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Welcome to The Ineffable Con 2 zine!
We had no idea, when the face-to-face Good Omens 30th birthday party was
cancelled back in March, that we would be welcoming over 400 ineffable members to
the online The Ineffable Con 2!

We have nearly as many pages in the zine as we have members at the convention,
thanks to you – whether you’re a writer, artist, or member of the Good Omens
community, you have helped to make this zine into a real showpiece for the
convention and, for that, we thank you. Whether you’re sitting at home with a cup of
cocoa or a glass of Châteauneuf-du-Pape, we hope that you will enjoy reading it as
much as we have enjoyed editing it. We would also like to draw your attention to
Giulia’s fanfic, The odd and bizarre adventures of Aziraphale, angel, and Crowley,
demon, which you can find both in the zine booth and being read aloud as part of the
convention.

Your fanfic and art have made us laugh, cry and feel very soft. If you are a
contributor to the zine, we are excited for you to share your work with the wider world
after the convention but, for now, sit back, pop on your favourite tartan slippers or
snake-print pyjamas and join us in commemorating all that makes this fandom truly
ineffable.
Your demonic co-hosts,

Rachael and Bethany
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Wisesnail
wisesnail.artstation.com
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AnnaThema
EA_Lakambini

Rating: General audiences

Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley

Summary: One moonlit evening, Crowley is asked by Aziraphale to slow down
during a drive. Crowley observes, and reflects.
(Companion piece to Sunlight)

Evening has long since fallen, the inky expanse of sky interrupted by pinpricks of
stars and the reaching gleam of the pale moon. Far below, the dark is interrupted
by the unearthly bright headlights of a Bentley, zooming from a countryside road
and heading onto the motorway back to London. Crowley is hitting well above 90
miles an hour, while Aziraphale is seated primly in the passenger seat, resolutely
not looking at the speedometer.
“Couldn’t you drive a little slower?” Aziraphale asks, but Crowley can hear the
humour in his tone. This is a conversation they’ve had on many a drive, and the
answer is always the same. Crowley knows how this will play out, and so he does
his part.
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“No, why would I? You’re the one who wanted to be back in the bookshop before
ten, angel. After attending Shakespeare in the Park performed in an estate 60 miles
away,” Crowley replies. He waits for Aziraphale to snip back with his usual pointed
remark about inconvenient discorporation. Contrary to expectation, the angel merely
chuckles, then slightly reclines in his seat, resting his head against the cool window
of the car.

Crowley chances a look from out of the corner of his eyes. This late at night, the
window is black as obsidian, with the headlights from other cars appearing more like
comet streaks in the Bentley’s wake; Aziraphale glows softly against the dark. Unlike
the painful brightness of Heaven – all polished white and unyielding and sharp and
empty – Aziraphale is moonlight, all softness and warmth, his worn overcoat and
pale skin swathed in shadows, muting them into gentle twilight and quiet dusk.
“Well, maybe I don’t want to go back yet; here is good, too.” The angel murmurs
softly. And for some godforsaken reason – which is all of Crowley’s reasons,
because, demon – Crowley feels a warmth in his chest at the words, and he cannot
help himself. He turns to look at Aziraphale and silently marvels at the sight, the
reality of the angel now by his side.

Crowley knows that he is meant to thrive in darkness. There is no more starlight or
shining moon, not for him, after he plunged through blackness and into flame. And
through the eons, he has made it his element, garbing himself and relishing in it,
even tinting the way he sees the world with it. But somehow, no shadow he ever
beheld in the gloom of Hell or in the lies of Heaven, or even behind his own
glasses, feel as part of him as Aziraphale here in the dark, shadows and
moonbeams alternating in their caress over their bodies; encompassing them
completely, intimately.
The angel – soldier of Heaven, of light, of goodness – remaining with a demon.
Willing and hoping, in the darkness.
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And Crowley can take him at his words. He could make a highly illegal U-turn and
head away from the city, take them towards worn paths rather than asphalt. He
could pull to a screeching halt and quip about not going back at all, have it your
way, angel. He could get off the motorway and head towards some sleepy old
town, to a quaint little bed-and-breakfast that would miraculously have the angel’s
favourite cocoa in the kitchenette. He could speed up to overtake the annoying
lorries in their lane, then slow down right in front, just to irritate the drivers and to
make Aziraphale roll his eyes. He could even pull over to the road’s shoulder, pull
demonic shadows around the Bentley, and let the evening pass them by. Whatever
he chooses.

Crowley smiles and takes his foot off the accelerator. The Bentley slows, and
outside, the shapes of cars and buildings and humanity are no longer a blur. The
lights from the approaching city spill into the car rather than streak past it, neon
glow mixing with silvery moonbeams. Pale light falls on the angel’s white-blonde
curls, like a halo shrouded in mist.
“I’d rather stay with you,” Aziraphale continues, simply, so surely, like 6,000 years
could not have led to any other moment but this one.

Aziraphale looks at the dropping needle on the speedometer, and absolutely
glows. For a moment Crowley remembers nebulae coming alight in his palms,
stardust slipping through his fingers; in all his memories through the darkness,
they were never as bright as this.
Somehow, even with Crowley’s distracted and decelerated driving, they make it
back to Soho. Before ten, of course, because Crowley could never say no to his
angel. He parks the Bentley in its usual spot, opens the car door and saunters out.
The other man steps out as well and looks over to him in question; their eyes meet,
and Aziraphale smiles.
“I do hope you will stay a while, my dear?” the angel says, slowing in front of the
bookshop doors. Crowley nods in assent, and the bookshop locks fall open as the
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two of them stand at the threshold. The night is dark and cold, but behind the
bookshop windows a demonic miracle has lit the angelic lamps.
Aziraphale reaches over to take Crowley’s hand, entwining their fingers. Firm, loving,
sure, here.

Under the moonlight, they stand together, and the angel smiles brighter still.

AnnaThema
EA_Lakambini
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AnnaThema
EA_Lakambini

Rating: General audiences

Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley

Summary: One sunny morning, Aziraphale finds Crowley asleep on the sofa in the
bookshop. Aziraphale observes, and reflects.
(Companion piece to Moonbeams)

Morning is creeping up slowly but surely, soft orange shafts of light spilling through
the bookshop window, and Crowley is still asleep on the sofa. He shifts slightly, the
sprawl of his body adjusting just so, and the worn tartan blanket that Aziraphale had
tucked around him hours ago slips at the movement and drops to the floor with a soft
thump.

Aziraphale looks up at the sound, and sighs. This is inevitable, when Crowley ends
up passing out after an extended evening of drinks.
“Crowley, it’s time to get up now,” he says mildly, eyes not quite lifting from the book
open on his lap. Some five or six hours ago, when it was too late to be evening, the
demon had still been sitting upright – well, mostly upright, if one could describe that
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lazy languid stretch of limbs as such. But with every downed glass of wine and
meandering conversation thread, Crowley had settled deeper into the sofa cushions,
eventually leaning his head back and closing his eyes, sunglasses dangling idly from
fingertips. And now… still mostly like that, but more so. Aziraphale would have
complained about the snakeskin boots now scuffing the armrest if he weren’t so
accustomed to this happening.

Aziraphale sets down his book on his table, and gets up from his chair to pick up
the fallen blanket. He folds it tidily before setting it aside on the armrest, and turns
to look at the sleeping being taking up far too much space on his sofa.
The sun has painted patterns on the demon’s face; golden streaks across sharp
cheekbones, scattered petals of light on the long column of neck, and alighting like
fire on coppery locks. The demon’s shirt had hiked up somewhat over the course of
his sleep, exposing a surprisingly pale strip of lower back. Aziraphale can make out
one or two delicate bumps of his spine, the gentle swoop of the small of his back,
the hint of a bony hip.
“’S fine, angel, can sssleep a bit more,” Crowley mutters, his voice slow and
heavy with sleep, slightly muffled from where his face is pressed against the
cushion.
“Come now, dear boy; I know you dislike mornings but you really must get a
wiggle on,” Aziraphale chides, unable to hide the affectionate tone in his voice.
He is rewarded with a soft exhale of a laugh, and then a yawn.
Crowley’s eyes flutter open for a moment, flashes of yellow before being hidden by
pale eyelids and dark lashes once more. The demon often has to hide his eyes –
his nature – from everyone; here in this stuffy cluttered backroom, however, he is
unguarded, eyes hidden only by the delicate closure of slumber, and Aziraphale
feels something almost like awe as he watches Crowley sleep.
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Aziraphale knows that he’s not so isolated – he is an angel, a being of love, and that
comes with humans generally being accepting and calm around him. And of course,
he has his fellow angels who are – hmm, not really kind, if he thinks about it too
hard – amiable with him; ethereal colleagues, holy acquaintances. But he’s certain
that no one on this Earth, or Above or Below it, has ever trusted him the way that
Crowley is trusting him now, has always trusted him.
A demon – harbinger of Hell, of darkness, of evil – sleeping in the presence of
an angel. Open and vulnerable, in the sunlight.

And Aziraphale can do whatever he wants with that. He could shake Crowley
awake, and have to put up with the demon’s disgruntled yawns and grumbles. He
could return to his armchair and to his book, and finish the chapter, if not the whole
tome. He could softly stroke Crowley’s cheek, and hear the mild purr of contentment
at the touch. He could make himself a cup of tea, and probably another cup for
when the demon finally wakes (keeping it miraculously hot until then). He could
even tickle at Crowley’s side, and laugh at the demon’s half-conscious attempt to
swat away at the offending intruder to his sleep. He could leave the backroom and
begin preparing the bookshop for another day of occasional customers and not-sooccasional reshelving of inventory. He could run a light hand through Crowley’s hair,
play a bit with the russet strands. Whatever he chooses.

Aziraphale smiles to himself, perches on the sofa edge, and then gently brushes
his lips at the side of Crowley’s mouth. The demon tilts his face almost instinctively,
shifting to meet his lips in a proper kiss; arm wrapping almost serpent-like around
Aziraphale’s waist, pulling him close. Crowley’s body curves towards his, fitting so
neatly, and Aziraphale basks in the early morning sunlight and the warmth of the
demon’s skin.
“I like morningsss when ‘s with you,” the demon mumbles drowsily, long fingers
wrapping around Aziraphale’s wrist. Aziraphale hums contentedly in assent, a
peaceful sound, a morning lullaby as day breaks around them. No shadows or
darkness, except for the ones they cast together in the soft light of another dawn.
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Crowley then wakes fully, looking up at Aziraphale with a steady gaze. Gentle,
loving, warm, here.

The sunbeams seem to pale next to the gold of his eyes.
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CaspianTheGeek
DemonicGeek

Rating: General audiences

Pairing: Aziraphale/Crowley

Summary: We all know that Crowley has a special jacket he uses for certain acts of
mischief, but he gets a bit of a surprise to find out Aziraphale has his own f**king sh*t
up jacket.

Crowley ignored the closed sign on the bookshop door, snapped his fingers without
so much as a knock, and fell back onto the street when he walked into the door that
did not open.
“What the –” He glared. “Oi! Aziraphale!”
Silence greeted him. He tried to ignore the anxiety that caused. He’d never been
unable to enter the bookshop. Not that he’d been so brazen about it as he had in the
last few months post Apoca-didn’t, but even before that, he’d always been
welcomed.
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He pushed the worry down and closed his eyes, reaching out in a different way for
Aziraphale. He felt for his aura, and found it quickly approaching from behind him.

Crowley spun just as the angel rounded the corner and any thought of why the
bookshop hadn’t simply opened for him fled his mind at the sight of Aziraphale.
Crowley sputtered, “Is that my jacket?”
Aziraphale looked up, shocked. It was clear he hadn’t expected to find Crowley here.
He quickly tried to hide the crowbar behind his back.
“Oh, er. Fancy seeing you here, my dear.”
He edged toward the door and his brows knitted together as he realised he couldn’t
easily turn to open it and keep the crowbar hidden. Crowley raised an eyebrow but
stayed silent. He knew from experience the easiest way to get answers from
Aziraphale was simply to give him the space to talk.
Crowley felt a small burst of ethereal power and Aziraphale’s hand was back,
miraculously free of the crowbar. He stayed silent while Aziraphale busied himself
with the door lock, then gestured for Crowley to precede him into the bookshop.

Crowley walked in, and leaned against one of the teetering shelves as Aziraphale
pulled the donkey jacket off and carefully hung it in the cupboard.
“If you wanted to borrow my jacket, all you had to do was ask,” Crowley said lightly.
“It’s – it’s not yours.” Aziraphale was pointedly not looking at him, “Yours is here, you
see?” He gestured to the second, matching jacket in the closet. Crowley’s heart
swelled to see the two together.
“We have matching jackets?” He managed to squeak out.
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“Really, dear. They’re common around here for certain tasks.”
“And which of those tasks were you undertaking, angel?”
Aziraphale walked past him, “So, wine?”
“Angel.” Crowley said it softly, concern starting to outweigh the amusement.
“If you must know, Crowley. I was addressing some architecture.”
Crowley’s eyes widened, “Architecture?”
“Yes. Now can you let it be?”
Crowley threw himself down on the couch, stretching. “Depends. Can I come next
time?”

Aziraphale sighed. And then he smiled, and Crowley realised how dangerous that
smile was. He leaned in and kissed Crowley on the forehead. “It’s a date.”

One Week Later
Crowley straightened Aziraphale’s jacket on the angel’s shoulders as he kissed him.
“Ready to tell me where we’re going?”
Aziraphale hummed and pulled a crowbar from the cupboard. He took Crowley’s
hand as he led him from the shop, snapping to bolt the door.
A few streets later, Aziraphale paused and turned to Crowley, grinning. “You see, my
dear. They keep putting this, er… I believe it’s called ‘hostile architecture’ in place. I
took care of this set of benches the other night.”
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There were obvious grooves in the benches where pieces had been pried out.
Crowley glanced at Aziraphale, questioningly.
“You did this?”
“Yes! Would you like to help me with the ones I didn’t get to? You see, I was worried
I’d be late for our date last week, and I didn’t want to alarm you as I’d left the shop
closed and –”

Aziraphale was cut off by Crowley kissing him. The crowbar slipped from his hands
and fell to the ground as Crowley pulled him close.
As the kiss broke Crowley looked at him, eyes bright. “Ready to go destroy some
architecture?”
“Please.”

Aziraphale wrapped an arm around Crowley as they walked from location to location,
the reflective tape on their matching jackets throwing rainbows in the sunlight.

18

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine

Cross
petalprose
bystanderjpg
@bystanderjpg

Rating: General audiences

Pairing: Aziraphale/Crowley (Ineffable Wives)
Summary: It’s raining, and Crowley is looking down at a kneeling Aziraphale, the
image of a ring burned into her retinas.

