiled. “Aziraphale is suffering from 
a nasty case of laryngitis. Not supposed to talk 
or make any kind of noise for 48 hours,” Crowley 
bluffed.

“Aw, I’m sorry to hear that. I was looking forward 
to catching up with you,” said Imogen, looking dis-
appointed. “But I understand—you need to listen to 
your doctor’s orders. Well, I won’t keep you. Just ring 
me when you’ve finished looking through these,” 
she said, and left the room with a wave.

Aziraphale waved goodbye to her, then turned 
to the box of books. The manuscript on top was 
gathered in a blue leather binder with embossed 
letters that read, “Prophetiæ Merlini”. The angel care-
fully removed it from the box and set it down on the 
desk. He started reading, and chills ran down his 
spine, raising goosebumps on his arms, as he rec-
ognized the text. He read on, and Crowley stood 
beside him, a solid and unwavering presence.

Aziraphale shivered as he read the prophe-
cies from the source. When he got to the one that 
had cursed him and the other angels with silence, 
he paused.
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“Aziraphale? Are you alright?” Crowley asked 
quietly.

Just then, a ray of sunlight hit the text. And sud-
denly, a handwritten note in the margin of the page 
shone in silver:

Iter est in tē manu
The way is within thy reach
Aziraphale stared at the newly revealed proph-

ecy, mouth open. The demon stilled, holding his 
breath. What could it mean? The angel looked 
towards the other two unopened books, and for a 
moment wondered if the answer lay within one of 
them. He turned to look at Crowley, the demon’s 
chestnut hair limned in the golden light of the sun. 
And he knew.

He turned to face Crowley, and as if in a dream 
he reached up and removed the demon’s sun-
glasses and set them on the desk, watching as 
his eyes closed. Aziraphale raised his left hand to 
stroke Crowley’s right cheek up to his serpent tattoo 
and cupped his face as he leaned into the angel’s 
caress. Aziraphale ran his hand through his hair to 
the back of his head and coaxed him downwards 
until their mouths met in a searing kiss, light to 
dark, risen to fallen, and the angel and the demon 
groaned as one.

“Angel … ” Crowley whispered, eyes flutter-
ing open.

“Crowley … After all the stories I’ve read, I should 
have known.”

“Known what?” answered the demon in a daze.
Aziraphale smiled at him. “That the answer 

would be love.”
“You love me?”
“I love you.”
“I love you, too, Angel. Since you told me you 

gave away your flaming sword.”
Aziraphale’s heart ached, and he castigated him-

self for failing to recognize what the demon had 
realized six thousand years ago.

“Will you forgive me for being so slow?”
“You were a bit thick,” Crowley teased. “But you’re 

with me now?”
“I’m here now, and for always. I promise.”
And they kissed again.

That afternoon, they returned to the bookshop 
together. Aziraphale opened the door for them, 
locking and warding it behind them. Crowley imme-
diately headed for the sofa, but Aziraphale caught 
his fingers and pulled him close.

“I thought we might go upstairs,” Aziraphale sug-
gested, and there was a hint of heat in his tone and 
eyes that was new.

Crowley swallowed audibly. “I’d like that,” he 
replied.

Aziraphale backed him against the book-
shelves and kissed him in a way that made the 
demon whine.

They broke apart after a minute, breath quick-
ening, and Aziraphale led Crowley up the spiral 
staircase to the flat at the top.

It wasn’t unusual for A.Z. Fell and Co. to be closed 
for a day or two, but during this week, the regulars 
had been disappointed every day, and telephonic 
enquiries were met with a taped message dated 
several years previous.

But one observant barista across the street 
noted that when Aziraphale finally emerged, hold-
ing hands with the tall, spindly, red-haired hipster 
who sometimes came in for a coffee, they were 
both grinning like fools.

A week later, Crowley drove Aziraphale back to 
the thatched cottage in the South Downs, explain-
ing that Moira had found another old and rare book 
she thought he might be interested in. The realtor’s 
sign was still up, this time with a large red “Sold” 
snipe in one corner. But Aziraphale was distracted 
by the multitude of roses in full bloom along the 
front of the cottage, so when Crowley, standing ner-
vously on the porch, handed the angel a large key, 
he still didn’t understand, and looked at the demon 
in confusion.

“Go on,” Crowley said, nodding towards the door. 
“Try the key.”

“What?”
“It’s ours,” he said, and grinned as comprehension 

slowly dawned on the angel.
“The cottage? You bought it?” asked Aziraphale, 

incredulously.
“Yeah,” Crowley nodded. “Is that all right?”
Aziraphale threw his arms around him, hugging 

him tightly.
“It’s marvellous, my dear. You really are the kind-

est person.”
The demon hid his face in the angel’s hair, 

the very picture of the mortifying ordeal of 
being known.

Suddenly, Aziraphale pulled back, eyes nar-
rowed. “Wait—does this mean there’s no book?”

Crowley stared at him for a beat, then threw 
back his head and laughed. 
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“HELLO, AND WELCOME TO ARCHAEOLOGY AND 
Where To Find It. I’m your host, Oliver Davies. On 
tonight’s program, we are honored to introduce: Dr. 
Sera Khaled, from the Egyptian Institute of Antiq-
uities and Preservation. Dr. Khaled, welcome, and 
thank you for joining us.”

The camera panned out to include a mid-
dle-aged woman who looked like she was trying to 
hide the fact that she was very excited. “Thank you 
for having me, Oliver. I am delighted to be here.”

“Now, as I understand it, your research has been 
following an unusual pattern. Please, tell us all 
about it.” Oliver sat back to allow Dr. Khaled to share 
her story.

“I am very excited to. You see, when I was a child, 
I was on holiday with my parents, and we were 
exploring some ruins in Central America. Ever since 
I had watched a documentary on dinosaur excava-
tions, I had been hooked on the idea of digging and 
finding something new.”

“Every archaeologist’s dream, Dr. Khaled, finding 
something new. Most definitely a recurring state-
ment here on our show.” Oliver smiled.

“That does not surprise me.” Dr. Khaled laughed. 
“These ruins were unique in that they had a small 
area where one could ‘play’ archaeologist. It was 
obviously not terribly close to an actual worksite, 
but more believed to have been completed already. 
So they would cover the area in a thin sand layer for 
children to brush and carefully ‘dig out’ artefacts. 
Obviously they were not real, but it was an excit-
ing bit of playtime. I wandered to a wall, wondering 
if maybe they would have hidden something there 
as well.”

“On the side of a wall would have been an inter-
esting choice, you were definitely thinking out of 
the box!”

“I was naive, but determined still. I wanted to find 
something. So I began carefully brushing over the 
entire wall. It was a large wall, but I brushed it all.”

“And what did you find?”
“I found an odd delicate carving. Now, etchings 

were not uncommon. Their gods and history were 
carved, etched, and painted the same as I had seen 
at home. But this one was different. It was a word, 
a symbol, and a piece of art that I’d not seen any-
where else in the ruins. I ran to a curator to ask him 
about it. He came over and dismissed it as ancient 
graffiti before returning to his post. I was disap-
pointed, but again, I knew I had found something 
unique.”

“We have a picture you took of that.”
A photo appeared on the screen of an etched 

series of symbols from the ancient alphabet, 
another symbol below it, and above, with what 
looked to be wings. The photo was highlighted in 
different areas as Dr. Khaled spoke.

“You see here, the wings. They are different from 
all other wings depicted on their gods at the time. 
Larger in relation to the rest of the etching. But the 
first symbol, set apart is a pictograph, ‘Bu’, which 
was the word for Divine. The letters roughly trans-
lated, are ‘Tze,’ which we would pronounce as a 
‘Z’ sound and long ‘E’. Now, this second letter is a 
‘Wa,’ but I believe it was used in replacement as 
the closest to another sound as was available at 
the time. Then ‘P.’ Now, this last letter, there is hon-
estly no agreement on, but I am in the ‘L’ camp for 
reasons I’ll explain later. So, in Olmec, this would be 
‘ZeWaPaLe.’ The symbol at the bottom is one that I 
have seen many times at this point, but I have never 
found an alphabet, written or ideogram, and no pic-
tograph in any language that matches it. So I can 
only ascertain that it was a personal name, like a 
signature.”
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The photo disappeared, the host and guest 
appearing again. “That is fascinating, Dr. Khaled. And 
you said this was the Olmec civilization?”

“Yes, Oliver. Unfortunately, although I have gone 
back to visit it as part of my study, I have been 
unable to truly date this find. But if I were to guess 
based on the surroundings, I would put this at 
roughly 1000 BC.”

“My goodness, that is old.”
“I became obsessed after my parents gave me 

the developed photos I took of the etching. Abso-
lutely positive that I had found something unique. I 
visited the museum, hunting for anything I thought 
might help. I would spend hours staring at a single 
artefact, hoping.” Dr. Khaled sighed. “I spent so 
much time, but found nothing.”

“But that didn’t discourage you from archaeol-
ogy, obviously, despite having no answers.”

“It did not. And my excitement at Univer-
sity was sparked anew by a photo in a textbook. I 
couldn’t believe it. I went back to the dormitories 
and retrieved my Olmec photos before making an 
appointment with the professor.”

Another photo appears on screen, this time, in 
ancient Chinese characters. Once again, they were 
highlighted as she spoke.

“You see here, the characters for sky or heaven 
and man. I believe it to mean ‘Heaven.’ Then the 
same style of wings from the first photo, this time 
one of them arching to cover the characters that 
represent down and man. And then here, we see 
the same symbol, or signature, as before.”

Oliver leaned forward slightly when the photo 
disappeared. “So you believe these were done by 
the same person, due to the signature? And the 
similar wing shape?”

“I was, and am, sure of it. Despite this photo 
being from nearly 400 years earlier.”

“400 years?! That is an impressive lifespan, and 
quite a bit of travel.” Oliver’s surprise was evident.

“It is, yes. And I know there is at least one other 
expert who would claim it would be extra-terrestri-
als responsible. But I do not think so.”

A series of four photos appeared on the screen.
“This first, I found on a tour of the Walls of Jeri-

cho. Dated to have been built around 8000 BC. The 
rudimentary etching here is younger than that, pos-
sibly 4000 BC, and once again we have the wings, 
the same wings. Followed by a series of characters 
which are truly lost to time, and our now recogniz-
able signature.”

“This one was found in Africa and is from the Nok 
civilization, roughly 400 BC. Nok are known for their 
terracotta potteries. This one is excitingly unique, 
as they did not use a written language on these at 
all, but rather art. On this we see our wings attached 

to a person, who we only see from the back. And 
unlike the standard methods of hairdressing, this 
figure does not have that. It has a shorter look, and 
no coloring at all, suggesting white or pale hair. And 
if you look at the detailing on the signature, you 
can see it is black and scarlet, scaled, and ends in a 
snake’s tongue. The detailing is spectacular.”

“It is fantastic, isn’t it? You can even tell the shine 
of the creature’s eyes, separate from the coloring of 
the body!”

“Yes! The craftsmanship on this is truly beautiful.”
The third photo was highlighted as Dr. Khaled 

continued her narrative.
“We are getting into more modern times now.”
Oliver laughed. “By modern, I see you mean 

maybe 50 AD.”
“Well, more modern than the previous find-

ings anyway.” Dr. Khaled laughed. “And there are 
now more additions to the art. Here we see the 
wings, a name, a depiction of an oyster shell sur-
rounded by a snake, and the signature. This is also 
the beginning of why I believe the lost letter in the 
Olmec carving is for an ‘L’ sound. You see the name 
far clearer this time, ‘Zerafael.’ The ‘L’ at the end is 
now consistent through all future instances of this. 
And the recognizable shape of the oyster shell also 
brings to light something we missed in the previous 
pieces. Something we couldn’t account for. Which 
was, we believe now, a rudimentary drawing of a 
food or plant.”

“Wait. Are you saying this was a diary of sorts? 
Cataloguing meals?”

“It seemed so unlikely, until this next one 
was found.”

The fourth image was highlighted.
“This is likely closer to 1000 AD. You can see 

here, our wings, above our snake again, which is 
next to a plate of mixed foods. You can distinctly see 
different foods, instead of just one now. The name, 
which is evolving still, into ‘Azriafael.’  And of course, 
the signature.”

The images disappeared and Oliver and Dr. 
Khaled came back into view. Oliver looked flabber-
gasted, and Dr. Khaled looked elated.

“This is unbelievable.” Oliver’s voice was not 
hushed, but it was lowered in awe.

“Oh, not as unbelievable as what we found next.” 
Dr. Khaled looked both smug and as though she 
may jump out of her chair as more images covered 
the screen. The first was highlighted.

“This is consistent with the 15th century. And 
here is the first truly new item that we’ve seen since 
the snake on the Nok artefact. Something that had 
actually only become a recognizable symbol out-
side of botany circles within the last one or two 
hundred years.”
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The camera cut to Oliver, eyes wide, jaw slack. 
There was a definite hushed quality to his voice 
now. “A heart.”

“A heart!” Dr. Khaled’s joy was palpable.
The photo returned, this time taking up 

the screen.
“You see the wings as always. And below that 

is the name, which is now ‘Aziraphale’ with a small 
heart preceding it, next to another dish. And below 
those, the snake and the signature.”

The photo disappeared and was replaced by the 
studio screen. Dr. Khaled was almost bouncing in 
her seat, and Oliver leaned back a bit, still in shock.

“So, wait. We’ve gone from rudimentary drawings 
to the possibility that they were telling a story?”

“Yes, indeed. Shall we go to the next photo?” Dr. 
Khaled was smiling broadly.

Another photo appeared.
“We believe this is late 18th century. This was a 

lucky find at a boot sale, if you can believe it!”
“I think I’d believe anything at this point.”
“This is a small oil painting that was beautifully, if 

simply, framed, and kept in an attic for who knows 
how long. Here again, but in bril-
liantly evolved detail, the wings, so 
bright white they almost hurt the 
eyes, but the care with the feath-
ers is phenomenal. The heart, but 
the name changed to simply ‘A.’ 
Whether this was to preserve ano-
nymity after all these years, or for 
the aesthetic of the painting, we 
don’t know. Next to it, another dish. 
And of course, below, we have our 
snake and signature.”

The next photo came on the screen.
“This one was a heartbreaking find. A simple 

drawing was actually hidden in the framing oil 
painting, this one was dated. Or at least it was sup-
posed to be. There is a smudge of damage, but the 
first numbers are definitely 18, which sets this in the 
19th century, but there’s no telling when. The wings 
that we are so used to seeing as spread proudly 
are drooped and not as much care taken. The heart 
and the dish are missing, leaving the ‘A’ lonesome in 
the middle. The snake that had been coiled in past 
drawings lying flat. And the signature so roughly 
writ it tore a bit of the paper.”

The camera faded into the studio. Dr. Khaled 
looked as though she was tearing up, and even Oli-
ver’s lip took on a slight wobble.

“The only explanation that my few trusted col-
leagues and I came up with is that this has been a 
story of two people. One represented by the wings, 
and the other by the signature, and later the snake 
as well. And something happened that ended their 

relationship. The only thing that kept our spirits up 
was a find that we already had from the 20th cen-
tury, which showed that whatever that parting had 
been, had not lasted.”

Another photo was shown on screen.
“While the styling was different, more in tune 

with a late 60’s or early 70’s flair, we have the same 
image we’d come to know. Wings, once again 
spread proudly, a heart next to the ‘A’, and a dish of 
some sort. And our coiled snake and signature.”

The photo changed.
“This one, though … this feels like the epilogue to 

our story.” Dr. Khaled took a breath and a smile was 
heard in her voice.

“Another beautiful piece of art. The snake now 
coiled between the wings, which are at rest and 
forming a heart between the upper structure of the 
wing and the inward curve and point of the feath-
ers. No dish, but there are champagne flutes. And 
at the bottom we now see the familiar signature 
with a stylized ampersand, and the ‘A.’ And the year 
of 2019.”

The photo shrank until it was only seen on the 
screen on set behind Oliver and 
Dr. Khaled.

“So, what are your hypotheses 
for these amazing finds?” Oliver 
was still staring at the photo on 
the screen.

“If I were a child, I would say this 
is a fairy tale.” Dr. Khaled laughed. 
“A fairy tale of two immortal 
beings, the only ones on Earth, 
and so they were acquainted 

simply by nature of sameness. These documented 
the one whose signature was at the bottom, meet-
ing and eating with the other immortal, named in 
the body of the message, and the representation of 
what they ate. So, much as you said earlier, this was 
a diary of sorts. Not a useful one, of course. Doesn’t 
do to leave your diary everywhere and not have it to 
record more memories.”

“Well, at the time, there wouldn’t have been a 
better choice.” Oliver turned away from the screen 
as all of the photos were shown in chronologi-
cal order.

“Yes indeed. But if the immortals only cross 
paths occasionally, it would make sense for one to 
keep a small memento close if he were staying in 
one place for a while.”

“I see your point. Why all the different places, 
though?”

Dr. Khaled laughed. “Oliver, if you were immortal, 
would you stay in one place forever, or would you 
travel every bit of the planet possible?”

“Another good point.” Oliver laughed.

“And continuing  
the fairy tale, these 

immortals grew 
closer—”

“Other than that time 
in the 1800s.”
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“And continuing the fairy tale, these immortals 
grew closer—”

“Other than that time in the 1800s.”
“Other than that, of course. Until they fell in 

love. The perfect end to all fairy tales is ‘Happily 
Ever After.’” Dr. Khaled sat back in her seat, relaxed, 
happy. “This would be the culmination of at least six 
thousand years of knowing each other, spanning 
from our earliest dated find of 4000 BC to 2019. And 
I only hope I can find more of these in the course of 
my normal research.”

“With this ‘Happily Ever After’ piece, do you think 
there will be more in the future?” Oliver crossed one 
leg over the other, now fully in professional inter-
view mode.

“I certainly hope so. One always hopes that the 
memories and, dare I call them, love letters, don’t 
end once the couple is together at last.”

“That is true. Well, if the immortals are watching, 
keep leaving art. At least one archaeologist is still 
looking for you.”

“Hopefully, this will also inspire more. Other 
archaeologists, children who want to become 
archaeologists. Inspire them to never assume 
something isn’t important. A curator who had been 
studying the site for years told me this was the 
ancient equivalent of graffiti, and as we can see 
here, it certainly was not. Follow hunches, but do 
not make assumptions. There is likely more evi-
dence to be found if you are willing to look for it.”

“Well said, Dr. Khaled. Thank you so much for 
joining us today.” Dr. Khaled gave a smile and a 
small bow of her head as Oliver turned to the 
camera. “Please join us again next week for more 
amazing facts and finds. Until then, I’m Oliver Davies 
for Archaeology and Where To Find It.”

The picture faded and credits began to roll.

A television was switched off and showed the 
reflection of two beings, sitting close enough on 
a sofa that one had their arm around the other’s 
shoulders.

“My goodness, that was lovely, my dear. I had no 
idea.” One turned to the other and kissed his cheek.

“Shattup.” Even in the near colorless reflection 
of the television, you could see a darkening of his 
cheeks as he pressed a smiling kiss to the oth-
er’s temple.

The first rested his head on the other’s shoul-
der with a sigh. “Perhaps someday they will find 
mine.” 
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Dancing Queens
SHADOW KANA Q AO3 shadow0kana

Aziraphale and Crowley try their hand at ballroom dancing. Silliness ensues.

Rating: General | CW: None

THEY HAD BEEN WATCHING TELLY, A RATHER 
bad show that none of them paid any serious 
attention to. Crowley had carefully folded himself 
against his angel. He felt all bubbly—drunk on love, 
good wine, and the feeling of Aziraphale carding 
his fingers through his hair. The demon was hap-
pily dozing off when Aziraphale let out a fond sigh. 
Cracking an eye open, Crowley was surprised to 
find his companion’s attention directed at the telly 
instead of himself. Slightly peeved, he glanced at 
the screen.

The two main characters were dancing, lov-
ey-dovey expressions on their faces as they gazed 
into each other’s eyes, romantic music in the back-
ground. Which was surprising, considering the 
last time he’d paid attention, they were shouting at 
each other.

“Did you ever get to try?” Aziraphale was still 
looking fondly at the screen.

“Mmmm?”
“I’ll admit that I’ve always been fascinated with 

these elegant dances that used to be so popular.”
“You’ve never been to a ball, Angel?” Crow-

ley asked with a raised eyebrow. “S’kinda hard to 
believe.”

“Of course, I have, dearest, but only for work.” 
Aziraphale smiled down at him. “I didn’t have time 
for frivolities such as this, and by the time Heaven 
got rid of overtime hours, it was already out of style, 
I’m afraid.”