Aziraphale is on her knees in front of Crowley, damp and flustered. Crowley looks
down at her, wide-eyed and disbelieving, as Aziraphale ducks her head.
It’s raining. It’s an absolute downpour, and there’s the distant quacking of ducks, the
opening of umbrellas, the hastening of footsteps, and Crowley’s still sat on her arse
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on a park bench, and Aziraphale is frantically searching the ground, and she’s
chanting oh dear, oh dear under her breath because— because—
“Did you just,” Crowley looks up, back down at the crown of Aziraphale’s head, looks
around her, and, increasingly perplexed, continues, “Did you just try to propose to
me?”
“Emphasis on try,” says Aziraphale, remorsefully, and sits back on her heels.
Absently, Crowley notes that her hair has got thoroughly wet from the rain, clinging
to her face. No less beautiful, no less Crowley’s angel. Very much soaking, however.
And, oh, there’s the ring, sitting unassumingly on her palm, and Crowley’s absent
observations become very present indeed.
“That’s a ring,” says Crowley, in a stunning, commendable display of observational
prowess.
“Well spotted,” says Aziraphale, and her tone of voice turns its chin up. It’s
maddening. Has Crowley mentioned yet, in her train of thought, how much she
adores Aziraphale? “I’ll place it on your finger for you to observe it better, shall I?” A
pause, and before Crowley can even begin to form a coherent response, she sighs.
“I don’t suppose you think this is romantic anymore?”
“Why wouldn’t I?” says Crowley, and then, with feeling, “No, angel, why wouldn’t I?”
“Well! To begin with, I’ve dropped the ring,” says Aziraphale, and if it wasn’t clear
that her curtness was a result of her embarrassment before, it was now. “And now
it’s raining cats and dogs! Oh, dear—let me,” she says, and as if they weren’t in
public, on the heels of a proposal, she rolls her shoulders and lets her left wing settle
over Crowley’s form.
“Hmm, yes, thank you,” says Crowley. She’d honestly forgotten it was raining. “And
now on to more pressing matters, angel, just… Get on the bench with me! Yes, okay,
good, now.” She takes Aziraphale’s hands in hers, and her eyes catch on the ring.
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She stares for just a second too long, because Aziraphale squeezes her hands in
confusion, and she shakes herself out of her awed stupor. She devotes the next few
seconds of unnecessary breathing to assembling a sentence, and in the end comes
up with, “Hhhgjnk?”

Aziraphale understands what she means. Or, at least, arrives at a conclusion close
enough to the point Crowley was trying to make that her answer still applied. “This
was meant to be a proposal,” she says, meeting Crowley’s eyes and immediately
ducking her head. She turns the hand holding the ring around, depositing it in
Crowley’s hand, and, tone deceptively level, elaborates: “A marriage proposal, to be
specific.”
“A marriage proposal,” echoes Crowley.

Aziraphale takes a deep breath as though to fortify herself and looks back up at
Crowley’s face. She reaches up, takes Crowley’s sunglasses off, tucks it into
Crowley’s shirt. “Crowley,” she begins, “We’ve been... Courting, in an official
capacity, for the better part of two years.”
“Yes,” Crowley agrees, because it’s certainly a true statement. Also, she is
rehearsing her answer. Wouldn’t do to forget the most important word in the history
of language the moment she needs it most.
“And, throughout all of this time, you’ve been lovely. Our relationship has been
lovely. It was even before we were able to be open with our affections, in fact.”
Aziraphale is smiling now, and it’s sweet, and Crowley can’t wait to get the ring on
her finger and sweep Aziraphale off her feet and out of the rain. At that thought,
Crowley’s own wings shake themselves into corporeality and shield Aziraphale from
the downpour.
Aziraphale’s got hopelessly drenched by this point, having focused thus far on
keeping Crowley as dry as she could, and still she flushes and her smile changes
from soppy to radiant. She shuffles closer, continuing, “I’ve known you six thousand
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years, and I’ve spent them all in awe of you, at your beauty, your kindness, your
curiosity, your cunning…” Here, she laughs, catching Crowley’s increasingly
embarrassed expression. “And I can easily see myself spending six thousand more
years with you, more and more besotted with each passing day.”
“Wow,” croaks Crowley, and the rainwater must’ve soaked her to the bone before
Aziraphale lifted her wing up, she’s got water in her eyes, “Angel, uh. Mmn.”
“Yes, dear?”
“I love you too, you know,” blurts out Crowley, and resists the urge to turn into a
snake and slither off until she can think straight again. “I do. Spent six thousand
years with you, and your —” she squeezes Aziraphale’s hands as she talks, helpless
in the face of Aziraphale’s growing grin – “you, angel, your fussiness and your
devotion, and, your care for me, and...” She swallows. “And everything that you are.
Angel. I love you.”
There’s a brief moment of silence, and then Aziraphale sniffles. “There was more to
this speech,” says Aziraphale, still grinning, teary-eyed now and voice wavering,
“Though I believe you’ve rather derailed it.”
“Can use the rest at our wedding,” suggests Crowley, leaning forwards to rest her
forehead against Aziraphale’s. “Aziraphale. You know what my answer will be.”
“Then I suppose all that’s left is asking the question.” Aziraphale straightens up and
transfers Crowley’s hand so she’s holding both of Crowley’s hands in one of her
own. She raises her free hand up to Crowley’s cheek. “My dearest, my sweetheart,
my best-friend,” she says, “My love, my darling, my beloved. Crowley. Will you marry
me?”
“Yes,” says Crowley, not even trying to pretend she isn’t crying anymore, and the
moment Aziraphale’s finished slipping the ring on to the right finger, she’s surging
forward and kissing Aziraphale with all the energy she’s got.
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They sit there on the park bench, trading kisses and snippets of plans — wedding
plans! — for a long while after.
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Jouliettx
@jouliettx
jouliettx
jouliettx
jouliettx
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Emsiecat
Emsiecat

Rating: General audiences

Characters: Aziraphale, Crowley, Anathema, Newt, Adam, Pepper, Wensleydale,
Brian

Summary: Following the events of 'Armageddon't', Aziraphale and Crowley never
really intended to stay in touch with the humans they met that day at the Airbase.
Anathema has other ideas however, and decides to invite the angel and demon over
for the festive season.

Following the events of that summer, Aziraphale and Crowley had not really intended
to keep in contact with the humans they had met that fateful day at Tadfield Airbase.
As tempting as forming acquaintances might be, the pair had learnt the hard way
over the millennia that friendships with humans would always end in heartbreak
when one took into consideration the unfortunate problem of mortality. Regardless,
both Aziraphale and Crowley had had many friendships with humans during their
long time on Earth, but they always approached new friendships with something akin
to wariness.
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Despite this, the forthright and dogged determination of one Anathema Device had
resulted in the two of them returning to Tadfield just two weeks after what Crowley
had coined 'the Armageddon't' for afternoon tea of all things.

"This is all a bit too British for me, but Newt insisted." The witch had proclaimed in
her matter-of-fact manner as Newt had done the honours of pouring their guests a
cup of sweet tea each.

Anathema had gone on to explain that she had found the whole ordeal infinitely
interesting but quite perplexing and so had wanted to talk with them about the events
that had transpired two weeks ago and everything that had led up to that point. After
all, Aziraphale's attempt at explaining things had been interrupted before he could
even really begin (here she gave Crowley a look which the demon returned with a
sarcastic grin and insisted that they had been a bit too pressed for time to take a
happy little jaunt down memory lane).

"How did you even find out where I lived to contact me, anyway?"

"A little bit of witchery, deduction, and rather a bit more common sense. Your
bookshop has gained something of a reputation especially with conspiracy theorists
online, and really, A. Z. Fell isn't the most inspired alias now, is it? We're human, not
brainless sea-slugs," Anathema had replied with a slightly too sweet smile over the
rim of her teacup, a hint of mischief twinkling from behind round-framed glasses.

Newt had shifted a little uncomfortably, nibbling on a biscuit and casting furtive
glances at the two supernatural entities seated in their kitchen… he wasn't entirely
sure riling them up was a wise thing to do.

Aziraphale had looked equal parts put-out and embarrassed, but Crowley had simply
laughed loudly at the witch's remark and slouched more comfortably in his chair,
content now to spend a bit more time with these particular humans.
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The afternoon had progressed with enough explanations to satisfy Anathema and
Newt's curiosity, and enough friendly chatter to please the affable angel. In the end,
even Crowley had to admit that it was time pleasantly spent.

"You know," Newt had piped up as the angel and demon had prepared to depart.
"Saving the world and all that, we should all really try to keep in touch. Seems like an
experience that shouldn't just be forgotten."

Anathema had nodded in agreement. "I'm sure Adam would like to see you both
again too."
"Really? Considering Aziraphale tried to shoot him –" Crowley jerked his thumb
towards his companion who uttered a distressed little noise at the reminder. "I would
have thought he'd rather not meet us again."

Anathema shook her head. "He told me about that. He's talked to me about
everything that happened that day, and he knows the two of you were just desperate
to protect the Earth, you didn't have any idea he'd decided to stop the apocalypse –"

"Ah, so you're worried he might try to end the world again some time and want us
around to check up on him then, do you?" Crowley hazarded a guess.

"Of course not! He's a sweet kid; he'd never do anything like that again." Anathema
had looked incensed on Adam's behalf, and Newt had vehemently agreed with her.
Crowley would never admit it, but the way Book Girl and Newt sprang to the kid's
defence was rather endearing.

"Well then, I suppose it couldn't really hurt to pay the occasional social visit if that's
what everyone would like." Aziraphale put in diplomatically. "It is a darling little village
as well; I'd be more than happy to come back here."

"Sounds like a plan, it's been a while since I've socialised properly with any humans
outside of human operatives and temptations. Could be… nice." The demon seemed
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to struggle a little with the last word, but sounded sincere enough that neither human
commented on it.

They had left shortly after, promising to keep in contact with Anathema, and both
agreeing that perhaps now that they were on the humans' side, befriending more of
them might be a good idea.

Over the coming months, the angel and demon made a handful more visits to
Tadfield, and Aziraphale (always the more sociable of the two), regularly traded
telephone calls and letters with the witch and her beau.

("Letters, angel, really? Just send her an email, or Hell, a text."

"Letters are far more personal, there's no thought put into electronic mail, and the
less said about those picto-emotion whatsis the better.")

As winter finally arrived, one such letter from Tadfield had offered an invitation.
Anathema wondered if Aziraphale and Crowley might like to join them in the village
over the month of December to celebrate the festive season. The witch had
explained they were more than happy for them to stay at Jasmine Cottage, or there
were a couple of holiday cottages in the village available to rent if they preferred.
Crowley, bored with the cold and dreary grey of London, and Aziraphale practically
wiggling with excitement over spending a whole month in the company of their new
friends had not hesitated to agree, and so the pair had soon found themselves on
their way to Tadfield once more.

They had decided upon staying in Jasmine Cottage. The place was plenty big
enough for visitors, and the only awkward moment had been when Anathema
(smiling a little too broadly to seem entirely innocent) had shown them to the spare
room which was beautifully decorated but only contained one bed.
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"Well, it's not like I ever really sleep anyway," Aziraphale murmured after Anathema
left them to unpack (Aziraphale always liked to travel the human way, with suitcases,
he found it charming). He had been too polite to point out that Anathema had
incorrectly assumed that they must frequently sleep together. "There's a perfectly
comfortable armchair. I'll just use the time to catch up on my reading."

"Hn, just don't use your halo as a night-light. Damn thing is near blinding when you
forget yourself." Crowley had not been amused about the misunderstanding and set
to teasing the angel, as Aziraphale had presumed he might do. Rather, upon noticing
the single double bed in the room, he had mumbled something incoherent and
pushed his sunglasses a little more firmly up his nose as if the action might hide his
expression completely.

The pair settled in quickly, and were pleased to find that Adam and his friends were
eager to see them again. With Adam's permission, it had only taken a little mental
nudge for Mr. and Mrs. Young to suddenly recall that they had long ago named a
couple of old family friends Godfathers to their son, but had never really kept in close
contact. This of course would help ease any concerns other adults might have about
the children visiting Anathema and Newt when they had two apparent strangers in
residence.

"Grown ups get very worried about other grown ups actually," Wensleydale agreed,
wrinkling his nose as Anathema explained this to the Them once they arrived at
Jasmine Cottage later that day. "It took my mum a few weeks to not worry about
Anathema. Maybe she thought Anathema was going to put us all in her cauldron and
turn us into stew."

"I'm not sure that's what your mum was worried about, Wensleydale." Newt's lips
twitched as he fought to contain his amusement. "But it's good that your parents are
careful."

The group were soon ensconced comfortably in the cottage's living room with mugs
of hot chocolate and an abundance of baked goods that Newt had made. He
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explained that he enjoyed baking, and as long as he did everything the traditional
way, he never had any problems.

"It's only if I try to use one of those smart ovens or some really new-fangled stand
mixer that I run into trouble." He mused with the weary resignation of someone who
was used to their lot in life.

"Maybe Mr. Aziraphale or Mr. Crowley could help you with your computer problem."
Adam pondered as hew drew little pictures with a forefinger in the frosted over glass
of the living room window from his comfortable place curled up on the window seat.

"Nothin' Mr. about me, just Crowley thanks," the demon piped up and added, "It does
sound like a curse you've got from what Ana's mentioned. Any reason to think you
could have done something to trigger one… or deserve it?"

Newt tucked his feet up on the sofa and contemplated this for a few moments. "I
don't think so; I've always been rubbish with computers, even though I tried really
hard to work with them. It's been a problem ever since I was little."

Anathema gave his knee a sympathetic pat and Aziraphale hummed in consideration
before adding his own thoughts. "Perhaps not something you've done, dear boy.
Didn't you say that your ancestor was the one who burned Agnes Nutter at the
stake? I suppose, being a witch and all, it's entirely feasible that she may have
wanted a little more vengeance on the family of the one who killed her."

"Blowing up the whole village not quite enough for her, eh? Gotta say, I admire her
tenacity if she decided to place a curse on one of his descendants as well." Crowley
snickered.

Anathema grimaced and gave Newt an apologetic look. "That really wouldn't surprise
me. Agnes tended to stick to prophecy, but I suppose it's possible she dabbled in
other sorts of witchcraft as well."
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Newt didn't seem at all upset by this revelation, much to Anathema's relief; in fact, he
looked as if the inference of a curse was a weight off his mind. "Well, I'm used to
doing things the old-fashioned way by now, and to be honest it's nice to think that it
might be caused by a curse and not because I'm personally just completely hopeless
with technology."

"Oi, if you ever need a job with practically no technology involved, there's a certain
bookshop in Soho that's definitely stuck in the dark ages. I'm sure the owner there
would be happy to employ you." Crowley's grin was too large and bright to be
anything but mischief and Aziraphale huffed, narrowing his eyes at the demon for
suggesting such a thing.