Looking up at Aziraphale’s hopeful face, Crowley 
braced himself. He knew that expression, the one 
that said, I don’t want to ask, but please, dearest?

With a groan, Crowley sat back on the couch. He 
couldn’t say no to his ridiculous angel.

“Fine.”
“Oh, really? You wouldn’t mind?” The brightness 

of Aziraphale’s smile made Crowley regret taking off 
his glasses.

“Yea-No, it’ll be fun. We’ll make a date out of it.”
“I cannot wait! We will need to make space, of 

course, or maybe if we—”

Laying his head back on Aziraphale’s lap, 
Crowley closed his eyes again, letting his angel’s 
babbling wash over him. He already felt exhausted 
thinking about the many hours he would be spend-
ing on YouTube watching dance tutorials.

A few days later, after a lovely meal at the 
Savoy, Crowley held open the bookshop’s door 
for Aziraphale and tried his best not to melt into a 
puddle at the loving look he got in return.

They made their way to the couch with two 
glasses of red, and settled back into their gentle 
bickering, picking up where they had left off at the 
restaurant.

Once the bottle had been emptied, the angel 
snapped his fingers, and soft music started playing 
on the gramophone.

“Eager, Angel?” Crowley teased with a smirk, 
before glaring at the backroom, making it helpfully 
push back stacks of books to create space in the 
middle. The couple came together, fumbling a bit to 
get into position and bumping into each other while 
both trying to lead.

“Go on, dear boy.” Aziraphale giggled into Crow-
ley’s shoulder. The demon rolled his eyes, knowing 
his angel’s habit of backseat driving, and tried to get 
them into a rhythm.

Maybe he should have watched some 
more videos.

“If you would—”
“Oww, Angel!”
With both entities giggling helplessly at their 

lack of coordination, Crowley gave up pretending to 
be graceful, choosing to manhandle Aziraphale into 
a slow dance position instead. This proved to be a 
good idea.

“Guess we’re not very good at dancing. It’s better 
like this, yeah?”

“Well, it is much harder than it looked. They 
made it look so easy on the telly.”

They kept swaying slowly to the music, gazing 
into each other’s eyes.

https://www.instagram.com/shadow0kana/
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“You know, Crowley, there is something that silly 
show has taught me.”

“Oh?”
Aziraphale gripped Crowley’s waist tightly, and 

dipped him, waggling his eyebrows and earning 
himself a chuckle. Crowley groaned, torn between 
discorporating from second-hand embarrassment 
and kissing his silly angel senseless.

They ended their night cuddling on the floor, 
after a distracted angel dropped his partner in his 
haste to get kissed.

A perfect night. 
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Inevitable Con
JOURNEYTOGALLIFREY w AO3 journeytogallifrey

For the first time, Aziraphale attends Inevitable Con, a fan convention for his 
favorite show about an angel and demon teaming up to stop the apocalypse. 
He plans to sell his flavored cocoas and teas in peace. He hopes perhaps to 
make a friend. He doesn’t even begin to dream of what truly awaits him: a 
chance meeting with a gorgeous demon cosplayer, a real-life Only One Bed 
situation, and a future greater than he’s ever dared imagine before … 

Rating: Gen | CW: None

ON A CRISP OCTOBER DAY, IN THE FRONT SEAT OF 
a bus on the route from London to Tadfield, there sits 
our hero: Aziraphale Fell.

He is not yet in cosplay, although you would not 
be remiss to guess it. He looks more a character than 
anything—tartan bowtie high on his throat, gold-
en-brown waistcoat a bit threadbare, ancient pocket 
watch that still actually works (he’ll check it momen-
tarily). There is a large suitcase beside him. He is 
avoiding eye contact with other passengers.

You might think he is nervous, and you would be 
right. After two years of watching Inevitable Con from 
afar, dreaming of the day he could attend, he is finally 
on his way! A chance to meet with kindred spirits, 
discuss his favorite show with those who understand, 
perhaps even make a friend … 

And he is terrified.
Who is he to think he belongs with them? Who is 

he to take up space among the real creators, those 
titans of fandom? Who is he to imagine he won’t be 
laughed out of the place on the spot?

(You and I know, dear reader, that he is being silly. 
But show him some compassion. He’s worked him-
self up into quite a state.)

He doesn’t know yet the grand time that awaits 
him, any more than he knows what roars towards 
Tadfield in a vintage Bentley from the other direction. 
But he will. And everything will be all right.

He tries to convince himself of it now. Rests his 
head against the window and closes his eyes, pre-
tending he can settle his nerves enough to get 
something resembling sleep.

Waits for it.

Later that evening, a redhead sneaks by a con 
organizers’ meeting in full cosplay as a certain flashy 
demon with a penchant for tight trousers.

The demon is Azrael, of course, one of the two 
main characters of Positive Portents, and the redhead 
portraying him is called Crowley. Beelzebub shoots 
him a look—Where do you think you’re going—but 
doesn’t stop him, too embroiled in a kerfuffle involv-
ing the convention center management. So Crowley 
makes it to Artist’s Alley without any more trouble.

It’s early yet, the hall nearly empty, and Crow-
ley’s eye is easily drawn to a blond dressed as Eden 
Raphael manning a booth of flavored cocoas and 
teas. Crowley’s outfit for tomorrow is Eden Raphael, 
but he barely feels competitive for a moment before 
the feeling fades away. He can see already that the 
blond has some quality he will never be able to 
match. Something … angelic.

The blond does not notice him as he approaches, 
too absorbed in sketching something on a pad in 
front of him. Crowley can make out a rendering 
of Raphael and Azrael during the wing-sheltering 
scene in Eden, depicted from the front even though 
the series shows them from the back. Their robes 
are layered in fine detail but their faces vague. As 
Crowley watches, the blond begins to sketch in a 
face for Azrael that Crowley soon recognizes as the 
blond’s own.

And then the blond sighs and dashes his eraser 
straight across the middle of the face.

“Don’t!” Crowley shouts reflexively, drawing the 
attention of multiple nearby vendors.

The blond looks up and Crowley can now just 
make out his nametag: Aziraphale.

“I mean, er, just—it was good. The expression, I 
mean. Like he’s worried about this angel, yeah? Like 
he’s world-weary and he knows more than he should 
and he knows not to get too close but he can’t help 
but offer one of his wings, and maybe he’s worried 
about putting an angel under his shadow but it can’t 
be worse than Raphael getting rained on, you know? 

https://journeytogallifrey.tumblr.com/
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And—well, anyway. I just figure that’s what his face 
would’ve looked like, if we could see it in the show.”

Aziraphale is smiling by this point, just a little, 
accentuated by the hint of pink in his cheeks. “Oh, 
what a lovely analysis! I’m afraid my own counte-
nance has no business there, however. I’m not quite 
the Azrael type.”

Crowley takes a moment to mouth countenance 
before protesting, “You’re perfect. I mean, ah-great 
Raphael too, of course, but I think you’d be a smash-
ing Azrael. Haven’t you ever thought of it?”

Clearly, Aziraphale has thought of it; his own hand 
has already betrayed the wish. (Secretly, he is just as 
mortified as he is grateful to be seen.) “I don’t know 
about that. I did start a cosplay. But I’m never going to 
be a great fit for any of these characters, you know? 
They’re all a good bit—well. Slimmer.”

“Forget that,” says Crowley, except he chooses a 
much ruder word. “Forget slim. You don’t have to look 
just like the actor to pull off a good cosplay. Do I look 
a thing like David Sheen?”

Aziraphale glances up and down him. “You don’t 
have to,” he murmurs.

“And neither do you.”
Aziraphale’s smile is wider this time, and even 

more beautiful. “Would you like some tea?”
“Wouldn’t say no to some cocoa,” Crowley replies, 

when the truth is he’d find it difficult to say no to any-
thing right now.

“Oh, good. Perhaps my Inevitable Plan blend? It’s 
got cinnamon.”

“Then I’m in,” says Crowley, and he takes the 
booth’s empty other chair, and they don’t get up for a 
long time.

When they do, it’s because Crowley has connec-
tions, and it’s late enough to seek out something 
stronger. Crowley returns triumphantly with a bottle 
of Pinot Noir, and within half an hour, they’re settled 
back against the wall, passing it between them.

“—so I’ve really no idea where I’m going to stay 
tonight,” Aziraphale concludes.

He didn’t entirely mean to tell Crowley about the 
plight he created for himself today, but the last reac-
tion he expected was laughter.

“Well, there’s no call for that,” he says with a 
small pout.

“No, no, it’s just, angel—” Crowley waves his hand 
dramatically and fights the laughter to speak. “You’re 
telling me—your hotel room. You’re telling me—you 
gave it away.”

It takes Aziraphale a moment to catch the ref-
erence, and when he does, he isn’t sure whether to 
scowl or join in. Humor wins out. “Oh, you fiend,” he 
says through laughter of his own.

“No, no, seriously, the people you gave it to, were 
they called Adam and Eve? Was she expecting?”

“You’ll never believe it.”
“No.”
“Well, no such expectations, and her name was 

Pepper, but—hand to God, Crowley, he was called 
Adam. I didn’t—” A small hiccup of laughter from 
Aziraphale. “I didn’t even think of it at the time!”

“Proper angel you are, then,” says Crowley with 
perhaps too fond a smile, and then, “Stay at mine 
tonight.”

“Your—hotel room?”
“Yeah. Probably won’t sleep much anyway, never 

do at cons. Got some sewing to do for my Raphael 
tomorrow.”

“And you wouldn’t mind it?”
Crowley is just sober enough not to elaborate on 

just how much he wouldn’t mind, because he does 
like the angel’s company. (The angel likes his, too. 
Sometimes fate is a lucky thing—and sometimes 
such things are inevitable.) “No, angel. I wouldn’t 
mind at all.”

There’s only one bed, of course.
It’s a massive thing, with more pillows than good 

sense, but it’s still only one, and they both stare at it 
with a bit of nerves until Crowley gets up the courage 
to say, “Go on, then. Sweet dreams.”

“But Crowley—”
“I’ll be sewing.” He waves over at a similarly mas-

sive armchair. “I mean it. Dream of whatever you 
like best.”

Aziraphale still isn’t accustomed to the Portents 
references, which speak to something deep within 
his soul. His smile is dazed as he gets ready for bed 
and sinks down into the soft white covers.

You will not be surprised to learn that Crowley 
has bit off more than he can chew. He manages two 
hours of wakefulness before he succumbs, spine 
bending awkwardly in the chair. Soon he is shaken 
awake and looks blearily up to find Aziraphale there 
before him.

“It’s a large bed,” Aziraphale whispers. “And you 
need proper rest for tomorrow. Come on up, there’s a 
good fellow.”

He maneuvers Crowley beneath the sheets and 
tucks the duvet neatly under his chin. Then he climbs 
back in on the other side and resolutely faces the 
wall. They fall asleep like that, as far apart as they 
can muster.

They don’t wake up entwined (for all that the 
thought has crossed both of their minds). But their 
hands do end up touching, just the littlest bit.

Inevitable.
For now, it’s enough.
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They attend all the same panels the next day, 
half-pretending it’s by coincidence. Crowley leans 
over Aziraphale’s shoulder and whispers disruptions. 
Aziraphale stifles his giggles as best he can.

“—so I reckon Azrael would have quite a few 
things to say to David Bowie, and—hang on, what’s 
that?” Crowley tugs at the corner of Aziraphale’s 
sketchbook, focusing in on the current page, which is 
more taken over by words than by pictures.

Aziraphale lets it go with barely a token protest. 
“Just a few ideas I had, meta-analytically.”

Crowley whistles. “This is more than a few 
ideas, angel.” (Crowley is an angel too, today, his 
Eden Raphael with its flowing wig pairing nicely to 
Aziraphale’s Blitz Raphael with its dapper hat, but he 
figures Aziraphale looks like an angel whether he’s 
in cosplay or not.) “‘The Ineffable Inevitable Plan’? 
What’s ineffable?”

Aziraphale is blushing now. “It means ‘beyond 
understanding and incapable of being put into 
words.’ I’ve been thinking a lot about determinism 
and knowability in Portents, in the context of God’s 
Inevitable Plan. I think it’s vital that not only is the 
Inevitable Plan not known to Azrael and Raphael 
and the others, but that perhaps it cannot be known. 
Azrael makes the point that whatever comes to pass 
was always what was meant to come to pass, and 
it’s certainly a fantastic argument under the circum-
stances, but I think it goes deeper than that. I think 
the difference between the Inevitable Plan and the 
Great Plan is one of—”

“Ineffableness,” Crowley offers.
“Yes,” says Aziraphale with a smile. “Ineffability.”
“You ever think about doing a panel on this stuff?”
“Oh, I don’t know. I’m not sure I’m qualified.”
“You’re as qualified as you need to be, angel. You 

should apply next year.”
“Maybe I will.” And Aziraphale is seriously consid-

ering it as they head off to the makeup panel.

Crowley neglected to tell Aziraphale that he 
would be running the makeup panel, nor to pre-
pare him for how he will look in full demonic eyeliner. 
Aziraphale watches raptly, and when it is over, feels 
suddenly starstruck by the gorgeous demon stand-
ing before him in angel’s robes.

“Not really an Eden Raphael look, is it?” Crowley 
asks as he locates the wipes.

I’m going to have to kiss you, thinks Aziraphale, to 
his own shock—he, who didn’t expect to come out of 
this with even an acquaintance, never mind a friend, 
now dreaming to such lofty heights—but it cannot be 
helped. “Beautiful,” he says instead, and means it.

The word makes Crowley a bit dizzy as they break 
for supper, but it’s in a pleasant way.

“You should be Azrael,” says Crowley as they get 
ready for bed that night.

Aziraphale glances up. “Hmm?”
Crowley reaches out one long finger and pokes at 

a mass of black fabric in Aziraphale’s suitcase. “That 
looks more than just started to me. Looks ready. It’s 
your Azrael, right? You should wear it tomorrow.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Aziraphale demurs.
“I’ll do your makeup,” says Crowley, watching him 

intensely.
Aziraphale imagines this is what it must be like to 

be trapped in the gaze of a hypnotic snake from a 
children’s film. He nods before he can help himself.

It’s worth it for Crowley’s grin.

If their arms do entwine in the night this time, and 
if one ankle crosses over another, and if they both 
wake feeling more rested than they have in years—
well. There’s really no need to mention it, is there?

Crowley feels as if he’s unleashing some power-
ful force of demonic temptation on the world, putting 
Aziraphale in eyeliner. For all his angelic qualities, he 
does make a gorgeous Azrael.

The worst part, of course, is that it’s Bastille Azrael, 
the most tempting of them all. Crowley has a Bastille 
Raphael to match. As he puts it on, he both thanks 
and curses whatever part of him decided to throw it 
into the bottom of his suitcase.

He’s nervous as he steps out to show Aziraphale. 
Is it too much, to match? Should he have chosen 
something different?

“Oh, good Lord,” says Aziraphale with perfect 
inflection, and that’s when Crowley knows everything 
is going to be all right.

Everyone wants pictures of them together. Crow-
ley is all too happy to oblige, and Aziraphale secretly 
pleased at every chance to find himself pushed up 
against Crowley’s side. They do make a good pair.

And then one fan suggests they do the wall slam.
“That’s not even the right era,” Crowley protests, 

but Aziraphale has already draped himself against a 
wall nearby and tilted one challenging eyebrow.

“Yes?” Aziraphale asks, feeling for a moment that 
old self-doubt return.
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But then Crowley is there. “Yeah, all right,” he says, 
and flashes are going off around them.

Don’t stare at his mouth, thinks Aziraphale, 
don’t, don’t—

But after, when they’re straightening their clothes 
and checking over the pictures, he decides he can’t 
be blamed.

After all, isn’t it in character?

Crowley manages to avoid all the con organizer 
meetings but one, which Beelzebub physically drags 
him into while Aziraphale is off finding a spot of lunch.

“It’s that wanker Gabriel Archer,” they say.
“What, the convention center manager?”
“He’s intimidated two of our panelists into quitting. 

I can cover one, but has anyone got anything for the 
other? At seven o’clock tonight?”

Everyone else in the room shakes their heads, 
sounding off their excuses, until it’s down to Crowley. 
“Nah, I’ve got to—actually—” He stops himself. “You 
want more meta?”

“I’ll take anything at this point.”
He can feel his own wicked smile and does not 

bother to temper it. “Let me make some calls.”

“And that,” says Aziraphale with finality, “is the 
advantage the Inevitable Plan has over the Great 
Plan, in the end—not only its inevitability, but what 
we might call ineffability. Does anyone have any 
questions?”

They do.
It turns out to be a great jumping-off point for 

some scintillating new perspectives, and multiple 
people have already promised to write fic about it by 
the time the panel draws to a close. Crowley is wait-
ing for him in the doorframe.

“Nice job, angel,” he says.
“Do you think so? I was rather nervous,” Aziraphale 

confesses.
Crowley grins. “Couldn’t tell at all. C’mon, let’s 

catch the vid show.”
Everyone at the vid show is heartbreakingly aware 

that closing ceremonies will be next, and then the 
end of the convention. Aziraphale is aware most of 
all. How is he supposed to go back to everyday life 
after this? How is he supposed to let Crowley go? 
How is he going to survive until next year?

He glances over during an Under Pressure fanvid 
to find Crowley watching him. Crowley does not look 
away. Onscreen, Raphael begins his line: “I suppose 
some things are just—”

“Inevitable,” Aziraphale finishes with him, and 
puts his hand over Crowley’s. After a moment of 

surprise, Crowley takes it. Squeezes, just enough for 
Aziraphale to feel it.

“Suppose they are,” says Crowley, a line all 
his own.

“Don’t leave,” says Aziraphale suddenly. “I mean, 
when it’s all over. I mean—go home, of course, but-
but call me, or-or—I suppose there’s always Discord?”

“Yeah.” Crowley swallows through a sudden lump 
in his throat. “That there is.” He struggles for words. 
“Angel, I—”

The video ends before he can finish, and the clos-
ing ceremony begins, but Crowley does not let go of 
Aziraphale’s hand.

Let us follow from a distance and watch as they 
say their final goodbye, there in front of the bus stop. 
Watch as Aziraphale laughs too long at a joke that 
wasn’t actually that funny. Watch as Crowley cups 
his hand around Aziraphale’s jaw, tucking an errant 
fluff of hair behind his ear. The moment lasts a bit too 
long. Aziraphale’s hand comes up to catch Crowley’s 
wrist and hold it there.

The rain is a steady downpour around them, and 
Aziraphale’s other hand is holding above them a wide 
tartan umbrella.

You can avert your eyes as they kiss, if you like. 
But they are in public. Aziraphale knows exactly 
what he’s getting into as he tilts his face upward, and 
Crowley knows just where they are as he moves to 
meet him, and neither of them gives a damn.

If you keep watching, you can just make out 
the shape of Aziraphale’s next words as he asks, 
“Call me?”

And Crowley’s reply: “Of course, angel.”
And then Aziraphale must board the bus, but 

Crowley is not left alone in the rain. Not quite. 
Aziraphale leaves him the umbrella.

Of course Crowley calls. Did you think we weren’t 
in the business of happy endings?

There are two long months of harsh distance 
before Crowley happens (what a coincidence) to 
find a job at a nursery in London. (“Plant nursery, 
angel, can you imagine me taking care of kids?” “You 
know, actually, I rather imagine you’d be splendid 
at it.” “Ngk.”) Four more months of needless com-
mute between one flat and the other, spending more 
nights in the same bed than not, before they finally 
make it official and move in together. A few months 
of cosplay preparation—much easier to accomplish 
in the same space, especially since they will match 
every day this time. (Aziraphale is particularly proud 
of their Victorian clothes, while Crowley’s 1980s 
makeup is unparalleled.)



174 THE INEFFABLE CON III 

And three solid months of concern on Crow-
ley’s end over what to pack. Well, over one item in 
particular. He’s long practiced at getting ready for 
conventions, after all, but he’s never before had to 
decide whether to pack an engagement ring.

Wouldn’t it be poetic? asks one side of him, while 
the other puts in, Wouldn’t it be soon?

Perhaps you ought to offer your advice. I think he’ll 
listen to you.

But as you do, keep in mind that I’ve a view of a 
certain angel’s pocket as well, where a certain some-
thing shines just as brightly. And as Crowley and 
Aziraphale finish their suitcases on the night before 
the convention, both filled up with nerves and with 
hope, I’ll tell you that I’m not nervous in the slightest. I 
see no reason for you to be, either.