"I'm not entirely certain you would be happy in such employment, Newton. You're far
too modern a young man for that sort of thing." The angel rushed to dissuade him,
much to the amusement of Crowley. "However, I would be happy to research this
idea of a curse further if you like. Adam's not wrong; it's entirely possible we may be
able to assist you."

"We?"

"Well of course, my dear. Who better qualified to understand the intricacies of a
curse, than a demon?" Aziraphale practically cooed with honeyed tones, and
Crowley groaned, realising there was no way he wouldn't be helping the angel in this
endeavour.

Newt and Anathema thanked them both (which Crowley waved off with a slightly
irritated sound like 'neh'), and talk turned to more pleasant things. The children were
excited now that school had finished for Christmas, and they delighted in telling the
adults what plans they had for the holidays. Especially now it had snowed.
The snow had arrived just last night before Crowley and Aziraphale arrived. Thick,
fluffy snow that lay deep upon the ground and for all appearances looked like a fine
feather bed.

31

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine

Considering most of the rest of the south of England had not seen a lick of the stuff
all season, it stood to reason that there was probably some otherworldly influence
afoot. Adam, a perceptive child, had correctly interpreted the suspicious lift of
Aziraphale's eyebrows when he commented on the picture-perfect weather and had
the good grace to at least look a little sheepish.

"Well, s'just- we've had snow here in time for Christmas for years and years now and
it seemed wrong to just stop it."

Crowley glanced up from his spot on the floor before the hearth, where his long limbs
were making a valiant effort to resemble a pretzel as he played tug-o-war with Dog
and a hapless scrap of blanket. "Still got some of that hellish power then, kid?"

Adam shifted in his seat a trifle warily, but the quick flash of a grin the demon shot
him allayed any fears he might have of being in trouble.

"I try not to do too much with it," he assured. "But everyone likes good weather,
right? And snow at Christmas is always good if you ask me."

The rest of the Them were quick to agree with this sentiment and Wensleydale made
an excellent impression of their resident former Hellhound by widening his eyes
imploringly at Aziraphale from behind his thick spectacles and pleading that the
angel not make Adam get rid of the snow.

Crowley stifled his laughter behind the façade of a snort at witnessing Aziraphale be
subjected to the same sort of beseeching look Crowley himself had been on the
receiving end of over many a century courtesy of the angel, and was gratified to see
that Aziraphale had just as difficult a time resisting it.

"Well," the angel relented with a sigh. "I suppose if it's only to improve the weather in
the village and it's giving the other residents enjoyment as well, then it can't really be
a bad thing, so I suppose it wouldn't hurt to let that carry on."
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Adam's shoulders, which had been drawn into a slightly defensive hunch, relaxed at
that and he beamed at the angel gratefully.

"Yeah, that and the homework!" Brian piped up with a grin that unfortunately earned
him a sharp jab in the gut from Pepper's elbow accompanied by a withering look and
a hissed 'Shut up!'.

"What homework?" Aziraphale asked suspiciously.

Adam resisted the urge to groan as Pepper huffed at Brian in irritation and had to
come clean.

"Adam found out that Mrs. Watson was going to set us a really long essay to write
over the Christmas holidays so he… sort of made her forget to actually set it."

Anathema ducked her head to hide a smile and Crowley cackled from his place on
the hearthrug, but Aziraphale felt (retired angel or no) that he should at least attempt
to be an arbiter of good behaviour.

"Adam, homework is set for a reason. It's to help further your education."

"Yeah, but it's English, we already know English." Adam's tone was just shy of
sullen, but he did appear a little guilty all the same.
"Be that as it may –"

"And it wasn't just 'cos we're being lazy or anything Mr. Aziraphale," Pepper sprang
loyally to Adam's defence. "It was to help Brian."

Brian slouched; face flushed with embarrassment as he fiddled with the mug on the
dining room table in front of him and added quietly, "I'm not very good at English."
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"Actually, it would have ruined Brian's Christmas if he had to spend all that time on
an essay." Wensleydale chimed in.

"And I promise I'll make her remember to set it once we get back to school again,"
Adam negotiated. "I won't make her forget the work completely."

Here Brian let out a plaintive sound at that prospect, but didn't argue the matter
when Wensleydale kindly offered to help him with it.

"Can't say I blame him," Crowley put in. "Don't you remember how much homework
Warlock was always saddled with over the holidays, angel? Even when he was really
young. Always struck me as bloody draconian. Pretty sure I could have convinced
Hell to make that one of the Torments down there: Endless Essays."

The horror-struck look on Brian's face was almost enough to make the demon feel
like apologising for suggesting it… almost. Instead, he recognised that expression as
one he'd likely worn over the millennia whenever Aziraphale had rhapsodised over
some ridiculously lengthy tome or scroll and tried to make Crowley read it and so the
demon commiserated as casually as possible. "Can't stand too much writing and
reading myself. The ol' serpent eyes aren't really made for it." He finally ceded
victory of the blanket over to Dog who ran off with it with his tail a-wag, the demon
then pushed his sunglasses up on top of his head and tapped just below his right
eye with a forefinger to illustrate his point.

Wensleydale tilted his head thoughtfully at the slitted yellow eyes of the demon and
wondered aloud, "Would glasses help?"

"Nah, it's nothing like that. S'just the way I'm made. Snake eyes aren't really good for
concentrating on still things for long. I can read and write of course, but it's always
been a struggle to concentrate on the letters. If I take too long over it they end up
looking all… weird." He waved a hand expansively as if that would explain
everything.
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"They jump around?" Brian hazarded in a tone that implied he probably had quite a
good grasp on what Crowley was talking about.

"Yeah, s'bout right. Is that the same for you then?" Brian shifted uneasily as the full
weight of Crowley's stare settled on him along with everyone else present, so
Crowley attempted to alleviate the child's discomfort with a joke. "Sure you're not
secretly a snake demon in disguise too? You've got to tell me if you are, because I'm
not up for sharing territory or mice."

"Mice!?"
"Yeah, taste alright really, eat them like –" Crowley stood and sauntered over to the
sofa, relieving Newt of one of the cinnamon buns on his plate. The demon tilted his
head back and opened his mouth wide, partially shifting his form to something more
akin to a snake, and then swallowed the bun down in one go.

The kids laughed and made delightedly disgusted sounds at the spectacle and the
idea of doing the same to a rodent.

"Really, my dear?" Aziraphale sighed, the exasperated tone at odds with the fondly
amused expression on his face. "Please rest assured I have not once in six millennia
seen this fiend eat a rodent."

Crowley, rather childishly, stuck his tongue out at the angel, the appendage looking a
good deal more serpentine than any of the humans thought it had done previously.

The children laughed again and Brian seemed more at ease as he finally answered.
"Nah, not a snake, but it's nice to know someone else thinks letters look weird and
it's not just me being stupid."

"Brian, have you told anyone about this? Your parents or your teachers?" Newt
questioned with friendly concern.
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Brian shrugged. "Not really, I mean I 'spect I'm just not as clever as Wensley or
Adam or Pep, right? That's why I can't read things properly. Crowley's a snake so
he's got an excuse, I'm just –"

"Don't finish that thought young man," Aziraphale interrupted looking rather upset by
Brian's train of thought, and Anathema nodded firmly in agreement, clearly guessing
what he had been going to say about himself as well.

"You offered to help him with his homework, is this a regular occurrence?" the angel
queried Wensleydale. A suspicion starting to grow in his mind.

Wensleydale fidgeted a little but spoke truthfully. "We all help. If Brian is having
trouble we do bits and pieces for him, so the teachers won't complain to his parents
that he's falling behind."

"It's just rubbish when he has to stay at school or at home longer to finish work
instead of having fun." Pepper added doggedly. "It's not fair on him."

"Hon, that's really sweet of you, but I don't think it's going to help Brian in the long
run." Anathema answered with some reluctance. "I know the school systems suck,
but it would be better for Brian if he got some help from someone qualified. I'm sure
you all do great work, but one day Brian will have to do exams and things on his own
and you won't be able to help him then."

The Them clearly hadn't thought this far ahead and looked dejected at the prospect,
none more so than Brian who sagged in his seat and stared miserably at the
fireplace until Dog trotted over to rest his head against the boy's leg and lick
consolingly at his hand, before offering him the tatty blanket he'd won.

"My mum could probably help." Newt suggested. "She's a specialist tutor. If you like,
I could ask her to call and have a word with Brian's parents and his teachers. See if
we could get him some extra help so he doesn't have to worry so much about
schoolwork anymore."
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The Them liked Newt's mum. She had visited Tadfield a couple of months ago to see
how her son was doing and to meet Anathema. The Them had come 'round Jasmine
Cottage to borrow some of Anathema's rune stones for a game they were playing,
and had spent an enjoyable afternoon talking with Mrs. Pulsifer instead. She was a
caring and encouraging sort of woman, who had laughed rather than scowled at the
tales of some of the children's infamous exploits.

"That would be alright, I think. If Mrs. Pulsifer was helping." Brian said cautiously.

"I'm not sure how much she'd be able to help personally, she doesn't live around
here after all," Newt warned gently. "But I'm sure she'll know some really great
people who can, and I know she'd be happy to talk to you over Skype or something,
to give you some tutoring there." (It was fortunate that Mrs. Pulsifer had never run
afoul of Newton's technology curse, but then she had only married into the family,
and if Agnes was to blame, she obviously didn't have any quarrel with Mrs. Pulsifer
or her predecessors).

"That's wonderful, Newton." Aziraphale beamed and clapped his hands at the idea.
Then he hummed and hawed for a few moments before offering with just a touch of
hesitance, "Oh and Brian, if there are ever any books you need that might be of use,
please do let me know. I am, after all, the owner of a bookshop." He paused and let
his eyes flit warily over Brian's jumper, which was stained with chocolate, and his
fingers that were sticky from the slice of treacle tart he had just messily consumed.
"I'm sure I could ah- lend you some of my- er or find some perfectly lovely second
hand – or – or perhaps third hand books that I could let you borrow."

"Try not to discorporate from the stress over there, angel." Crowley drawled with a
smirk. The demon was, though he'd never admit it, rather impressed by Aziraphale's
obvious love for the human race, considering he had just shown willingness to let
Adam's grimy young friend come within sneezing distance of his precious books
(whether they be second hand or third hand or not).
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If Brian noticed the angel's reluctance, he clearly didn't seem bothered by it, merely
grinning broadly at the offer and promising to be very careful if he ever visited A. Z.
Fell and Co. in person.

The topic strayed then from the horrors of schoolwork to what Christmas presents
they had bought or made for loved ones, and then to how the Them should help
Anathema and Newt decorate the cottage for Christmas.

"I can't believe you still haven't put the tree up yet!" an incredulous Pepper cried.
"Christmas is practically here!"

Anathema, who couldn't help but feel a sense of kinship with the headstrong and
principled younger girl, and had become quite close to her since 'Armageddon't',
relented and agreed that the children could visit again tomorrow and help decorate
the cottage for the festivities.

The topic then eventually moved on to the absent members of their 'Armageddon't
Army'.

"Madame Tracy said she and Sergeant Shadwell would be here by tomorrow.
They're going to be renting Thatcher's Cottage down the way there over Christmas."

"Oh, how delightful. It will be lovely to see the two of them again as well."

Aziraphale looked overjoyed at the prospect whilst Crowley merely raised a sardonic
eyebrow. In his opinion, he'd rather not spend any time at all with the daft bugger
who had (indirectly) discorporated his best friend and who had (apparently for years)
been fleecing both he and Aziraphale for money with his shoddy Witchfinder Army.
Admittedly, he couldn't really find anything negative to pin on the woman Aziraphale
had possessed. She seemed like a bearable enough sort at least.

"Hey Crowley," Adam had left the window seat and sidled over to the demon, by now
bored of all the chatter. "Me and Pep, n' Wensley and Brian and Dog are goin'
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outside. Do you want to have a snowball fight with us? I bet it'll be wicked if you n'
Mr. Aziraphale use your powers."
"Er, ah hnng… Snow's not really my ssscene, y'know. Ssssnake n' all that." Crowley
was quite contentedly sprawled on his back before the fire now, and he really did not
intend to leave his spot just so the former Antichrist and friends could pelt him with
snow.

"You're just scared we'll beat you!" Pepper grinned a challenge, hoping to goad the
demon into proving them wrong.

Wensleydale blinked owlishly at Crowley and surmised. "Actually, if he's a snake,
he'll probably go into tepid if he gets too cold, so it's probably best he doesn't play
outside."

"Torpor," Aziraphale corrected promptly.

"An' I don't do that," Crowley argued, frowning up at them all as Dog flopped down
on his chest and started snuffling at the soft wool of Crowley's expensive looking
black roll neck. The demon gave the dog a little warning poke to the ribs, which
caused him to squirm and wriggle delightedly before rolling off onto the floor again,
tongue lolling comically. "I just hate being cold." He finished, fighting to hide his
amusement at the creature's antics.

Adam looked conflicted. "Did- did you want me to get rid of the snow after all? I can
make it warmer for you."

How had any of them ever thought this kid would end the world? Crowley decided
Anathema hadn't been wrong when she'd described him as a 'sweet kid' as much as
the sentiment rankled him.

"Nah. The humans would probably freak out if it all just suddenly vanished again.
Besides, I'm fine just so long as I don't have to go out in it too much."
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"Ah yes, Sweden in the winter of 936. You were a complete nightmare to deal with.
Utterly miserable." Aziraphale reminisced.

"I'm sure Aziraphale wouldn't mind playing with you all though." Crowley allowed
himself a small curl of a grin as the angel sputtered and floundered for an excuse not
to leave the comfortable living room and delicious pastries.

In the end, four children pleading incessantly and a set of puppy-dog eyes proved to
be too much for the stalwart guardian of the Eastern Gate to resist and so Aziraphale
reluctantly bundled himself up in coat, boots, gloves, scarf, and hat and traipsed out
the door after the group of whooping children and yapping dog.

In the cosy quiet of the living room following their departure, Crowley was quite
tempted to doze. He overheard Newt mention starting dinner and the man wandering
off into the kitchen, and the quiet turning of pages as Anathema read one of her
witch-y magazines.

Finally deciding that mischief was preferable to a nap, Crowley left the spot by the
fire to settle into the window seat Adam had previously occupied to watch the
snowball fight.

It seemed that despite Aziraphale's celestial abilities, he was being thoroughly
trounced by the four children and Dog as Crowley had suspected might happen. The
youngsters had youth, exuberance, and a good few winters worth of experience in
snow throwing forays on their side. The poor angel however was hindered by his
continued reluctance to perform too many frivolous miracles at once and his being
out of practice in combat of any sort.

Crowley was content just to watch the angel struggle for a bit, until one particularly
large snowball thrown by Pepper caught Aziraphale in the back and sent the angel
sprawling face down in a snow bank. The children laughed, but went to help a
flustered Aziraphale up all the same, and Crowley felt it was probably time to even
the score a little.
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It was probably a good thing that Jasmine Cottage wasn't near any other dwellings,
as they would have required quite a few memory altering miracles if another human
had seen what happened next.

Crowley snapped his fingers and a huge drift of snow swirled up into the air. It hung
suspended for a moment as children, dog, and angel alike all gazed up at it in shock.
The drift then began to form itself into dozens of levitating snowballs that were quick
to zoom around after the children who screamed and laughed and ran, trying to
dodge the barrage.

"Well then, that will teach you not to team up against an angel won't it." Aziraphale
sniffed primly and wandered over to the window, which Crowley opened so he could
lean out to chat more easily with the angel. "Honestly, I've no idea how you ever
managed to deal with Warlock."

"'S easy really. You just have to think like the little hellions do. An angel just wouldn't
know how to do that."

Aziraphale pouted at the remark and took off his woollen hat to shake the worst of
the snow off. "It's pretty to look at but far too cold and wet to enjoy being out in for
long," he complained.

"Now who's the 'utterly miserable' one," Crowley teased, and moving as swift as the
snake he was, picked up a handful of snow from the windowsill and scrunched it into
the curls atop Aziraphale's head.

Aziraphale shrieked as the freezing liquid ran down the back of his head, neck, and
then into the back of his jumper. He reacted purely on instinct then, snapping his
fingers himself and sending one of Crowley's miracled snowballs flying towards them
where it hit Crowley squarely in the chest with enough force to nearly send him
toppling off the window seat with a breathy 'oof' and barely restrained swearing.
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"See if I help you again now," the demon grumbled as Aziraphale tried to smother his
laughter.

"I am sorry. You caught me by surprise." Then, after glancing at the children who
were still running hither and thither avoiding the snowballs Crowley made and
throwing their own at one another too, he added. "I think I'll leave them to it and
come in to dry off and warm up, they seem to be having more fun without me
anyway."

Aziraphale went to turn away from the window but paused momentarily as Crowley
reached out to brush some snow out of his hair, the demon's fingers lingering a
second or two longer than necessary in his curls. In turn, Aziraphale gifted the
demon with a bright smile and fetching flush before reciprocating by pressing a palm
to Crowley's chest and drying his jumper out with a small miracle that left the fabric
warm.

Anathema walked over to where Crowley was seated as Aziraphale departed,
shouting out the window over Crowley's shoulder for the kids not to spend too much
longer out in the cold ("Your parents will kill me if you get frostbite!")

She lingered as Crowley shut the window, watching as Aziraphale made his way
back indoors and gave the demon a knowing sort of smile. "You know, Christmas is
a pretty romantic time of year, at least that's what a lot of humans would have you
believe. If you're going to let him know it might as well be now."

"Sssshut it."

Laughing at the glower Crowley graced her with, Agnes Nutter's descendent walked
away to go and help Newt with preparing dinner. They would sort things out amongst
themselves soon enough, Anathema prophesised, and she hadn't even needed to
use any occult powers to predict that.
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GayDemonicDisaster
GayDemonicDisaster

Rating: General audiences.

Pairing: Aziraphale/Crowley
Summary: Crowley gets pulled over for speeding (we’re in the UK, so it’s rather
more polite than in America – the author draws on personal experience, I’m afraid).
Crowley has been trying to be good for Aziraphale, but there’s only so far a demon
can go before mischief ensues; besides, they have a show to get to...

“I’m not doing it.”
“Crowley. Yes. You are.”
“Not.”

Aziraphale looked at them.
“Fine,” Crowley sighed, rolling their eyes theatrically. Crowley changed down and
pulled the Bentley over onto the hard shoulder. Aziraphale shot them another
warning look, before schooling his features carefully into the epitome of British
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politeness as the police officer approached the window. Staying on the verge side to
keep out of the traffic, she knocked on the passenger-side window and leaned down.
Aziraphale opened the window with a winning smile.
“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” She pinned Crowley with a sharp look. “Is this your
car, sir?”

Crowley grimaced, but nodded.
“Would you mind turning the vehicle off and joining me in my vehicle for a few
minutes please, sir?”
“Mx.”
“Pardon?”
“Mx,” Crowley repeated, with a grumpy twitch of a lip curl.
“Terribly sorry, please, turn the engine off, then come and join me in my squad car,
need to have a little chat with you.”

Crowley sighed and turned the ignition off, then got out, stretched and sauntered
back to a Battenburg-liveried Vauxhall Vectra with blue flashing lights. The police
officer indicated they should take a seat in the back, and re-took her seat in the front.
She removed her notebook and consulted some information on a screen mounted to
the dash, which had the Bentley’s registration and information showing.
“Right, may I take your name please?”
“Crowley.”
“Any other names?”
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“They’re on your screen. I can see them from here.”
“Just a formality, Mx Crowley. Do you have any ID on you at the moment?”
Crowley sniffed thoughtfully, then, as if remembering something they’d temporarily
forgotten, snapped their fingers, fished in a pocket, and withdrew a wallet, from
which they withdrew a driving licence, handing it over.
“Thanks. “I’m Officer Khan, my shoulder number is 5782, as you can see there, if
you want it. What name would you prefer I call you by?”
“Crowley.”
“What gender would you like me to put down on my paperwork regarding today’s
incident, Crowley?”

Crowley appeared to mull it over. Khan waited, before prompting a little.
“Transgender? Non-binary? Genderfluid? Gender non-conforming?”

Crowley snorted in derision.
“More like gender non-compliant.”

Khan closed her mouth, tightened her jaw, and made a note in her book before
continuing.
“And do you know why I pulled you over today, Crowley?”
“Gender disobedience? Arrested for contempt of gender?” Crowley sniped
“No. And you’re not under arrest.” Khan resisted the urge to roll her eyes. “Do you
know how fast you were driving?”
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Crowley shrugged. Khan eyed them in the rear view mirror, then tapped a button on
another screen on the dashboard. “Here we have my in-vehicle recording from the
point I started following you on the motorway this afternoon. You will see my own
speed indicated in the bottom right corner. From the point you overtook me, and
accelerated away, and how fast I had to go in an attempt to catch up. Can you see
what it says there?”
“One hundred and forty miles per hour.” Crowley stated, flatly.
“Precisely.”
“Not that fast. Could have gone faster. I was being nice for Aziraphale.” Crowley
shrugged again.
“Do you know what the speed limit is on a motorway in the UK?”
Crowley shrugged. “Seventy five? Eighty?”
“Seventy.” Khan informed them. “You were driving at twice the legal speed limit.”
“Impressed you could catch up.” Crowley commented.
“This is a VXR edition, but that’s beside the point. You do realise that this is an
automatic ban, don’t you? Not just a few points, not a speed awareness course, a
complete ban on driving.”

Crowley grinned.
“Nah.”
Khan wasn’t sure how to reply to that. “I am serious, Mx Crowley, no court in the land
is going to let you out of this one.”
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Crowley smirked and snapped their fingers. Khan went blank. The demon turned
their attention to the screen on the dashboard, and reached between the front seats
to tap it. A little zap of electricity caused it to glitch, then cease to function
completely. The same trick was pulled on the other electronics in the car, and then
the little notebook was lifted gently from Khan’s unresisting fingers, a few pages
removed, then it was placed back in her hands again. They grabbed the driving
license from her fingers, then Crowley thought for a moment.
“I was doing seventy-four. Your systems didn’t seem to be working properly, but you
pulled me over for a friendly chat and a warning. I was very apologetic, and
incredibly handsome. You thought my car was very nice. We chatted about classic
cars for a bit, you wished me a safe journey and told me I was free to go.”
Crowley paused, then added. “And for the record, I’m a demon. We don’t have any
gender, unless we want to. At the moment, I have no particular reason to. Try to
keep an open mind.” Crowley snapped their fingers.
Khan blinked, momentarily having lost her train of thought. She rallied. “Anyway, I
hope you’ll take what I said on board, Crowley, and do keep a closer eye on your
speedo from now on, won’t you?”

Crowley gave her a wide smile, nodded, and exited the vehicle. Khan looked
confused. Crowley paused and opened the front passenger door to talk to her again,
snapping their fingers. “You came to open the back door to let me out because of the
child locks, I didn’t just open it myself.” Crowley gave another snap and sauntered
back to the Bentley again.

Aziraphale raised a questioning eyebrow.
“Well?”
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“Well what? Now I’m going to have to drive twice as fast to make up for lost time. I
wouldn’t have stopped if it wasn’t for you in the car. I’d have just turned her engine
into a giant nest of rats or something so she’d stop following me.”
“Crowley, you can’t do that every time you’re mildly inconvenienced.”
“Can and will. D’you want to get to this concert or not?”
“Drive nicely, dear. I’ll ensure the performance doesn’t begin until we arrive.”
“Oh, so it’s not ok for me to put my foot down, but it’s perfectly fine for you to cause a
burst pipe in the theatre or something to delay curtain up?”
“Crowley, you are being quite impossible today.”
Crowley grinned and winked at the angel. “Well, we might have left on time if you
hadn’t done that thing back in the hotel room where you…”
“Crowley!” Aziraphale snapped back, interrupting them with a sharp look.
“You can’t get all embarrassed when it’s just the two of us, angel. You’re the bad
example around here, y’know. Especially after those shenanigans with the
champagne and everything…”

Aziraphale sighed, closed his eyes in resignation, and pinched the bridge of his
nose. “What in Heaven’s name did I do to deserve this?”
Crowley cackled. “Flirted with me for 6,000 years, then kissed me.”
“How could I forget? Just… drive the car.” He tried not to let his smile break through,
despite himself.

Crowley still noticed, though, and grinned back.
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SporkofDoom
SporkofDoom

Rating: General audiences

Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley

Summary: Aziraphale uses his newfound free time to discover social media
activism. Crowley is tolerant… to a point.

Crowley felt badly about the puppies who had no home. He could not help himself.
So many sad-looking, cold, matted dogs in metal cages waiting for their forever
homes. Awful. Sad, thin dogs seemed to be packed in cages all over the world.
Urgent Death Row Dog and #AdoptDontShop were doing good works, he knew.

Still, he wished Aziraphale would get off Twitter. Crowley did not see how tweets
would help that black Labrador retriever in Bloomington, Indiana – not Aziraphale’s
tweets, anyway. For that matter, he did not see how tweets would stop
overpopulation, fix the world’s drinking water or prevent the extinction of endangered
animal species.
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Demons did not seek out endangered dogs to rescue, not even lost hellhounds. Not
that hellhounds were ever endangered – quite the opposite, and woe to any poor
shelter that received one of those puppies with glowing red eyes. But saving the
average puppy – imagine Beelzebub, Hastur, or even Dagon doing that.

And demons did not tweet, of course. Most of them were flummoxed by social
media. If they did participate online, they had fun with it – maybe comparing a
partner to a stale ham sandwich or telling a Reddit user that obviously, yes, he was
the asshole. More tech-savvy demons did like that Reddit am-I-the-asshole thing.

He himself had quite appreciated the fellow who had decided to prank his friends by
telling them he was an “appletarian,” a person who only ate apples or drank apple
juice. The guy had eaten nothing around his friends except apples for weeks, until
those friends finally got together and faked a movie night to stage an intervention.
Only humans could be that weird, Crowley thought, loving the idea of the man eating
beef jerky as he explained that appletarianism had been his personal joke. Quite
unreasonable of the man’s girlfriend to dump him for such an inspired bit of
madness.

Yes, a few demons did social media. But Crowley did not know a single demon who
could sit in front of a screen like Aziraphale, reaching out to complete strangers, one
after another. Hour after hour, protesting… what? Today it was Somalia and lonely
dogs, but yesterday it had been technology for students in economically
disadvantaged areas. Tomorrow, it might be GMOs again. Aziraphale positively
hated GMOs. The angel was adamant that if God had not made a grain, that grain
should not be allowed to grace a table. When Crowley suggested a compromise,
making the suspect corn into whiskey, Aziraphale had just harrumphed, too.
“You obviously do not understand,” the angel had said. “They have played with the
genes, Crowley. The genes! It’s genetics.”
“Alcohol kills germs,” Crowley said. “Maybe alcohol kills genetics, too.”
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“Crowley!”
“Seriously,” he had continued patiently. “If it’s dangerous to eat the stuff, why not
drink it? Nothing lives in whiskey. Whiskey probably doesn’t even have genes,
right?”
“Er… Um… I suppose not. It’s not alive,” Aziraphale said, with an endearing
expression of confusion that made Crowley hopeful. Maybe he could at least shut
down the topic of GMOs.
“Exactly. Corn whiskey is the answer to your problem. We convert all the modified
corn into whiskey and the problem vanishes. Why not turn those GMOs into a
delicious source of empty calories that makes people happy?”
“It can’t be that simple,” Aziraphale had protested.

Nevertheless, Aziraphale had tweeted out the corn whiskey suggestion and had
gotten a surprising number of likes and retweets.
Crowley had to admit GMOs had been a simple fix. Some of Aziraphale’s latest
concerns posed much more complicated problems. How could there be a global
shortage of water? Water appeared to be everywhere. Global warming? London had
been begging to be warmed for as long as he remembered. And as to gasoline and
air pollution, how was the Bentley supposed to get to Tadfield without petrol?

Not for the first time, he wished he had never explained social media to Aziraphale.
He had been showing off. Crowley liked to show off his earthly skills, enjoying the
looks of admiration he sometimes coaxed out of his best friend, the occasional
“Brilliant!” Before non-Armageddon, Aziraphale had come to rely on Crowley’s
craftiness, on his understanding of humans and the mise en scene around him.
Crowley was never so crude as to say, “See? I‘m a wizard. Watch me drive!” – but
he knew the angel was impressed by his ease with cars, computers and other
devices. While slightly appalled by the secret sigil underlying the M25 motorway,
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Aziraphale nonetheless appreciated the artistry in the M25 and Crowley’s other past
meddling.
Nevertheless… In one particularly sobering moment a few hours earlier, the angel
had declined an invitation to lunch.
“Too much to do,” he had explained. “I am coordinating with the Legion for Humanity
or something. They build houses. I am going to help build a house. They use
hammers, you know. Nails, bricks, plumbing fixtures, rulers, the whole thing!”
Aziraphale had clapped his hands together in excitement. “Making houses sounds
like so much fun.”
“What?” Crowley stared at his best friend.
“Wait, that’s the Habitat for Humanity,” Aziraphale had answered. “The Legion for
Humanity is the group fighting the robot threat.”
“WHAT?”
“Robots. The Americans brought them in. They have them in McDonalds and now
Burger King. We must stop them. First, it’s only hamburgers, but next it will be the
fish and chips, and then the pasties – a domino effect. The fellow at the legion
explained it to me. Pretty soon the robots won’t just stand there, either. They will be
walking up to people, forcing them to buy chips they don’t even want.”