It will all work out the way we know it will.
Some things, after all, are just … inevitable. 
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Terzanelle of 
Anathema
ANNATHEMA AO3 EA_Lakambini

In these lines, written by she before 
me, my fate is decided, and all is set.  
This is who I am—this is who I’ll be.

Rating: Gen | CW: None

In these lines, written by she before me,
My fate is decided, and all is set.
This is who I am—this is who I’ll be.

Any desire, worry, doubt, or regret,
I hold within me, silent, buried deep.
My fate is decided, and all is set.

The book, lost—another thing I can’t keep.
What now of destruction and days ending?
I hold within me, silent, buried deep.

The horsemen, angels, demons descending
Yet I survive—by luck, games, a child’s name?
What now of destruction and days ending?

Armageddon halted, Great Plans aflame.
Let it burn—in its smoke I live anew!
Yet I survive—by luck, games, a child’s name?

So I hold these pages, long overdue.
In these lines, written by she before me,
Let it burn—in its smoke I live anew!
This is who I am—this is who I’ll be. 

On rainbow 
feather boas  
(and blackmail)
MADISON MAY
D AO3 MaddieMayNot

Ficlet on the subject of 
rainbow feather boas and 
blackmail

Rating: Gen | CW: None

CROWLEY DIDN’T BUY A RAINBOW FEATHER BOA. 
Nor did he miracle one to wear during a particularly 
rowdy Pride party in Soho. That’s the official story, 
and Aziraphale has sworn on pain of “I’ll start a fire in 
the bookshop, angel,” to stick to it.

But just in case the need arose, Aziraphale has 
secreted an expansive selection of Polaroid photo-
graphs away in a desk drawer. They depict Crowley 
in various situations with the rainbow feather boa. 
In one, the boa drapes around his shoulders as he 
stands on a car in a Freddie Mercury-esque pose, 
with heels. He is using one end of the boa as a 
microphone.

Officially, the photos do not exist.
But, if Aziraphale ever needs to offer a little extra 

incentive to the demon—a lift here, a miracle cov-
ered there—then a Polaroid may find itself pinned 
to the front door of the flat in Mayfair. Or in special 
cases, under a windscreen wiper of the Bentley. 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/EA_Lakambini/pseuds/EA_Lakambini
https://twitter.com/MaddieMayNot
https://archiveofourown.org/users/maddiemaynot
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Of Words and Wonder
AJ CONSTANTINE w AJ Constantine | AO3 AJ_Constantine

Aziraphale wonders what kissing is like, so Crowley impulsively kisses him to 
show him. This sparks feelings between them that they’d never felt before, 
which is as shocking as it is wonderous.

Rating: Mature | CW: None

WHILE OUT AT DINNER, CROWLEY WAS ENTER-
taining himself by arguing with Aziraphale—if one 
could call it that, as it mostly consisted of Crow-
ley scoffing at Aziraphale’s declarations about the 
merits of a constitutional monarchy.

“You’ve been reading far too many bodice rip-
pers, angel. Admit it, you just love the pretty titles 
and prettier clothing,” he drawled, not bothering 
to hide his smirk when Aziraphale spluttered far 
too indignantly that those kinds of books were very 
much beneath him. 

Crowley didn’t really care about this particular 
debate; he was mostly enjoying trying to get a rise 
out of his counterpart. As many of their not-quite 
arguments did as of late, it eventually ended with 
Aziraphale shaking his head with a roll of his eyes 
saying, “Yes dear”, leaving Crowley feeling victori-
ous that he won, and cheerfully ignoring the fact 
that Aziraphale let him.

Ever since the apocalypse-that-wasn’t they had 
drifted into spending time together more regularly, 
each keeping a watchful eye out for their heavenly 
or demonic counterparts. They seemed to be stu-
diously ignored by both Above and Below much 
to the satisfaction of the earthbound angel and 
demon. Their wariness had slowly ebbed away, 
leading both entities to relax in a myriad of ways 
they haven’t in centuries; of which one result was 
less heated arguments that in the past had invari-
ably ended with raised voices punctuated by doors 
slamming and wheels screeching away.

As he drained the last of his wine, Crowley 
mused about some of the earlier kings and queens 
of England. King Henry the Eighth had been a riot, 
very receptive to leading suggestions on ways to 
tell the Church to go take a piss, but Queen Eliza-
beth had been much harder to influence, the mind 
of that girl was sharp as steel … 

Noticing that Aziraphale had finished his dessert, 
he gestured at Aziraphale’s empty plate with a lifted 
eyebrow—Are you done? —and when the angel 

nodded, they stood and made their way out of the 
restaurant.

They walked in companionable, albeit slightly 
unsteady, silence, having polished off a couple of 
bottles of wine at dinner. It was that time of eve-
ning when twilight hovered on the edge of night. 
The lingering illumination cast the alleyway they 
walked through in an amber glow, highlighting the 
silhouette ahead of them of a man and woman 
embracing.

The couple was passionately kissing, so 
engrossed in each other they took no notice of the 
pair walking towards them. Aziraphale smiled indul-
gently at the display of love, Crowley smirked at the 
display of lust, but the demon faltered in his steps 
when Aziraphale murmured, “I’ve sometimes won-
dered what that’s like.”

Crowley made his feet catch up as he turned his 
head towards his companion, his eyebrows raised 
over his sunglasses in surprise.  “What—kissing?”

Aziraphale nodded with an absentminded 
“Mmm-hmm”, his thoughts already turning away 
from the couple and towards the contemplation of 
opening the bottle of his recent whiskey acquisition 
when they returned to the bookshop. The gentle-
man who had sold it to him had assured him that it 
was the winner of several awards, something about 
spending years in a peat-smoked sherry cast. It 
sounded simply divine, and he was looking forward 
to sharing it with Crowley, who tended to gravitate 
towards smoky liquor.

Crowley’s thoughts swirled too fast for them to 
take the shape of words. Angels were, of course, 
sexless by nature, and demons as former angels 
had a tendency towards that as well, but Crow-
ley’s six thousand years among humans had taught 
him to be more, well, flexible in exploring the things 
his man-shaped form was capable of. It was at 
times strategic to involve sexuality when tempt-
ing and redirecting humans and since his form was 
generally considered attractive, he used it to his 

https://ajconstantine.tumblr.com/
https://archiveofourown.org/users/AJ_Constantine/works
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advantage. He found his dalliances into the physical 
expressions of lust with either gender pleasur-
able, although not overly so and didn’t indulge in it 
often. He had never given much thought to whether 
Aziraphale had done anything similar and found 
himself unreasonably perturbed that a being of love 
hadn’t so much as experienced a kiss.

This swirl of thoughts happened in the pace 
of two steps and without a conscious decision he 
casually said, “I can show you.”

To Aziraphale’s utter astonishment, Crowley 
grasped his elbow and swung him over and up 
against the cool brick wall of the alleyway. Step-
ping in close, he slid his hands along the sides 
of Aziraphale’s face and leaned forward to press 
his mouth against the angel’s. Aziraphale’s eyes 
widened in shock, and he would have stepped 
backwards if the wall behind him hadn’t prevented 
him from doing so.

For a moment Aziraphale stayed frozen, eyes 
wide, arms up, hands raised mid-air. Crowley was 
kissing him, a fact that could not have astonished 
him more than if the demon had 
announced his intention to don 
a furry leotard and join a touring 
production of the musical Cats.

His lips were softer than 
Aziraphale would have expected—
gentler too—moving against his 
in a manner that was so unex-
pectedly tantalizing that without 
thinking, almost against his will, 
Aziraphale’s eyelids fluttered 
closed, and he tentatively began 
kissing back, matching Crowley’s 
movements.

The slow languid presses of Crowley’s lips con-
tinued seemingly without end, lulling Aziraphale 
into an almost hypnotic state of being, as if he was 
a small creature mesmerized by the swaying of a 
snake. A little humming thrill shot through him when 
he felt Crowley suck on his lower lip, running his 
tongue along the flesh. When Aziraphale’s mouth 
parted in surprise, Crowley’s tongue slipped past his 
lips, his hands tightening on Aziraphale’s face as he 
deepened the kiss.

One thing that centuries on Earth does lend itself 
to is becoming a fast learner, so after a brief hes-
itation, Aziraphale’s tongue reached out to meet 
Crowley’s, matching the exploratory movements of 
the one sliding against his own.

For Crowley, the kiss had started out as an 
impulse, a reaction to a half-formed thought that, 
had he been sober and his thoughts fully formed, 
he never would have done and would have been 
astonished at his thoughts for daring to suggest it. 

At the start of the kiss, he hadn’t felt much of any-
thing aside from the smug self-satisfaction that he 
was a good kisser and was benevolently imparting 
his knowledge of said act. And ha—wouldn’t it be 
fun to fluster the angel.

But when Aziraphale had started respond-
ing to the kiss—tentatively, inexperienced, and 
with a tenderness that caught the demon off 
guard—something shifted deep inside him and the 
comfortable, easygoing, in control perception of his 
world fell sideways. As the kissing progressed an 
astonishing heat swept through him with a sudden-
ness that took his breath away; a burning of desire, 
of wanting more of the softness under his lips tast-
ing faintly of the cinnamon from the Tiramisu that 
had been dessert a short time ago.

As he pressed closer, his sunglasses bumped 
against Aziraphale’s face, so he impatiently shoved 
them up onto his head with one hand before 
moving it towards the back of the angel’s neck. 
He slid his fingers into soft golden curls, caressing 
the side of the smooth cheek with his thumb, and 

angled his head so that he could 
fit them together for a deeper, 
more urgent kiss.

The kissing steadily progressed 
from the initial soft steady press of 
lips to a stronger force that over-
took them both. Their mouths 
moved with increased fervour 
against each other as Crowley 
crowded Aziraphale against the 
wall, slotting their legs together 
and pressing into him firmly.

Aziraphale became lost in the 
kiss, reason spiralling away, his hands somehow 
now clutching the front of Crowley’s coat, simul-
taneously pulling the demon closer and holding 
himself upright. He could hardly process the sen-
sations he was experiencing—goodness, no wonder 
humans engaged so frequently in this particular 
activity. He knew all about what sex and the various 
expressions of sexuality were of course, he’d seen 
examples countless times throughout the years, 
and had the anatomically correct male equipment, 
but had never experienced the urges that humans 
do and certainly never had any inclinations in that 
direction.