Crowley had stared at his friend helplessly.
Aziraphale had committed to about a year’s worth of causes in slightly less than a
week, he knew. The angel being the angel, he had probably promised people too.
Oh, yes. I will certainly join you at McDonalds at your robot protest. We will stop
them! Yes, of course, I will bring my hammer to … where was that? First thing in the
morning!
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What could Crowley do? He had set the whole thing off a mere six days earlier,
while sitting in front of Aziraphale’s new laptop, a whimsical purchase fuelled by
“airline miles.”
“You travel in aeroplanes?” Crowley had asked, having no sense of the trouble
ahead.
“Oh, no, although that might be fun. I just use this small bit of plastic that says British
Airways on it, you see.”
Crowley had handled the navy blue credit card, flipping it over to see the angel’s
signature: A. Z. Fell. Crowley still had no idea how that credit card worked for
Aziraphale. Oh, he understood the basics of credit cards. People used them in bars
all the time. But how had Aziraphale gotten his personal British Airways card? Did he
pay for what he charged? He was an angel, so he almost undoubtedly did pay off his
balance.
“So why did British Airways get you a laptop?” he had asked.
“It’s points,” the angel had explained. “Pounds are points and you get rewards. I
have seen these metal boxes in coffee shops for years and people always seemed
so busy with them. I was curious. But I do need your help, Crowley. How does one
get that internet thing? I want a siteweb for the bookshop.”
“Website,” Crowley had replied automatically. “But Aziraphale, if you had a website,
you might get more customers. You don’t want customers. People might even try to
buy books over the internet.”
“They can do that?”
“Yes.”
“What if I refuse to sell them the books?”
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Crowley had sighed then. Because he had used the internet for fun to introduce
computer viruses into various government offices, he knew how to get Aziraphale set
up. Introducing him to the world wide web had seemed harmless enough. Once
Aziraphale understood how websites worked, Crowley felt sure he would decide to
leave the bookshop in comfortable obscurity.

Six days. Only six days since that time when cyberspace and Aziraphale had
seemed to occupy entirely different worlds. Now those worlds had collided — and
Crowley was not sure he should be happy. He wondered how God had felt on the 6 th
day. Had she thought things through? He had not.

Oh, he understood his current predicament perfectly. He had taken a do-gooder, a
natural humanitarian, to use the precise word, and shown him a conduit to all the
good causes on the whole planet Earth. Crowley could walk away from Somalia and
GMOs – though possibly not puppies – but he was made of sterner stuff than
Aziraphale.
“Lunch?” Crowley tried again. “You have to eat.”
“Actually, I don’t. No more than you do.”
“Yes, but you like it so much. Perhaps a delicious green dragon roll with beefwrapped asparagus and one of those little octopus salads at Kamehachi?” Crowley
suggested hopefully. “We could share a flight of sakes.”

Aziraphale seemed to come back from the robot threat at hearing about the green
dragon roll.
“Well, I do need to go out to buy a hammer,” he said.
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4 Months Later

Crowley was slouching back into his favorite plush brown armchair, one of two set on
either side of a circular walnut table. In the background, the BBC News appeared to
be showing pictures of an ominously circular weather pattern, but Crowley had
muted the sound. Aziraphale had been watching the news again.

News? He should never have shown Aziraphale the internet. He should have
dumped the laptop into the Thames. Or simply thrown it out of the Bentley’s window
onto an embankment in the countryside. After hitting the damn thing with one of the
stupid hammers. But it was too late. If the laptop went away, Aziraphale would
simply buy another one. Probably charge the thing to get points, too.
Crowley felt trapped. He knew how to say no, but Aziraphale wasn’t asking
permission. He knew that Aziraphale was planning to take him to the animal shelter
tomorrow, and he was already deciding what kind of dog he could accept, what kind
of a dog might fit with Eugenie, the short-haired, chocolate and tan dachshund that
Aziraphale had gotten him for last Christmas.

Eugenie wagged her tail, as he reached down to scratch behind her ears.
“I could say no, but I’d just come home and find a dog, Eugenie. Once he has a
brainstorm, there’s sweet fuck all to be done about it. I promise, nothing over 2
stone, nothing above my knee. And we won’t leave you alone to go build houses.
You stay with us.”

He was talking to Eugenie a lot. The dog was an attentive listener, and never came
at Crowley sideways with another Twitter-induced inspiration. Crowley had begun to
wonder if Aziraphale even heard what he was saying. They talked, but the truth was
he no longer felt that Aziraphale heard him.

Aziraphale had gone somewhere he could not yet quite follow. He blamed Twitter,
but he also thought the TV might have something to do with what was happening.
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Aziraphale was certainly watching the screen intently. He had also taken to spending
time on YouTube – probably an inevitability.
“Too bad I’m not his old man,” Crowley told Eugenie. “I’d take that laptop away, send
him to his room, maybe smack him one, and then send him to bed without supper.
You know. Good parenting. That’s what some people need.
“But I don’t know how I’d be able to keep him in his room.”

Eugenie wagged her tail.

Aziraphale adored Supernatural. Every evening, Crowley and he watched an
episode of Supernatural after dinner, their latest series and much better than its
predecessor, Travelers. He’d like Travelers, but then it was cancelled, leaving
threads of plots all over the place. He’d also liked Lost until Lost got lost. The plane
crash, the smoke monster, the hatch, the island – what was real and what wasn’t?

Aziraphale hated divergent time lines, feared them even. Somewhere there were
universes where Crowley had gotten the right baby to the right family, Earths where
monstrous hellhounds terrorized the cowering remnants of humanity, on worlds run
by Satan himself. In an infinite number of universes, Aziraphale was living alone, if
he was living at all. What about those versions where he and Crowley had not been
quick enough to figure out that scrap of prophecy, had not exchanged bodies at the
critical fulcrum in time? Where he had been forced into the fire and Crowley had
been thrown into a bathtub of holy water?

Best not to think about such things. Besides, there was plenty to think about.
Crowley’s corn whiskey solution had been a winner on the GMO front, but what
about the tomatoes? Would tomato whiskey even sell? Golden rice could probably
be turned into sake or maybe vodka, but what if those scientists were right about the
children in Bangladesh and India requiring the vitamin A in that rice? Could they get
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vitamin A from sake or vodka? How much vodka could undernourished children
consume without hurting their health? The problem with all this science was – well, it
was filled with science, and new scientific discoveries kept popping up all over the
place.

Thank goodness for Crowley, he thought. Crowley could explain almost anything.
Sometimes he felt a bit wary as he listened to Crowley, suspecting he might be
making up a few answers along the way, but then again… The internet worked,
didn’t it? So did the giant TV on the wall.

Yes, Supernatural was better than Travelers or Lost. He still understood what Sam
and Dean were doing, although a daunting eight seasons remained ahead of them.
He so hoped Dean and Castiel figured it out before the end. They belonged together.
The way they sacrificed for each other, fought for each other, loved each other. No
other ending would be right.
“Still plenty of time to go sideways,” he remarked to Eugenie. “Still time for the series
to jump the shark, as the Americans say.”

Eugenie wagged her tail.

Crowley had gone out to pick up a Chinese takeaway.

When Aziraphale was not on the laptop, he and Crowley often talked about
Supernatural lately, Sam, Dean, Castiel, vampires, Leviathans, the “Crowley” who
ran Hell and the whole Supernatural vision of heaven – which was surprisingly
accurate. They also talked about the usual domestic stuff, such as Eugenie, the
history of ancient Greece, and whether Debussy was more boring than Beethoven.
Beethoven might be technically better, but he had been so overplayed, Aziraphale
contended. Crowley could listen to Beethoven seemingly forever, however, whereas
he always wandered off during Debussy. On some subjects, they simply had to
agree to disagree.
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Other subjects somehow... never came up. He had a few new ideas he wanted to
share with Crowley, but… So odd how two people who had known each other
forever, who had saved the world together, and who had lived together for months
could somehow fail to … well, communicate. They talked and talked, and yet...
“I think it may be my fault, Eugenie,” he said thoughtfully, picking up the dog and
putting her in his lap. “It’s a madhouse out on the internet, you know, but I went there
for a reason. I mean, besides the obvious reasons. The dogs need forever homes,
the people need houses, and the ice – that ice is simply melting too fast. I can’t just
sit here and watch. Besides, building houses is fun. you know. I rather fear, though,
that I may be melting too fast.
“Who am I, Eugenie? What am I? Could it be that I have lost my way? That’s not it
exactly. I know what I want to do. But I think I have gotten so busy that I keep
missing my opportunities, my real opportunities. Too much, Eugenie. I love being
Aziraphale@AZFell, but I think perhaps I may be doing too much. It’s amazing
really, having all these lovely friends, but have I been seduced by the ease of
meeting new people through social media? Who are these people, Eugenie? Am I
going too fast?”

Their life had changed quite a lot lately. Aziraphale kept buying hammers, nails, drills
and screwdrivers. He took his new toys out with him to build housing for the
homeless, passing them out like the Starbucks gift cards he also kept buying. He
now had so many British Airways points! And everybody at the building projects
always seemed delighted to see him. He liked building houses. He had gotten quite
good with the hammer. It helped that hitting his thumb really didn’t hurt him much
when he missed those nails. Crowley preferred the electric drill, although Crowley
sometimes skipped the construction projects lately.
“We don’t always have to do the same things, Eugenie,” he said to the dachshund.
“Crowley should do Crowley.”

He picked up a screwdriver and waved it in the air.
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“Something’s wrong, though” he told the dog. “I think I know what’s wrong too. I just
don’t know how to … well, to explain.” Aziraphale shook his head.
“I was content. I liked living in this flat. I didn’t mind those bookstore customers
below. Sometimes I even sold them books. Then I would come upstairs to my cosy
flat to find my best friend. Eugenie, I somehow miss those early days. I love building
houses, my dear, and you should see the looks of distress at McDonalds when we
arrive there with our big signs – although since I started handing out the Starbucks
gift cards everyone seems much happier. I am sure those robots will be gone soon.”
He heard Crowley’s steps on the stairs coming up from the bookshop below.
“Still, I believe I have got side-tracked,” he said softly. “It may be the robots will have
to wait.”

“Happy family vegetables, moo shu pork, pot stickers, General Tso’s chicken. It’s
never the same as the real General Tso’s chicken, but I do like the spices.” Crowley
pulled out the chopsticks and napkins from the brown, paper bag.

Aziraphale nodded. This would take some courage, he realized.
“Great show, Supernatural,” he said.
“S’alright,” Crowley answered. “I mean, I like it. Wouldn’t want to be Sam or Dean,
though. Rum business, being a hunter.”
“Hmm, well, it is that, although quite clearly the universe must have hunters. One can
hardly let leviathans run loose, not shape shifters with super strength who eat
people.”

Crowley shrugged.
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“Crowley,” Aziraphale murmured, as he set out two compostable paper plates out on
the crowded walnut table. “We need to talk.”

Crowley arched his eyebrows.
“Can’t we just have a peaceful dinner? How ‘bout we just relax tonight?”
“Oh, my.” Aziraphale said. “I have screwed up. They say that, you know. Screwed
up. I rather like the expression. It’s like you took the drill and pointed it the wrong
direction. That captures the idea rather well, don’t you think?”
“If you say so,” Crowley nodded agreeably. He made it a habit to agree with things
he did not understand.
“Oh, don’t agree like that!” Aziraphale replied. “I want to have a discussion and I
can’t have a discussion if you decide to agree with me.”
“You want me to disagree with you?”
“I want you to listen to me. It took me some time to reason all this out and I can’t just
pack it all into one serving of moo shu pork. Please. Please. I do need you to listen
because this is a complicated explanation.”
“If this is another cause, if we have to save something, can we at least save
something interesting, like the peat bogs?”
“That is a good place to start.”
“Peat bogs?” Crowley set his chopsticks down, and got up to go to the galley kitchen
for two large, white mugs. He pulled a bottle of chilled sake out of the fridge, and
poured two generous servings of the rice wine.

Aziraphale waited until he returned and set the mugs down.
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“Peat bogs,” Crowley repeated.
“Yes, I want to say first how much I have appreciated your… tolerance these last
couple of months. Your help creating homes for the homeless has been especially
touching. Oh, Crowley. I do hope you care about the homeless, but I know you have
been standing in those cold frame dwellings when you might have been out driving
instead. And carrying that protest sign outside of McDonalds. That was marvellous,
even if you left to eat after only 15 minutes, and even if you did order from the robot.
I am quite convinced you did all this for me. Just as you helped me with the whales,
the ice caps, the golden rice, and all that science stuff. I’ve been rather a bore at
times, I suspect. Yet you just waited for me in the hardware shops.”
“Can’t drive all the time,” Crowley answered. “I wouldn’t mind if we took a break from
all that saving the world stuff, though, you know.”
“I know. That’s why I appreciate all the help you have given me lately. But here’s the
thing. Sometimes you have to go through the burning M25. But maybe sometimes
you can take a helicopter instead. Or even a submarine. It depends on conditions.
Yes, it depends on conditions.”

Crowley reflected that not many conditions would make a submarine his vehicle of
choice, but he focused his golden eyes on his friend. Aziraphale sometimes dithered,
but when dithering could be at his most inspired. He hoped this prelude was not
merely leading up to tomorrow’s dog rescue.
“So?” Crowley prompted.
“So I think we had to have this interlude. I will call it the Time of Tweets, I think. The
Tweets kept me at the laptop, you see. They also got me out in the world trying to
find myself. Trying to learn what I wanted. I had never had a chance to do that,
Crowley. Heaven told me what I was supposed to do and how I was supposed to be.
Now, obviously, we blew up the heavenly plan. Kerplooie! Stopping Armageddon.
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What a terrifying dereliction of duty. I have been rather lost since then. The internet
gave me a chance to try to figure out who I was.”
“Kerplooie?” Crowley repeated gently.

Aziraphale smiled, a quiet, half-smile.
“You had an advantage, you know,” he said. “Demons don’t follow orders. They
naturally do what they want. I had been doing what other people wanted me to do for
so long that that life seemed natural. Then … They betrayed me, Crowley!”
“They did,” Crowley agreed quietly.
“All those years of service, and they were going to roast me like some angelic
marshmallow.”
“Hard to tell the good guys from the bad guys,” Crowley observed.
“Indeed. But I am getting there. I am also beginning to understand a few other things.
The Time of Tweets was essential to getting here, but do you know what I have
realized?”
“What’s that?”
“I have to thank YouTube for this one really. Supernatural led me to YouTube where
I found Elvis Presley. I didn’t need to find Elvis Presley, but Elvis Presley was
perfect.
“Self-destructed rather young.”
“Did he? So sad. Don’t distract me now, though. I don’t want my courage to fail me.
Do you know Elvis’s songs?”