So, it was with quite a bit of astonishment that, as 
the kiss continued, as the demon’s hands tightened 
on him possessively, as his mouth moved more 
passionately against his, Aziraphale realized that he 
was experiencing feelings that were new and really 
quite intense—a kind of aching craving that caused 
him to want to pull the demon closer, to press into 
his mouth, to feel desire. These feelings burst within 

Finally, he attempted 
(and likely failed) 
at a casually light 

tone, as it came out 
rather breathless and 
wobbly, “So, er, that’s 
what kissing is like?”
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his chest and crept downwards until, to his shock, 
he felt a stirring in his groin quite unfamiliar to him. 
The sensation was unlike anything he had ever felt 
before, a pressure that was simultaneously plea-
surable and somewhat uncomfortable. This evoked 
another feeling he didn’t often experience—fear. 
What is happening? No-no-no—he suddenly pushed 
at Crowley, not hard, but enough to break apart 
the kiss.

They stared at each other, breathing heavily. 
Crowley’s golden eyes shone in the darkness with 
vertical pupils dilated wide. Aziraphale’s hands, still 
fisted in Crowley’s coat, trembled as the silence 
drew out. Mesmerized by the intense eyes staring 
unblinking at him, he tried to think of what he could 
possibly say, starting and then discarding several 
thoughts that tumbled haphazardly like tumble-
weed through his mind.

Finally, he attempted (and likely failed) at a casu-
ally light tone, as it came out rather breathless and 
wobbly, “So, er, that’s what kissing is like?”

Crowley held himself in check, confusedly notic-
ing that his body wanted nothing more than to 
descend on those slightly trembling, plump lips 
that looked so enticingly well kissed and seemed 
to be begging for more. He paused for such a 
long moment looking at those lips that Aziraphale 
fidgeted nervously before he leaned forward, his 
mouth against Aziraphale’s ear, breath tickling 
against sensitive skin, and hissed, “No, angel. That 
wasss not what kisssing is like. That wasss … sssome-
thing elssse entirely.”

Then, unable to stop himself, he extended his 
tongue to the base of Aziraphale’s neck, licking 
upwards and curling up on a sensitive spot just 
under the ear.

This caused Aziraphale to reflexively roll up 
his eyes and moan in a way he barely recognized 
as his, but in the next instant he pushed Crowley 
harder and, unresisting, Crowley stumbled a couple 
of steps back, letting go.

The demon ran his hands through his hair, 
knocking his sunglasses to the ground. He took a 
deep breath, trying to find some composure. What 
in the Holy Blessed fuck just happened? A glance 
down the alley showed that the kissing couple was 
gone, making him fleetingly wonder how long he 
and Aziraphale had been pressed together.

Aziraphale distantly thought this must be what 
it felt like to be drowning, as he was taking quick 
breaths of air even though he technically didn’t 
need to breathe. Did he actually just moan in plea-
sure? At Crowley?! He was resolutely trying to ignore 
the sensations below his waist. Perhaps if he tried 
hard enough to pretend it wasn’t happening, it 
would go away but, if anything, it had increased 

when the demon did that thing with his tongue on 
his neck, so he was having quite a bit of difficulty 
with the ‘ignoring it’ plan.

“Um, well, it’s late you know, I really should be 
getting back to the shop, probably open early, if I 
feel like it, I mean, you know how it is … ” Aziraphale 
trailed off, looking in bewilderment at his hands 
which were twisted together in an attempt to not 
reach for Crowley and resume where they left off.

Crowley jammed his hands in his pockets for 
much the same reason and nodded briskly. He 
picked up his sunglasses and put them back on, 
then paused, uncertain if he should say something. 
He gave up, as he sure as Hell had no idea what to 
say. His Bentley was parked in front of the book-
shop, so he turned in that direction and walked 
a few steps before he realized that Aziraphale 
wasn’t following him. He turned and looked back. 
Aziraphale’s hands were still tightly clenched, his 
eyes downcast, looking as if he was in shock.

Crowley tried to think of what to do next, which 
was nearly impossible as the sensations from what 
had just happened still had his entire body hum-
ming with desire—for Aziraphale?!—and a feeling of 
unfamiliar yearning that he hadn’t the slightest idea 
what to make of. He cleared his throat and said in a 
voice so gentle it didn’t sound like him at all, “C’mon 
angel, I’ll walk you home.”

Aziraphale looked up, managed a weak smile, 
and fell into step beside him.

The short walk to the bookshop seemed to 
stretch on, with none of the light banter they usu-
ally had on their walks and tension tightly coiled 
between them. In front of the bookshop they 
stopped, uncertain as to what to do next. It was still 
early evening and normally they would go into the 
bookshop to have a drink and engage in mean-
dering conversations late into the night. Aziraphale 
still had his hands knotted tightly together, ten-
sion clearly visible in the set of his shoulders, and 
lines of his forehead reflecting the struggle he was 
having trying to process what had happened—he 
was an angel, his body shouldn’t have—he shouldn’t 
have felt—was that lust?

Crowley shuffled his feet restlessly and put his 
hands in his pockets, then immediately took them 
out again. He felt like he was losing control of his 
normally tightly reined in emotions—he liked being 
in control and was fighting a strong bewildering 
impulse to devour Aziraphale in a searing kiss, strip 
off his clothes, and take him right on the doorstep of 
the bookshop. Thinking that a hasty retreat was the 
saner option he said, “I should go”, and turned to the 
Bentley. As he placed his hand on the door handle, 
he looked back at Aziraphale who hadn’t moved, 
seeming to be staring at nothing. A pang went 
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through the demon’s chest at the realization that he 
was the cause of his friend’s distress.

He ran his hands through his hair again in frus-
tration, and a hiss escaped him, which caused 
Aziraphale to look over at him. Crowley looked into 
those familiar blue eyes crinkled with a tension that 
he damn near knew better than his own golden 
orbs. Fuck. With an effort, he put his rioting emo-
tions aside, knowing he couldn’t leave things like 
this between them.

He reluctantly walked back over, stopping in 
front of Aziraphale.

“Um, angel, I—” he trailed off. What could he pos-
sibly say? That to his utter astonishment, he wanted 
more of whatever the Hell had just happened? What 
would Aziraphale do if he saw someone in distress? 
What did Aziraphale need? Oh.

He grimaced as an idea came to him. This was 
not something demons did, but Aziraphale was his 
best friend, he would walk through holy water for 
him so … I guess it’s the least I could do. He stepped 
closer, took a deep breath, sighed, and said, “Come 
here.” He wrapped his arms around the angel, 
leaning his head down into the cream-coloured 
shoulder of Aziraphale’s coat.

Aziraphale stiffened then, as Crowley remained 
still, slowly closed his eyes and exhaled shakily. 
After a pause, his arms reached up to circle around 
the demon in return and he leaned his forehead on 
Crowley’s shoulder.

Crowley ignored the faint uneasiness he felt at 
the unusual closeness—demons don’t hug—and 
determinedly held Aziraphale close to him. As the 
minutes ticked by, he felt Aziraphale incremen-
tally relax into him, and his own uneasiness ebbed 
away, replaced by a sensation far different. A feeling 
of contentment, of rightness, of having the angel in 
his arms.

He was still feeling faintly poleaxed by the wildly 
unexpected turn of events of the night and didn’t 
know what would come of it. But there was one 
thing he did know. They had been on each other’s 
side for thousands of years, and he’d be damned—
again—if he let this … whatever this was that had 
happened between them change that.

“You’re my best friend, Aziraphale,” he said qui-
etly. “That hasn’t changed.”

“Yes,” Aziraphale breathed in agreement.
This was Crowley. Whom he was safe with. 

Safer than he had ever been with anyone else, 
on Earth, above or below. So what if his corpora-
tion had reacted in a manner it never had before, if 
something new had stirred like a Phoenix bursting 
into flame from ashes deep inside of him that he 
hadn’t even known existed? Perhaps he should feel 
frightened if it had happened with anyone else, but 

this was Crowley. They had shared so much already, 
was this so different?

“But … something’s changed.” He tilted his face 
towards Crowley’s neck and hesitantly added, 
“Hasn’t it?”

Crowley tilted towards him in response and 
raised his hand to nudge under Aziraphale’s chin. 
Aziraphale lifted his head to look at him, calmer 
now, and with wonder reflected in his eyes.

“Yes,” he replied simply.
This time Aziraphale leaned forward to tenta-

tively brush their lips together. Crowley pressed 
back softly, reverently. This kiss was more open, 
more wanting, an invitation to something more as 
they moved softly and slowly against each other.

Aziraphale finally understood what the fasci-
nation with kissing was all about. It had seemed 
dreadfully messy in concept, rather unsanitary 
even, but the sheer intimacy of it was … divine. His 
corporation felt lighter, as if his wings were out and 
fluttering gently, matching the fluttering of his heart.

But Crowley was right, this wasn’t simply kissing. 
This was something more, something huge he was 
only feeling the edges of, something golden and 
glowing and exhilarating.

Crowley drew back and leaned their foreheads 
together. “Let’s go inside. We’ll figure it out together, 
as we always do.”

Aziraphale smiled at him, no longer afraid. 
“Together.” 
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Love Never Discarded
ASPIRING_ECCENTRIC Q aspiringeccentric | AO3 Aspiring_Eccentric

A few new books are not all Crowley sees when walks into the restored 
bookshop the morning before their trials.

Rating: General | CW: None

THERE ARE CERTAIN THINGS CHILDREN DON’T 
understand. Many of the things on that list are there 
for good reason. For example, children have little 
use for lying to someone they love; for hurting in 
order to protect. Tell a child you’ve done something 
for their own good and see how well that works out 
for you. But for the most part, isn’t it better this way? 
For who among us wants to live in a darker world in 
which all children have to understand such a thing?

All Adam Young felt tucked securely under 
loose, warded floorboards and secreted in hidden 
drawers of the shop, was love. As he re-spun the 
colorful threads of the Earth’s complicated tapestry 
back into place, it was perfectly obvious to him that 
such things should be displayed for all to see. Love 
is simple in the eyes of a child; you either do love, or 
you don’t. Black and white. Light and dark.

But adult situations are often gray, and gray can 
get to be a habit. Gray can get comfortable. Even 
if it’s unsatisfying, the alternative is change, and 
change is one of the most terrifying things in the 
universe. Change makes our hearts race and our 
palms sweat and our knees shake, and it opens up 
our lives to all sorts of new possibilities to break our 
hearts or send us into unfathomable bliss.

And the demon Crowley was currently expe-
riencing most of these things while once again 
kneeling in the angel’s reassembled bookshop. His 
shocked serpentine eyes had left the full collec-
tion of previously not there Compton first editions to 
rake the shelves, walls, and cluttered tabletops to 
see … himself.

Everywhere.
Of course, he didn’t appear to be Crowley at the 

time. He looked like an unassuming middle-aged 
bookshop owner with a penchant for outmoded 
styles of dress. A someone who told themselves 
they were perfectly alright living in gray. Aziraphale 
could survive in gray, so long as it kept Crow-
ley safe.

When he’d left his flat a half hour before, Crow-
ley wasn’t sure he would be able to keep it together 

for whatever was going to happen to them today. 
The previous twenty-four hours had forced open 
cracks that had been forming for millennia. Hairline 
fractures he’d so carefully patched again and again 
were yawning to let in the cosmos. How could it be 
that seeing this was the straw that shook him to the 
ground, but also the glue to mend him into some-
thing stronger?

He rose to his feet. With every step he cata-
logued some item from the past he had thought 
lost or forgotten or discarded by a love unrecipro-
cated, and each one of them injected purpose into 
his gait and strength into his spine.

A poem produced on Gutenberg’s press. A black 
fedora on the hat rack. The playbill for the first-ever 
production of Hamlet framed behind the cash reg-
ister. An oyster shell worn smooth as a gem from 
eons of handling. The card from the flowers he’d 
given him on the day the bookshop opened its 
doors. A cane with a cobra handle in the umbrella 
stand. Dozens of books he’d thought he’d snuck so 
very artfully into the angel’s chaotically curated col-
lection. A matching black-winged mug beside the 
white one on the desk … 

And a long black feather in an ancient silver ink-
well, neatly set beside a stack of letters never sent.

By the time he left the bookshop there may have 
been tears in his eyes, but his determination was 
unbreakable.

One well-meaning and surprisingly astute elev-
en-year-old had managed to cast a brand-new 
rainbow into that antique Soho address that had 
existed for so long in gray.

And really, he’d done it for their own good. 
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My Body Wakes For You
ALL_AMERICAN_NIGHTMARE AO3 All_American_Nightmare

Aziraphale has just returned from a mission and has heard rumors that 
Armageddon is in the works. If the world is ending soon, she wants to spend 
at least one night of confessed love with her best friend and the demon she’s 
loved for centuries. Crowley is more than happy to oblige, but the demon will 
not give up their own personal paradise without a fight.

Rating: Explicit | CW: She/ her pronouns for Aziraphale,  
They/ them for Crowley

THEY HAD BEEN FRIENDS FOR FUCKING EVER. SO 
long in fact, Crowley can barely recall what it was 
like to not have the angel a major part of their life.

The past seven months have been torture. 
Aziraphale had been sent away due to intel of a 
world threat in Vatican City, and Crowley had been 
unable to go with her, the entire city being holy 
and all. Instead, they had waited and worried, wish-
ing their best friend could soon return to their side. 
Thank Satan, the angel had finally called them 
that very morning, stating she was home and had 
requested their company.

Crowley, their body a shaking mess of long-
ing and nerves, pushes through the bookshop’s 
doors. In Aziraphale’s absence the two of them had 
hinted, in the span of the past two months over the 
phone, their long held, and forbidden, feelings and 
longings.

The conversation had started when Aziraphale 
asked her demonic friend about reports she’d been 
hearing that Satan was in the process of finding a 
mate to assist him in the creation of the anti-christ. 
Crowley assured Aziraphale that they knew noth-
ing of the plan but wouldn’t put it past Hell to be in 
preparations for such an event.

“When I return home, can you come to me, 
Crowley?” Aziraphale had requested two nights 
prior. “If we haven’t much time left, there is some-
thing I need to tell you. Things I want to ask to share 
with you, things I need you to know.”

“Anything you want, Angel.” Crowley longed for 
any sliver of companionship or affection Aziraphale 
was willing to give.

“Even if every day after we must pretend nothing 
has happened between us? Even if what we share is 
only for that one night?”

“I’d rather have one night than nothing,” Crowley 
had told her, with the sort of desperate honesty that 
only Aziraphale could bring out of them.

Now, standing in the bookshops showroom, 
Crowley takes a moment to catch their breath. They 
have wanted this day for so long, and now they find 
themself terrified at how to proceed.

“Angel?” they call into the quiet of the bookshop. 
There are no customers, and the lights are off. They 
have a moment of worry that something may have 
happened to their best friend and favorite being in 
all of existence. Did Heaven overhear their calls? 
“Aziraphale, it’s me. Are you here?”

“In the bedroom, my dear.” The angel’s sweet 
voice singsongs to them from above, pulling Crow-
ley towards it like a siren’s song. “In the flat upstairs.”

On wobbly legs, Crowley makes their way up 
the spiraling staircase to find the light and warmth 
they’ve been missing. They feel dizzy with nerves 
when they top the stairs and push their way through 
the door of Aziraphale’s private quarters. With shak-
ing breath, Crowley says only seven words, but the 
question they contain is loaded with 6000 years 
of want.

“You want me in your bedroom, Angel?”
Aziraphale is sitting up, her back supported by 

the headboard. She’s in a thin cotton nightgown, 
ample breasts evident through the cloth and 
blonde curls loose and wild, a cloudlike puff atop 
her head which falls in a cascade over her shoul-
ders. Her eyes sparkle at the demon and her bright 
smile spreads excitedly across her face at the sight 
of them. “Of course, my dear. I thought we could 
chat while watching a movie together, and this is 
the only room I have equipped with a television.”

Crowley doesn’t recall Aziraphale ever having 
a television in any room of her bookshop, but they 
aren’t going to broach that subject now. Their main 

https://archiveofourown.org/users/All_American_Nightmare
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focus at the moment are the hard pert nipples, 
clearly outlined and calling for the demon’s atten-
tion through the fabric of the angel’s obscenely thin 
garments.

“Awesome, cool.” Crowley’s effort, dampening 
the fabric of their underwear and jeans at the sight 
before them, begins to ache with want. “Feeling a 
bit overdressed at the moment.”

“Then, I think it best you make yourself comfort-
able.” Aziraphale’s eyes darken with what Crowley 
interprets as lust, and the wet folds of the demon’s 
sex ache even more. “Would you like for me to find 
you something soft like what I’m wearing, or would 
you rather just remove those tight jeans. They look 
to be uncomfortable for cuddling and lounging.”

“No need to go to any trouble.” Crowley makes 
quick work of kicking away their boots and painted 
on denim. “I’m good in my underpants and t-shirt.”

“Yes, yes you are.” The angel’s voice is raspy, she 
leans her head to the side and doesn’t hide the 
way she’s admiring her best friend’s bare skin. She 
moves aside the duvet, spreads her legs, and pats 
the area between her thick, soft 
thighs. “Won’t you have a seat? I’d 
like very much to hold you, while 
you find us a program to watch.”

This is happening. Crowley 
inhales deeply to steady themself 
and proceeds to nestle their body 
to the indicated spot between 
Aziraphale’s legs and leans their 
back against those ample breasts 
for support.

“You’re breathing heavy, my 
love.” Aziraphale purrs next to 
Crowley’s ear, and pulls the duvet around them. “Do 
you not want this?”

“Oh, Angel.” Crowley huffs a nervous laugh. “I’ve 
wanted this since Eden. Wanted you so bad for so 
long, but I’m terrified of fucking it up.”

“Don’t be frightened, my heart. There is nothing 
you could do to disappoint me. But I would appre-
ciate that you tell me if, at any time, you need me to 
stop.” Aziraphale’s soft lips trace along the edge of 
Crowley’s ear. “I love you, I’ve loved you for centu-
ries, but for our safety, I’ve not been able to openly 
share my feelings for you. If Hell or Heaven were 
to find us out, they’d destroy you. I couldn’t live 
with that.”

“I love you too.” Crowley shivers as the angel’s 
lips move from their ear, and travel along their neck, 
until she’s sucking and licking along the demon’s 
shoulders. Her left-hand splays in the center of 
Crowley’s chest, holding them against her arous-
ing, Heavenly softness. Aziraphale’s right hand slips 
underneath the waistband of Crowley’s underpants. 

The demon gasps as two thick fingers slip inside 
their wet heat, the angel’s thumb playing at their clit. 
“Please, Aziraphale, please don’t stop.”

“Do you like that?” Aziraphale hums against 
Crowley’s heated skin.

“Fuck yes, Aziraphale.” The demon moans aloud 
their pleasure. Aziraphale slips a third finger into 
Crowley’s vulva, finding their g-spot and pressing 
against it with her thick, strong digits. The angel’s 
thumb continues to roll and rub at Crowley’s hard-
ening clit, the demon losing themself entirely in the 
sensations. They begin panting their lover’s name, 
calling out their pleasure and confessing their love 
openly and freely into the safety of Aziraphale’s 
secluded bedroom. “Aziraphale! Angel! Oh, fuck, 
your fingers feel so good! Yes, Dove, just like that! 
OOOOHHH! Fuck, yes, fuck me with those perfect 
fingers! Go-Satan! Aziraphale, I love you! Angel I 
love you, I love you!”

“Oh, darling, you’re exquisite.” Aziraphale’s lips are 
again near Crowley’s ear. “I want you to touch me 
darling. Would you suckle my nipples? Would you 

place those perfectly deft fingers 
inside me and make me come?”

“Fuck yes!” Crowley’s hips begin 
to jerk as they ride the fingers 
inside them to their climax. “I want 
to make you scream my name, 
get your pleasure from me while 
I have my way with those perfect, 
round breasts.”

“Crowley, oh Crowley yes.” 
Aziraphale pulls the demon more 
forcefully against her body. “Claim 
me darling. Fuck me so, that the 

memory will remain with me for all of eternity.”
“Fuck! Aziraphale, fuck!” Crowley shouts, then 

their vision whites out as the power of their climax 
overtakes them. They continue to shout a litany of 
profanities and love confessions as they ride out 
their climax on Aziraphale’s touch.

Once their higher functions return, Crowley only 
takes long enough to catch their breath, before 
they’re shifting to face Aziraphale and pulling the 
angel’s nightgown up over her luscious thighs, 
stomach, breasts and then head.