64

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine
“Some,” Crowley confessed. “Used to like those beach blanket movies. Pretty sure
he did some beach blanket music. Or music like it. But Supernatural led you to
YouTube which led you to Elvis Presley.”
“You have such a talent for making things simple,” Aziraphale said admiringly. “Yes,
and I found The Song. I found the video.”
“Yes?”
“There was this video, this breathtaking video, of Dean and Castiel to ‘I Can’t Help
Falling in Love with You.’ Well, Castiel’s an angel! And Dean is human, which is
pretty much the same as being a demon. Humans are simply wimpy demons if you
think about it. So there they were. Holding each other. Helping each other. Hurting
each other because they can’t get along without each other, but they are always
being separated. Comforting each other. The love, Crowley, you can see the love.
“There are lots of other videos, too. We should watch 101 Reasons to Love Dean
and Castiel. That one’s wonderful. But do you know what struck me?”
“No idea.” Crowley was telling the truth.
“Just because Castiel is an angel he doesn’t think he has to always act like a
stereotypical angel. Just watch him hold Dean when Dean is hurt. Watch how he
looks into Dean’s eyes.”

Crowley did not say anything.
“Why can’t I do that? Crowley, I don’t have to follow any rules. All those Habitat for
Humanity people are sure we are a couple anyway. And we are a couple. You have
been the focus of my life for how long? How many centuries? Even when we didn’t
see each other for a while, you always made the Earth an exciting place. I wanted to
stay here because… because you were here.”
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“I always felt the same way about you,” Crowley said simply.
“I know.” Aziraphale reached out to take Crowley’s hand. “So isn’t this platonic thing
getting old? Can’t we make our own video?”
“Literally?”
“Excuse me?”
Crowley grinned. “Never mind. We can get to that later if you are interested. While
we are talking, I might also like to assert… shall we call it, my prerogative as your
partner? Can we put some limits on all this damn screen time?”

Aziraphale stood up and reached across the table to pull Crowley to his feet.
“That might be negotiated,” he said. “What can you offer in exchange?” He stepped
around the table, pulling Crowley into his arms.

The universe was such a strange place. Six millennia and he had never been to this
place and yet… nothing in his life had ever been as simple and right as this feeling.
He smoothed a strand of red hair away from Crowley’s face, looked into those
serpentine eyes, ran his hand along the sharp angles of the demon’s face, the face
he knew better than his own. He listened to the soft moan. Across the millennia and
a few inches of physical space he reached in to kiss Crowley.

Crowley trembled and pulled Aziraphale closer, his arms tightly pressing the angel
against him. All this time… Such a small gesture, that kiss, yet it redefined two lives
entirely. He knew that as he ran his tongue over Aziraphale’s lips, felt Aziraphale
gasp.

Aziraphale pulled back slightly.
“I love you,” he whispered.
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“Love you more,” Crowley whispered back.

So Crowley.

So them.

Aziraphale laughed.

Of all the alternative universes, this was the one he had somehow chosen. And it
was perfect.
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Summary: Anathema Device discusses retirement, hobbies, and mid-life career
changes with Madame Tracy.

One of the best things about retirement, Madame Tracy reflected, was never having
to hear Beryl bloody Ormerod’s voice ever again. Especially not calling her Marjorie
Potts. She sliced neatly through the tape that had been sealing the cardboard box
shut. “Foul Tools of Devilry” was emblazoned on the side of the box in felt tip pen.
That Mr. Shadwell, such a silly! Madame Tracy peered into the box and the huge
beady glass eyes of a plush unicorn stared back up at her. She freed the toy from
the box, placing it onto a nearby kitchen cabinet, and fished around inside the box,
pulling a deck of tarot cards, a porcelain doll, a careworn plush rabbit, a palm-sized
clear quartz ball, and a sparkly pink flogger from its depths. “I wondered what I’d
done with this,” Madame Tracy exclaimed, pleased.
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Inside the kitchen, her mobile phone began to ring. Sighing, Madame Tracy shifted
herself to answer it. She was rather startled when it was Anathema Device on the
other end. Madame Tracy had only met the young woman on a few occasions, and
the first was a bit of a strange blur (it was enough to know that she had helped save
the world, Madame Tracy could forgive not remembering the details of it all). Still,
she quite liked Anathema, and appreciated her forthrightness and the practical
influence she exerted on the somewhat directionless Newt.
“Hello, dear! It’s lovely to hear from you.”
“Newt let me know you and Shadwell are settled into your cottage now. Shangri-La?
I wanted to congratulate you on your retirement, catch up a bit.” Madame Tracy had
sent Newt a card on behalf of Shadwell and herself, letting the lad know their new
address and inviting him to drop by for tea, next month. Mr. Shadwell had so few
friends. She intended to make certain he stayed in touch with Newt.
“Oh, yes! I’m still unpacking boxes. You wouldn’t believe the time I had convincing
Mr. Shadwell to part with all of his stacks of newspaper clippings. The cottage is
quite cozy for two. It’s a very nice little village, though it’s rather a change from
London. You’ll know all about that, though, being in Tadfield. It must be quite
different to California.”
Anathema groaned. “So different. My mother doesn’t understand why I decided to
stay, after the apocalypse was averted.” She sighed on the other end of the phone
line. “Sometimes, I don’t understand why I decided to stay, except that I couldn’t
think of what else to do.”
Madame Tracy bit her lip. “Is everything alright between you and Newt?”
Anathema startled, and hastily replied, “Oh! Oh, no, that’s not what I meant! Newt is
great!” She laughed. “Well, he’s Newt, but – you know what I mean. He tries so hard,
and he’s sweet. Things are a bit awkward, still – most relationships don’t start with
the apocalypse – but I like him.”
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“I’m glad, and I’m glad you’re taking time to get to know one another better, now. But
what did you mean, then?”
“I just…” Anathema paused for a moment, gathering her thoughts. “I don’t really
know what to do with myself. My whole life was focused on fulfilling Agnes’
prophecies, and hunting down the antichrist. It’s such a relief, having it over with – I
suppose you could say that I’ve retired, too. I can do anything I want, now! Anything
at all.” Rather than sounding excited by this prospect, Anathema sounded stressed.
“That’s the trouble. How do I decide?”
“Well, for me, when I moved here, and realised how quiet it was, with just the two of
us rattling around in this little cottage, I knew that we’d drive each other crazy soon
enough (it wouldn’t be driving very far, either), if we didn’t find hobbies. Like you, I
wasn’t really sure what to do with myself. I’ve always filled my spare time with more
work, you see.” Madame Tracy had never held just one job in her life, always picking
up odd jobs on the side to support herself. She hadn’t had what could be considered
a traditional career path. “I thought about what I liked best about the sort of work I’d
done. What sorts of things were the most fun.”
“Um…” Anathema had heard the story of Newt’s awkward first meeting with Madame
Tracy, and was a bit alarmed at where this particular train of thought was heading.
“I realised that I like getting to know other people – their hopes, their grief, their dirty
secrets and interpersonal dramas. I like it when I can convince people to suspend
their disbelief, to be vulnerable. That’s what the medium work and the discipline have
in common, you know. People come to you with their hopes and fears, and you find
a way to help them to feel understood.”
“I hadn’t thought of it that way,” Anathema responded. “I suppose you’re a bit like a
therapist.”
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Madame Tracy laughed. “Only a bit. I like the showmanship of it all! Becoming
someone else. Didn’t much fancy going back to being plain old Marjorie Potts. Can
you guess what I did?”
“What?”
“Went right out and joined the local village theatre troupe, that’s what.” Madame
Tracy grinned ferociously. “I’m playing Lady Macbeth next month!”
“What? That’s amazing!” Anathema was slightly staggered by trying to imagine what
a production of Macbeth featuring Madame Tracy would be like. She felt it was the
sort of thing one probably had to see to believe, and, once you had, you couldn’t look
away from.
“So, when you think about what you’ve done in the past, what was fun? What did you
like about being a professional descendant?”
“I – I was good at it. Reading Agnes’ prophecies. Understanding them. I could almost
get into her head, as much as anyone could. It’s… like solving a puzzle. Until I lost
the book, and everything started to feel like it was spiralling out of control, I had a
plan I had created, and I was using it to search systematically for the location of the
Antichrist. I like working independently, and I like knowing that what I’m working on
matters, that I’m helping make the world better and safer.”
“So, an idealist, but a practical one,” Madame Tracy summed up, “who likes helping
others, but doesn’t like working for an organisation to do it.”
“I’m a witch, as well,” Anathema said, “though I’m not sure how much help reading
auras is when embarking on a new career.”
“Reading auras?”
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“Yes. I can see auras around people. They sort of give me a sense of their
characters, and what they’re feeling.”
“That sounds very useful!” Madame Tracy exclaimed. She wondered whether she
could get Anathema to teach her to see auras, as well. “Solving puzzles, analysing
clues, making plans, and having a good sense for what people are like… Oh!”
Madame Tracy clapped her hands in delight, nearly dropping the phone. “A detective
agency!”
“What?” Anathema sounded bewildered.
“You could start a detective agency! Solve mysterious thefts and disappearances,
track down long lost relatives, that sort of thing! Oh, you even have that bike; I can
picture you peddling off down the village road on the trail of some villain!”
“Well, it couldn’t be worse than taking Dick Turpin,” Anathema muttered. “Are you
sure you aren’t confusing me with Miss Marple? I can’t imagine Tadfield has much in
the way of crime.”
“You never know. It had an Antichrist, and I wouldn’t have expected that.”
“Point. I can’t say detective ever occurred to me, as my next career move. It does
sound fun. I’ll think about it, maybe invest in a magnifying glass, as well as the old
theodolite.”
“Oh, good!”
“And you’ll have to send Newt and me tickets to this play of yours. I wouldn’t miss
seeing it for the world. But you said Shadwell found a retirement hobby, as well? I’m
almost afraid to ask…”

Madame Tracy laughed.
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Summary: A oneshot of sorts of what Aziraphale did after the little lockdown postepisode. Can definitely be read as a very belated contribution to AngelWYD and a
prequel to my dialogue-only fanfic “I Set My Alarm for…October???” on AO3. It’s
somewhat sad, since the angel got a bit depressed, being all on his own. He never
expected Crowley to actually do what he said and not come over – and now, he has
to live with the consequences. Heavily influenced (as the title may suggest) by the
song “Spending My Time” by Roxette. Basically suitable for all audiences, it’s just a
little sad, but with a hopeful ending.

Aziraphale stared out through the window with a sigh. Another morning. The sun was
rising. Again. Just like every morning, sometimes visible, often hidden behind clouds
or rain. He sighed again, casting a glance at the clock without really seeing the time
it showed. It had been weeks, nay, months since he’d heard from Crowley. Months
since their last conversation via the telephone. Months since his mistake. Because a
mistake it had been, that much he’d realised by now.
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By now, the bookshop looked rather like a peculiar mix between a bookshop and a
bakery: biscuits, cakes, pies, tarts, American cookies, brownies, crumpets, scones…
there really seemed to be nothing he hadn’t turned his hand to. Most of his attempts
at baking had actually been surprisingly successful, but now? With another sigh, he
got up out of his chair and went to make himself some tea. Cup in hand, he
wandered through the shop, absentmindedly miracling the dust off the bookshelves
and ensuring, with another miracle, that all his baked goods stayed fresh. In the
beginning, he’d enjoyed eating whatever he’d baked, but it had soon become too
much even for him to handle, and, if he was being totally honest with himself… he’d
somewhat lost his appetite.
He’d read a lot as well, but, right now, that, too, wasn’t what he felt in the mood for.
The silence was deafening, and he was desperate for… sound? Well, not exactly, he
thought to himself. Sound wasn’t the whole truth. What he was truly longing for was
conversation. Books didn’t answer, after all. Even under normal circumstances, only
few people ventured into his bookshop, but now, with that virus still keeping
everyone on their toes, there were hardly any customers to speak of at all. In fact,
there were so few of them that the angel had actually been happy to hear the
doorbell jingle that one time. But that bliss had been short-lived and he’d soon
decided that there was no point in keeping the shop open at all. He’d simply flipped
the sign at the door to ‘Closed’ and kept it that way. Because… well… why? Well,
the thing was that it wasn’t random customers he wanted to talk to. It was a certain
demon who’d decided to take a nap for as long as the madness out there prevailed.
And it was all Aziraphale’s fault.
Why… why, oh why had he told Crowley to not come over? It had been a matter of
principle, really… and he hadn’t really expected Crowley to just accept his rejection
and go to sleep instead. Crowley was a demon, after all – wasn’t he bound to do the
contrary of what an angel told him to do? Instead, the demon had decided to sleep…
Aziraphale wondered if Crowley might be… thinking of him too, in his sleep?
He sighed again, hardly noticing that he did so. He’d been prowling his shop and
now found himself in his little flat upstairs. His eyes fell on the ancient television in
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the corner. Well, maybe that would at least provide some entertainment… and, most
importantly, something to drown out the silence. He switched it on, but found soon
that it didn’t help. His mind still kept drifting back to Crowley and their last
conversation, so much so that he couldn’t follow whatever was being said or done on
the telly. In fact, if he heard it at all, it only registered in his mind as a disturbance.
But he’d wanted to force his mind to occupy itself with something else, right? Why
wasn’t it working?

Slightly annoyed, he went back downstairs. Grabbing a book, the angel plopped
down on the couch and tried to read a bit. It didn’t work. The story, a story he was
sure he knew pretty much by heart now anyway, just couldn’t keep his attention.
Since his thoughts were elsewhere, the sentences soon enough stopped making any
sense. Frustrated, he closed the book and put it away again. Instead, he just stared
emptily at the opposite wall.

Normally, Crowley would sit right here, he caught himself thinking. Well, maybe it
was a good thing that Crowley wasn’t here right now. If he was being honest with
himself, he was quite obviously in a rather sorry state. Well, perhaps I should thank
the Almighty for the fact that no one can see me like this… least of all Crowley… He
felt… terribly small and alone in the world. Why was that? They’d been apart for
much longer periods of time before; this was just the blink of an eye! But…
somehow, it felt different. After the last few years where they’d been so close, after
stopping the Apocalypse together, after… finally, slowly, exploring what it meant to
be on their own side… well, with Crowley out of reach now, Aziraphale felt… truly
alone. He… missed Crowley. There was no denying it. Was that why Crowley had
decided to go to sleep? Because… the demon missed him too? A part of him
certainly hoped so.
The angel shook his head. Crowley wasn’t completely out of reach, right? He could
still try to call him… again. Maybe the telephone ringing would wake him up this time
and then Aziraphale could apologise and ask him to come over, after all. Having
made up his mind, he got up and walked over to his desk, grabbing his old
telephone. Before he could chicken out of it, he dialled the familiar number. It rang…
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and rang… and rang… and went to answerphone. Aziraphale closed his eyes. He
did not want to talk to that machine. He didn’t know what to say, anyway. Not to a
machine. Shaking his head, he hung up. Again.

This was turning into a bad dream. And there was no way for him to wake up,
because this was actually the reality. He sighed – for the umpteenth time, it seemed.
Well, he’d played the silly game as usual, pushing Crowley away, and this time, the
demon had relented and Aziraphale was paying the price for his own stubbornness.
He’d won… only to lose by doing so. Admittedly, he felt rather foolish. Like a
ridiculous clown. There was a certain bitterness in this realisation. Bitterness and
regret. He only noticed the sting of tears when he tried to actually blink them away.

The angel continued prowling through his shop until he saw the sun setting once
more. Another day over. That meant another day closer to when Crowley had said
he’d set his alarm. Aziraphale was counting the days, days that seemed to stretch
endlessly and flow into each other. He wasn’t quite sure how often he’d taken up
enough courage to try and call Crowley, but it had always been the same as today.
Just the answerphone. On a similar note, he’d kept on praying that the next time it
would be different… or that Crowley would just saunter in through the door all of a
sudden. But those prayers remained unanswered. As usual.
And yet… It wasn’t all bleak, was it? There was a silver lining, after all – an ending to
all of this was in sight. Admittedly, it was still a while and life outside was still not
back to normal (far from it), but Crowley would wake up eventually… and then. And
then… Well, Aziraphale was determined to make up for the lost time. Until then, he’d
try his best at just… spending his time somehow.
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Summary: Crowley tries to cook for Aziraphale. It goes… interestingly…

“I’m making you dinner,” Crowley says. He is sitting in the bookshop, glass of
whiskey in one hand, the other flicking through a calendar.
Aziraphale looks up from the book he’s thumbing through. “What was that?”
“I’m making dinner. We stopped Armageddon; I’m making you dinner.” Crowley
holds up the calendar, pointing to a weekend at the end of August.
“I’m not entirely sure how the two correlate, but okay, then.” Aziraphale says, leaning
over Crowley and circling the day on the calendar with a pen pulled from thin air.
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Crowley tries not to breathe in the angel’s scent and relaxes when Aziraphale sits
back down in his place at the opposite end of the sofa.

He spends the next week flicking through the channels on his television, watching
any and all of the cooking shows that he can find. He finds himself particularly
enamoured with a little old lady who judges a baking show, and, if he didn’t know any
better, he would have said the shouty, sweary chef was some denizen of Hell.

He also squirrels away some of the ancient recipe books off a particularly dusty shelf
in the bookshop, which Aziraphale mentions one evening.
“Dunno what you’re on about, angel. You’ve made this shop so unappealing to the
regular customer, there’s no way someone’s coming in to steal,” Crowley replies.
Had Aziraphale been a bird, he would have fluffed his feathers with pride. “I have
rather, haven’t I? Oh well, I’m sure the mystery will soon be solved.”

So Crowley watches the shows and reads the books until, finally, the designated
Sunday arrives. In an act of pure betrayal of the dusty cosiness of Aziraphale’s shop,
he goes to a local chain bookshop – the kind with a café attached and a woman clad
in rainbows reading to a group of wide-eyed children – and buys a more up-to-date
recipe book than anything he could have pilfered from A. Z. Fell & Co.
With the recipe book – something heavy, shiny, and with the face of one of the
television chefs emblazoned across the front – now propped up against the
microwave in his kitchen, Crowley peers at his chosen recipe. A simple-looking
roasted vegetable risotto. The Italian man on the morning television show had made
the rice dish look easy enough. Plus, he seemed to cook it in record time,
considering the short length of his segment, which resolves Crowley to his decision.
As he starts to read the recipe, he has a flash of inspiration. There’s a picture of the
dish on the page. Crowley studies it carefully for a few seconds then snaps his
fingers. The meal appears on the worktop next to the recipe book, as if it had been
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lifted directly from the page. It looks perfect, and he grabs a fork from the neverbefore-opened cutlery drawer in order to have a taste.
It’s… room temperature and flavourless. Shit. Still, it’s not a real problem, he just
needs to try again and this time remember to add flavour. He’s not entirely sure how
the meal should taste; the last time he ate rice was… sometime during the Ming
dynasty? He does his best to conjure up the several hundred years old memory and
tries again. This time, the food looks right and has a smell to it, which seems
promising. He tastes it and while there is flavour, he’s certain that there should be
more to it than just bland rice. And he’s forgotten to add temperature again. Another
snap of his fingers, a third bowl, this time on fire. Okay, time to turn the heat down.
Snap, a block of ice. Snap, now it’s whiskey flavoured. Snap. Snap. Snap.

Twenty minutes later, with nearly every available surface in the kitchen covered in
identical bowls of food (including one particularly worrying meal that is a bright blue,
down to the last speck of rice), Crowley decides that perhaps he should refer back to
his original plan. He resolves to make the food himself.
Step one, then. Buy ingredients. He’s learned his lesson and isn’t going to miracle
them into existence. Instead, he dashes down to the Bentley and drives at a startling
speed to the nearest large supermarket. It shouldn’t, by all rights, be open at six
o’clock on a Sunday evening, but Crowley’s never had a problem with such frivolous
details as closing times. He expects the shop to be open and so the doors slide open
for him, with an overweight security guard sitting at his post by the door and a
cashier who has been unexpectedly materialised at the checkout, just where she
should be.

He traipses around the supermarket, briefly considering sending a memo to Head
Office about the utilisation of muzak as a torture device, and picks out the
ingredients. He’s never seen a butternut squash before, but, like the rest of the
vegetables, it’s easy to find and clearly labelled in the fruit and veg aisle. Luckily, he
doesn’t need to check the labels to identify the “small red pepper,” although he notes
that one doesn’t seem enough for two people, let alone the six the recipe claims it
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serves. Regardless, he locates one easily and throws it into a wire basket that he
wills into existence, along with the rest of the vegetables, before heading off in
search of the other ingredients.

The rice aisle is trickier than the vegetable aisle. There are too many options.
Basmati? Long grain? There’s something called quinoa that he’s not even sure how
to pronounce, let alone whether it’s the right thing to buy. Coconut chilli also doesn’t
seem right and there’s a rice that has a yellow tinge to it but doesn’t look like the
picture. Neither does the brown rice or the white rice, sitting neatly in the rows along
the shelves. He pulls the crumpled page he had torn from the recipe book out of an
inside jacket pocket and consults it: “risotto rice.” He scans the shelves carefully,
reading each label with narrowed eyes until he finally spots it. Or rather, two “its”.
Rather than spend a second longer in the aisle, he squeezes his eyes shut and
grabs a bag off the shelf.

Finally, having had to backtrack to the vegetable aisle because fresh thyme and
chives are not the same as the dried herbs in a little pot, as well as a five-minute
foray into the cheese aisle searching for parmesan, he is done. Food piled in the
basket, he strides out of the shop.
“Uh, mate?” The security guard is jogging after him. “You’ve got to pay for that lot!”
“I don’t,” Crowley growls back at him and the guard turns and walks back to his post,
his face calm and serene, as if he’d just seen a particularly beautiful scene in nature
rather than a man walking out of a supermarket with a completely full and completely
free basket of shopping.

When he arrives back at his flat, Crowley swipes the surplus dishes to one side of
the worktop and lays the ingredients out on the surface in front of him. He once
again retrieves the page from his jacket pocket and smooths it out next to the food.
Step two – or step one according to the recipe – has him putting the vegetables in a
roasting tin. Which means he has to chop the vegetables. He procures a long, sharp
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knife from one of the many drawers, and begins to slice and dice and chop each one
until it matches the specification of the recipe book. The onion proves the most
troubling. He slices it in half and starts dissecting the vegetable, only to find himself
wiping away tears that well up in his eyes. The wiping only makes the tears come
faster and he scrunches up his face to make them stop. By the time he moves on
from the onion to the pepper, however, the waterworks soon dry up and he writes the
experience off as yet another strange thing that corporations do.
He’s not sure what a roasting tin is, but he quickly finds something suitable. It fits in
the oven and, if he takes the wire rack out of it, he can easily pile all of the
vegetables in there. He pours over the oil and reads the next instruction.

Toss well with hands.

Crowley has seen Aziraphale expertly toss a pancake more than once in his six
thousand years, so he is sure he understands this instruction. He picks up the wide
tray with both hands and jerks it up, the vegetables taking flight.

He catches about three of the larger pieces of squash. The rest of the vegetables
scatter, landing on various surfaces around the room, the oil smattering his shirt
sleeves.

Ah.

Not a problem though; this is one dilemma a little demonic miracle can definitely
solve. Soon, everything is back in its rightful place on the tray. He liberally adds salt
and pepper to the tray of food and opens the oven door.
Problem number… he’s lost count. He has forgotten to preheat the oven. This one is
easily solved, too, though, and he wrenches the knob on the front to the right
temperature, before “helping” things with a little infernal energy.
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Crowley is on track and takes a moment to pour a stiff drink. Just to calm his nerves.
He’s not entirely sure why he’s nervous, although, if he thinks on the subject for too
long, he begins to suspect it has something to do with the opinion of a certain
platinum-haired, beige-clad, fussy angel.

He sips the drink and studies the next instruction. As soon as the rice and
mushrooms are happily in the saucepan, he begins adding the stock. The recipe
calls for the liquid to be added gradually, which Crowley complies with. He pours it in
slowly, stirring the whole time. The recipe says he should wait for the stock to absorb
and yet no matter how much he stirs and waits and stirs and waits (and drinks), the
excess liquid never seems to quite fully disappear. Crowley writes it off as the recipe
being vague once again – really, how much liquid can the tiny grains of rice hold
anyway? Regardless, he has to wait for the rice to cook and, remembering an
incident on one of the shows he watched in preparation, decides to keep stirring the
mixture, in case it sticks to the bottom of the pan and burns.
The next issue arises pretty quickly. It’s fairly obvious when the rice and mushrooms
have cooked: both are softer and look appetising even to Crowley. But somehow the
vegetables haven’t finished roasting and the rice needs to stay warm. He turns the
flames on the hob down, and pours another drink. There’s only ten minutes left on
the veg, surely nothing can go too wrong with that. Just drink and stir.
Drink and stir. Drink and stir. Drink and…

The vegetables are done. Crowley drains his glass and pulls the tray out of the oven.
There’s no need for oven gloves, he’s used to the searing heat from certain circles of
Hell. The little cubes in the tray seem a little black at the edges but he’s not too
concerned; they match the picture in the recipe book well enough and he’s sure
they’ll taste fine.

He tips the vegetables into the rice mixture and adds some of the cheese, before
scraping the contents of one of the original failed experiments out into the bin and
pouring his freshly cooked concoction into the now empty bowl. He sprinkles over
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the remainder of the cheese and the chives, careful to place each piece just so, to
match the image.

When Aziraphale arrives half an hour later, with an expensive looking bottle of red
wine, Crowley has cleared the kitchen of all failed experiments and set the table for
two, the risotto displayed in the centre of the table, two smaller bowls at each end.
The demon himself is lying on the sofa in the living room, one arm over his eyes, the
other barely clutching a glass of scotch. He sits up when Aziraphale lets himself into
the Mayfair flat, and Crowley tipsily shows the angel to his place at the table, before
forcing himself through the rather unpleasant process of sobering up. In the dark of a
cupboard in the kitchen, a mostly empty bottle finds itself suddenly refilling with all of
the liquid it had previously contained.

When the pair are finally seated at the table, Crowley dishes out the food for them: a
large portion for the angel, a smaller one for himself. He pauses before picking up
his fork, waiting for Aziraphale to take the first bite.
“It’s cold.” The first words out of Aziraphale’s mouth don’t do much for Crowley’s
nerves, which have returned in full force as the alcohol exits his body.
Crowley snatches Azirapahle’s bowl back and blows on it gently, warming it back to
the temperature it had been some thirty minutes before, when Crowley had declared
to the room that the cooking was done.

He hands the plate back and Aziraphale slowly brings a fresh forkful to his mouth
and the excess liquid drips off the fork and back into the bowl. This time, the angel
blows gently on the food and tentatively places it in his mouth. He spends an eon
moving the food around in his mouth before his eyes widen suddenly and he
swallows quickly.
“Crowley,” he asks. “Did the recipe call for jalapenos?”
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“What? No, angel, I don’t even know what a jalapeno is.” Crowley replies, and takes
a bite of the meal himself. The rice is somehow mushy and runny all at once. The
vegetables are burned at the edges and raw and hard in the middle. The flavour is…
salty. No. Peppery. Both? Too much of both. All at once, the heat from the peppers
hits him and he crudely spits the food back out into the dish. “Why is it spicy?!”
“Jalapenos, Crowley! They’re a hot pepper!”
“I didn’t put any jalapenos in, angel. I told you, I don’t know what they are!”
“They’re a small, spicy, red pepper, my dear, and I know how they taste,” Aziraphale
replies, setting his fork down.

Crowley scrapes his chair back and stands, marching to the kitchen and reappearing
with the now stained and crumpled page from the kitchen. “Small. Red. Pepper.” He
stabs the page with a finger to punctuate the words.
Aziraphale throws his head back and lets out a peal of laughter. “My dear boy…
you…” he laughs again. “That’s a bell pepper - they’re spiceless and excellent for
roasting. Crowley, you’re a demon, why didn’t you just miracle a dish up?”

Crowley reminisces on the hundred failed experiments that littered the kitchen sides,
each one more terrible than the last. “I… panicked.”
Aziraphale laughs a third time before composing himself. “I appreciate the effort.
Truly. But I was rather looking forward to the meal so do you mind if I…?” he trails
off, letting Crowley fill in the gap.

Crowley waves a hand in resignation, and the meal disappears from the table, gone
to wherever the ‘away’ is that celestial beings send things. In a fluid motion,
Aziraphale replaces the dishes with a risotto that looks exactly like that on the page
of the recipe book. He slides his chair round to Crowley’s side of the table, and pulls
the large bowl towards them.
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The entire meal, Crowley finds himself falling into a pattern of alternating sulking and
panic. Sulking, because the meal tastes exactly right: the rice creamy and soft, the
vegetables roasted to perfection – much better than anything Crowley had managed
to produce. Panic, because every so often his fork lands in the bowl at the same time
as Aziraphale’s and their hands brush ever so lightly, or their elbows or knees bump
together.