“I’m gonna make you feel so good.” Crowley 
pants, pressing the angel to lie down on the bed 
and covering her with their own, slender frame. “I 
love you.”

“I love you too, my darling.” Aziraphale winds her 
supple, strong arms around the demon and pulls 
them flush against her.

Crowley catches the angel’s pretty, pink lips 
with their own. They trace their tongue over the 
soft skin, begging permission to enter, the demon’s 

“I love you too, my 
darling.” Aziraphale 

winds her supple, 
strong arms around 
the demon and pulls 

them flush against her.
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right-hand caressing and kneading the ample 
breast trapped between them and their left playing 
at the folds of Aziraphale’s dripping cunt.

The angel gasps when Crowley’s fingers slip into 
her waiting heat and the serpent uses this oppor-
tunity to lap their tongue into the angel’s pretty 
mouth. Aziraphale moans past Crowley’s lips, their 
tongues dancing together, the two entities tasting 
and touching one another as much as is corporally 
possible.

After a minute of this tongue play, Aziraphale 
moans. “My breasts, darling, you promised.”

“Right.” Crowley moves away from Aziraphale’s 
lovely mouth and slithers down to wrap their 
tongue and lips around the angel’s pert left nipple. 
They keep their hands at work on the right nipple, 
their left fingers continuing to mimic the work 
Aziraphale had done for them just a short time 
earlier.

“Oh, my darling.” Aziraphale presses her head 
back into her down pillows. Eyes closed and 
breathing heavily, she continues to praise Crow-
ley as she moves her hips with the movements of 
their fingers. Biting her lip, she winds her fingers in 
the demon’s red hair, holding them gently in place 
as they suckle and tend to Aziraphale’s soft, pillowy 
chest. “You treat me so well. Your mouth and hands 
do such amazing work. Yes, my love, like that, just 
like that.”

Crowley hums, their mouth full of delicious skin. 
They’ve straddled the angel’s thigh, rubbing their 
own clit across the thick dimpled skin, using the 
friction and the sounds of Aziraphale’s pleasure to 
push themself toward their second climax of the 
evening.

“Yes, my darling!” Aziraphale shouts, her cunt 
dripping with her excitement, pushing her hard-
ened clit more firmly against Crowley’s thumb and 
bucking her hips to assist the demon’s fingers to 
press down on her own G-spot. When the properly 
searched for contact is made, Crowley feels the 
angel clench around their hand, causing her thigh 
to move more firmly into Crowley’s overly stimu-
lated clit. The action pushing both entities over the 
edge at the same time.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” The nipple falls from Crow-
ley’s lips and they bury their face between Heavenly 
breasts, screaming their pleasure into the exquisite 
mounds. “I love you, I love you, I love you.”

“Crowley!” Aziraphale screams just as loudly and 
at the same time. “I need you! I can’t live without 
you! Don’t let them take you from me!”

“I won’t angel, I won’t.” Crowley nearly sobs with 
the realization that unless something major is 
done, this bliss isn’t something they’ll be permitted 
to keep.

They both lay breathing heavy for several min-
utes afterward, holding one another close and 
allowing everything that has happened and every-
thing that will happen to sink in. It’s Aziraphale that 
finally breaks the silence.

“I don’t want you to make me a promise that you 
can’t keep.” The angel sounds near tears as she runs 
her fingers through Crowley’s shoulder length locks.

“I’ve made it, I’ll find a way to keep it, or die 
trying.” Crowley lifts their head from the cushion of 
Aziraphale’s chest and, with determined resolve, 
stares into blue/green eyes.

“That’s what I’m afraid of.” Aziraphale kisses Crow-
ley on the brow. “I can’t have you getting destroyed. 
It would kill me.”

“Then I’ll be safe, but I’ll find a way to stop Arma-
geddon when it comes and set us both free from 
Heaven and Hell.” Crowley isn’t sure how they’ll 
accomplish such an impossible feat but if their 
reward is Aziraphale, they’ll find a way. “Do you 
trust me?”

“With my life.” Aziraphale offers them a sad smile. 
“This will be the only time we can be together in this 
way until you are able to make good on this prom-
ise. This one night is dangerous enough, to do it 
again will be asking for death.”

“I know angel, for tonight hold me, love me and 
call me yours. Tomorrow we’ll pretend none of it 
happened until I can fulfill my oath.” Crowley snug-
gles into their angel’s embrace. “Just the possibility 
that I might have you like this for the rest of eter-
nity is incentive enough for me to never give up 
trying.” 



 THE INEFFABLE CON III 185

Two
ANNIE THEO

Q annie.theo.art | w annietheo

https://www.instagram.com/annie.theo.art/
https://annietheo.tumblr.com/


186 THE INEFFABLE CON III 



 THE INEFFABLE CON III 187



188 THE INEFFABLE CON III 



 THE INEFFABLE CON III 189



190 THE INEFFABLE CON III 



 THE INEFFABLE CON III 191



192 THE INEFFABLE CON III 



 THE INEFFABLE CON III 193



194 THE INEFFABLE CON III 



 THE INEFFABLE CON III 195



196 THE INEFFABLE CON III 

Places of Memory
SABDRAWS D sab_draws

https://twitter.com/sab_draws


 THE INEFFABLE CON III 197

The Bandstand
GENDERLESS GOD OF THE VOID D MADDIEMAYNOT

https://twitter.com/MaddieMayNot


198 THE INEFFABLE CON III 

Index

A.C.B.

Aethelflaed

AJ Constantine

Alex Molly

All_American_Nightmare

Andrea Richardson

AnnaThema

Annie Theo

AnnLarimer

Arwen Banerjee

Aspiring_Eccentric

Augenblickgotter

AV Dragnire

Az Kit Damien

brightstrangeworld

Caenn

Caenn

CandyQueen

Carina

CaspianTheGeek

CatofApocalypse

Cosband “Good Omens  
For You” (Helena Fell and  
Mary Jo Crowley)

Dannye Chase 
(HolyCatsAndRabbits)

Dukeofnon

elf_on_the_shelf

Emsiecat

freyjawriter24

GayDemonicDisaster

Genderless God of the Void

hapax

IneffableToreshi

jars

journeytogallifrey

K mournsfortrees

kuramoriz

Lizzy OwlyCat

Lurlur

Madison May

Maxine

Miel Petite

Mula Sawala

Navy Bird

nephiliminality

ngk is cool

OfSnakesLiesandKings

onthedriftinthetardis

OtterFi

Petalskull

Phage

PigeonLordArt

Quefish

SabDraws

Salva

Samara Lilly

Sarah the Artiste

Shadow Kana

Sodium Azide

Supergeek21

Suvroc

Tezca

Tyrograph

wasleichtesart

wick_de_la_vela

Yves Riba

Zine Team

AnnaThema

Claude

Madison May

Mags

Mira Woros

OfSnakesLiesandKings

Suvroc






	Front Cover
	Inside Front Cover
	Contents 1/2
	Contents 2/2

	Foreword
	A Queer Kind of Platonic - freyjawriter24
	All Shall Be Well - nephiliminality
	Cozy Moments - Carina
	Balanced on a Knife’s Edge - Aethelflaed
	Garden Stroll - Alex Molly
	Falling for the Illusion - elf_on_the_shelf
	A.C.B. - Yonah
	It’s The Right Time - Tezca
	On Our Side - Cosband | Photographer olga_mia_foto
	Rainy Skies - CaspianTheGeek
	Make Me Forget - IneffableToreshi
	Runaway - Petalskull
	No Tartan Required - jars
	Before and After Asking Aziraphale Out - Maxine
	Offerings - Suvroc
	Here Comes the Rain Again - Miel Petite
	The Black Woods - wick_de_la_vela
	The Starmaker and the Scrollkeeper - AnnaThema
	There Was Never A Dream To Compare, Part 1—How Sweet And Strange - Caenn
	Our Side - wasleichtesart
	Unwanted Guests - Lizzy OwlyCat
	The Last Creation - ngk is cool
	He’s his own silly straw - Phage
	Opening Hours - Lurlur
	Not Your Usual Cabin in the Woods - Supergeek21
	South Downs - Sarah the Artiste
	Midnight for the Witchfinder - hapax
	Loch Ness 1933 - Emsiecat
	Late-Hour Library Books - Tyrograph 1/2
	Late-Hour Library Books - Tyrograph 2/2

	Heroes of Paradis - CandyQueen & CatofApocalypse
	As Much As a Dinner Plate - Maxine
	Boyfriend Material - Andrea Richardson
	Dine at the Ritz - Dukeofnon
	Apricots & Apples - Sodium Azide
	A Sense of Love - Dannye Chase (HolyCatsAndRabbits)
	And Together We Will Part the Veil (Of Love) - Otterfi
	Ordering Crêpes - Arwen Banerjee
	Bon Appétit - Samara Lilly
	South - AnnLarimer
	Autumn atmosphere - Carina
	Hard On The Buttocks - GayDemonicDisaster
	It’s So Fluffy! - Samara Lilly
	The Embrace - Yves Riba
	It’s a Date - Mula Sawala
	Marking Time - K mournsfortrees
	Nobody Left to Believe In - brightstrangeworld
	Kingdom Come - PigeonLordArt
	The Exorcist - GayDemonicDisaster
	Searching - Az Kit Damien
	There Was Never A Dream to Compare, Part 2—Poor Puzzled Moon, He Wore A Frown - Caenn
	Autumn - kuramoriz
	Sunshower - AV Dragnire
	After the Nightingale Sings - OfSnakesLiesandKings
	Paris Lights - Navy Bird
	The Silence of Angels - onthedriftinthetardis
	Mission Impossible: Holy Sh*t, this was a bad idea - Salva
	Under My Wing - Augenblickgotter
	Archeological Finds Point to Millenia-Old Romance - Quefish
	Dancing Queens - Shadow Kana
	Inevitable Con - journeytogallifrey
	Terzanelle of Anathema - AnnaThema
	On rainbow feather boas (and blackmail) - Madison May
	Of Words and Wonder - AJ Constantine
	Love Never Discarded - Aspiring_Eccentric
	Love Never Discarded -art accompaniment - Aspiring_Eccentric
	My Body Wakes For You - All_American_Nightmare
	Two - Annie Theo
	Places of Memory - SabDraws
	The Bandstand - Genderless God of the Void
	Index
	Back Inside Cover
	Back Cover