As soon as they finish eating, they retire to the sofa, Aziraphale with a book, Crowley
with the television remote. They sit quietly for a period, Aziraphale occasionally
sounding out a word to himself in a low voice, Crowley switching channels every few
seconds in search of something vaguely entertaining. Without warning, Aziraphale
puts the book down on his lap, holding his place with a finger.
“I’ll teach you to cook.” He’s turned to look at Crowley over his spectacles. “That is to
say... would you like me to teach you to cook?”
Crowley thinks for a moment on the romantic movies that he pretends he doesn’t
watch. The kind of films where couples flick flour at one another, where batter is
gently licked off fingers and bodies brush up against each other as one person leans
around the other to reach some tool or ingredient. In a rare moment of confidence,
he turns towards Aziraphale and leans back against the arm of the settee, throwing
his legs over the angel’s lap.
“Sure, angel, why not. Might be a laugh.”
Aziraphale smiles serenely, and manoeuvres his arms up to rest on Crowley’s shins.
He opens his book back up and wiggles slightly to settle in more comfortably into an
evening that really has become the norm since that fateful failed Armageddon a year
ago. An angel and a demon sharing a sofa. The angel reads and the demon flicks
mindlessly through the television channels. A bottle of wine sits on the coffee table
and it catches the setting sun for a moment, before the light finally dies away.
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Narumikaiko
Narumikaiko
Narumikaiko

Rating: General audiences

Characters: Crowley, God

Summary: Nuclei are not meant to have close friends— and neither are stars. Or,
perhaps, starbuilders.
A story about angels, God, and an Ineffable Plan.

The angel that would someday be known as Crowley relaxes his grip, exhaling
slowly as he steps back, allowing the star to rise gently from his cupped hands and
drift into orbit with its mate. He hums contentedly, pleased with the gentle
shimmering of paired radiation across the full electromagnetic spectrum. He thinks
about the millions of stars he’s made, all so far apart — entire parsecs between even
the closest ones. He thinks about his siblings, the starbuilders, and knows that the
seven of them could never fill the sky tightly enough. Despite the difference in scale,
the stars they work with are really no different from the atoms of which they are
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composed: tiny subatomic particles orbiting through vastly larger pockets of space.
Nuclei are not meant to have close friends— and neither are stars. Or, perhaps,
starbuilders.
“This is lovely,” God murmurs softly, resting a warm hand on his shoulder. “One of
your best yet. A binary system — your creativity never ceases to surprise me.”
“Thank you, Mother,” he responds, not turning his gaze from his work.
“Tell me, why have you made two so close together?”

The angel knows what is really being asked. No other starbuilder has deviated from
the standard configuration: a single star to shepherd each set of planets. Still, there
is no scolding in Her question, no judgment.
“So they’ve always got someone; they're never alone.”
This seems to amuse Her. “You worry for the isolation of the cosmos?”
“It is a lonely place,” he answers quietly. Solemnly.

An unmeasured stretch of time passes as they stand together, watching as the
binary system completes its first full rotation. The stars settle into their routine, a pas
de deux that will last until the end of time, or Her mercy.
The angel did not expect a reply, and is surprised when he gets one. “Here, as in all
places, you are surrounded by my love, dear one. Even the smallest of stars burn
with it.”

Finally turning to face Her, the angel raises his voice from the hushed whispers
they’ve been using. “But is that enough?” The angel flinches, hearing the blasphemy
in his words only as they are spoken. “No matter how much You expand the cosmos,
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the stars within it will only drift further apart — never closer. I just… didn't want them
to be alone. This time.”
Rather than look affronted, God merely considers him, mouth quirking on one side.
“No, I think you're right. This one does need someone to keep him company.”

They stand there in tranquil observance, soaking in the spectral warmth of the
system that will one day be called Alpha Centauri.

Entire galaxies are created, planets formed and then shattered to make asteroids,
dust clouds coalesced from endless swaths of raw material. Time has no meaning
yet, but it passes nevertheless. She watches over Her starbuilders, pleased with
their progress in populating this void. Never interfering but always there to guide, to
reach out and help stabilise wavering orbits, to encourage judicious application of
neutrinos. One among them continues to surprise Her, moving quickly from binary
stars to the adorning of planets with rings, of all things.
When She creates water — a beguiling substance which breaks all of Her usual
rules — he is the first of Her children to notice. She watches him play with it, relishes
his delighted laughter the first time he freezes it and sees it expand rather than
contracting like a proper solid should. It is not long before he has sprinkled over two
dozen ice planets throughout the nearest sector, and She humours him in a
scavenger hunt to find them all (She does not have the heart to point out that She
witnessed every moment of their creation, that She sees all things).

He, of all Her children, drives Her most to practice patience, as he comes to Her with
a never ending litany of questions. Why do we starbuilders always work alone? What
happens when a star runs out of gas? Why are some quarks happy and some sad?
What will we do once we finish filling the cosmos? What is that little blue planet I saw
You working on? She laughs at his questions and thinks Oh, I shall make a special
place in my Plan for you.
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A Plan is made. A planet is formed. Entire squadrons of angels are created and set
to work filling in the details of this little blue world. A Garden is built, and a
Principality to protect it. A War is coming, and, though She cries for the suffering it
will bring upon Her most favoured, She plants seeds of Doubt, and watches them
grow. Questions are no longer answered. Tensions rise, and angels Fall. Over six
thousand years pass, before a certain nightingale sings in a certain square. And
then, She smiles.
...to be expanded on Ao3…
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Crow
Starlightmess

Rating: General audiences

Characters: Aziraphale and Crowley

Summary: Aziraphale compliments Crowley's hair, which leads the demon asking
him if he's ever tried keeping his hair longer. The question makes Aziraphale quite
nervous.

They were in the back of the bookshop, in comfortable silence. Aziraphale was
reading, sitting on the armchair, and would sometimes glance at Crowley, who was
looking at his phone whilst lying on the couch with his legs on the headrest, a
position that seemed rather uncomfortable to the angel.
After looking at the demon once more and back to his book, Aziraphale said, “I love
that hair length on you, dear.”

The demon had started growing his hair again after the failed Armageddon and it
now almost reached his shoulders.
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Crowley looked away from the screen in front of him to look at the angel. “Thank
you,” he smiled, feeling some warmth in his cheeks, and returned his attention to his
phone.
“I mean,” Aziraphale added, closing his book, keeping a finger in between the pages
so as not to lose his place. “I liked it when it was shorter as well, but this style really
suits you.”

Crowley had no idea where the angel was trying to go with that comment, but it
definitely caught his attention. He put his phone away and sat up.
“Thank you, angel. Any particular reason why you’re telling me this?”

It took Aziraphale a split second to answer, which also caused the demon to wonder
what it meant. “No, none at all! I just never told you, did I?”
“You didn’t,” agreed Crowley. The angel went back to his book, looking satisfied with
the outcome of their conversation. The demon was not as satisfied.
“Have you ever thought of growing your hair longer?” he asked, voicing a thought
that had wandered through his mind a few times through the years. How would
Aziraphale look with his hair even just a little longer?
The angel looked up from his book. “Oh, no, it wouldn’t suit me. Tea?”
“Sure.”

Aziraphale closed his book, using the bookmark he had placed on the table earlier,
and put it down, getting up and heading for the kitchen.

Crowley was a little puzzled. Aziraphale had looked like he was slightly nervous, but
not uncomfortable with the question. The demon wasn’t going to give up that easily.
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When the angel came back, with two cups in his hands, he sat next to Crowley, who
had his legs crossed up on the couch and was facing Aziraphale.
“I think it would. Suit you, I mean,” Crowley continued.
Aziraphale answered as he added sugar to Crowley’s cup, “It would just be a mess,
believe me.”
“You think?”
“Oh, yes, absolutely.”
Crowley was getting impatient. “But how would you know if you’ve never – oh.” He
understood why the angel had been almost embarrassed by the question.
As Aziraphale looked back at him, he spotted the devilish smile on Crowley’s face.
“What?”
“You did.”
“Did what?”

Crowley noticed the hint of red appearing on his cheeks as Aziraphale tried to
answer casually.
“You’ve already tried growing your hair!”
“I – ” the angel opened his mouth a few times, struggling to get proper words out.
“Fine. I gave it a try! But it just went all over the place! I immediately miracled it back
to normal.”
The demon’s face lit up. The thought of Aziraphale making his hair longer and just
getting frustrated at it was incredibly amusing to him.
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There was a pause, as Crowley stared at him and Aziraphale avoided his eyes. Then
the demon asked, “Can I see?”
“No!” The angel immediately looked at him again, blush now evident on his face.
“Oh, come on, you’ve seen me with tons of different hairstyles!”
“Yes, and you looked stunning in all of them!”

The honesty with which Aziraphale gave the compliment caused Crowley to be the
one having to hide the red on his face now.
“Flattery,” the demon said, after a while of gathering his thoughts and trying to string
together a coherent sentence, “won’t work, angel. Come on, you can make it go back
to normal again afterwards...”
The angel sighed. “Will you let the subject go if I do? And never ask again?”
“Sure,” agreed the demon, curiosity devouring him.

Aziraphale took a deep breath, closed his eyes and gently shook his head, making
longer curls fall on his face. When he opened one eye to check on Crowley’s
reaction, the demon’s mouth was hanging open. The angel looked down.
“I know, I know. It’s... it’s messy. And – ”
“Beautiful.” Crowley finished the sentence without even thinking about it; both of their
blushes were reaching their ears now.
‘Oh,’ Aziraphale mouthed soundlessly, not sure how to respond to the demon’s
wonder.
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“Can I…” Crowley cleared his throat and gestured vaguely towards Aziraphale’s hair,
in something that he hoped made his intentions clear enough.
“Of course, go ahead.”

The demon placed his hands gently in between the curls and started to run his
fingers softly through Aziraphale’s hair. He pretended not to notice the angel holding
his breath.
“It’s… it’s so soft,” Crowley said, unable to control the awe in his voice. Not that
Aziraphale’s hair wasn’t soft, usually. It reminded him of a cloud, not only because of
its light colour. Not that he had ever stroked his hair until then.
Aziraphale smiled softly. “Oh, really?” he almost whispered.

In response, Crowley pulled a curl, which jumped back to its place. They both started
laughing, Crowley shaking his head and Aziraphale looking at him. As they calmed
down and were looking at each other, the demon didn’t notice a strand of his own
hair falling in front of his face until the angel moved it gently back behind his ear, and
it was his turn to hold his breath, as Aziraphale’s hand lingered on his face just a
second longer than it should have.

Aziraphale cleared his throat and moved back a little. It was only in that moment that
Crowley realised how close they were sitting, how they had leaned towards each
other without thinking about it. He sat back as well.
“Can I have my usual hair back now, please?”
“Oh, yeah, sure.”

The angel did the same movement as earlier and his hairstyle was back to normal.
Crowley smirked. “You should keep it like that sometimes, you know?” he teased.
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“Drink your tea.” Aziraphale glared at him, as he picked up his own cup, trying to
hide his smile. It didn’t work.
After that, Crowley did ask again and, if you asked Aziraphale, he’d always refuse.
Crowley had another version.
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Tezca
Tezca

Rating: General audiences

Pairings: Aziraphale/ Madame Tracy, Crowley/Anathema (implied)

Summary: On a lazy morning, a question gets asked.

It was almost like any other day at the cottage on a lazy, partly overcast weekday
morning. Calm, quiet, peaceful; it may have not been completely sunny, but the
weather still gave Aziraphale the mood to make a nice cup of tea.

Aziraphale may or may not have glared at the clouds, warning them not to coalesce
and ruin the day by raining. Think of how disappointed the kids would be if they
weren’t able to play around in the back yard on the very last day they would be here.
It had been raining non-stop for the last few days and that wouldn’t just do. The
angel didn’t want the Crowley-Device twins to be disappointed, so as long there was
ethereal magic to be had, today would be a nice day throughout.

And herein lay the reason why the word almost crossed his mind before. Just by the
virtue of there being two five year olds, it wasn’t entirely quiet. There was laughing,
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loud shrieking and happy conversations between the two girls as they ran around the
vibrant and sizeable back yard.
(Just, unlike your average human child, they were only half human.)

Right then, the twins stopped in front of the rosebush on the edge of the patio to yell
at the poor flower. Of course, neither Aziraphale nor Tracy could hear what they
were saying (no doubt something only a five year old could think of) as they were
both on the other side of the window.

Aziraphale was on his way to sit in the armchair with his tea, when he caught the
sight out of the corner of his eye. There was a fond, exasperated sigh to be had just
as Tracy joined him with her own cup of tea.
“They certainly take after Crowley, don’t they?”

The angel lightly tutted in disapproval of the scene before him. The twins outside
stomped and shouted in front of the unassuming flower.

If the plants outside trembled, it was only because they were humouring the girls.
Didn’t want to hurt the girls’ feelings, as much as plants could (which is to say, not
much, since after all, they were plants). They’d suffered many worse verbal insults
when Crowley helped Tracy set up the garden a few years prior.
The disapproval didn’t last too long, however, nor did it evolve into a desire to put a
stop to it. Maybe if Aziraphale was in a different mood, he would have, but his
peaceful, contented state of mind told him it wasn’t that big of a deal for the time
being. No point in intervening when the girls usually didn’t go any further than
harmless, child-level insults before they ran off to do something else within five
minutes.

The girls had quickly decided that chasing each other around the yard was more fun.
A peaceful, serene vibe had filled the room that seemed as though it protected this
picturesque scene from the harsher world.
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“I have to admit that watching the girls sometimes makes me wonder what it would
be like if I had chosen to be a mother.” Tracy spoke, a contemplative expression
settled nicely on her face.
“I do imagine you would be a great mother, dear.” Aziraphale smiled as he took a
delicate sip of his morning tea. “As for me, I must admit I am not certain how good a
father I would be. Crowley has always been better with kids than me.”
“Oh, well, on the contrary, I imagine you would be a good father, Aziraphale,” Tracy
said. “You’d certainly spoil them rotten,” she teased with a warm smile.
He laughed softly, then shook his head, “I’m afraid I’m more suited for the role of
uncle. Or godfather, all things considered,” Aziraphale said, as he took a sip of his
tea. He felt a little bad for having forgotten that Crowley and Anathema had asked
them to be their kids' godparents a few weeks after they had got married.
(There was no doubt in their minds: both Aziraphale and Tracy’s answer was a
resounding yes.)
Aziraphale stood there for the next minute, his mind suddenly analysing Tracy’s
original statement. Despite being married for several years now, and now decently
good at navigating it, he still got bouts of anxiety over whether or not he had missed
any deeper message. He never really was very good at picking up subtleties. Or
certainly not as good as Crowley.

Was Tracy trying to say she wanted to have a child now? Aziraphale took another
sip of tea to try and quell his nerves and awkwardness before he asked, “Dear, are
you saying you... err… want a kid?” He heard there were plenty of parents that had
had children at an older age.

Tracy looked at him for a second before she chuckled softly, shook her head lightly,
and smiled warmly as she faced him. “Oh no, I’m perfectly happy.”
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“Oh well, err... alright, it’s nice to know we’re on the same page,” Aziraphale said, a
bit awkwardly. He was just relieved he hadn’t misread anything, “But, if you ever
change your mind in the future,” Aziraphale began, as he looked at her with a sweet,
loving gaze, “I would be delighted to raise a child with you.”

(There was also something to be said about the swell of happiness and relief he felt
right now as he thought about the much longer lifespan he’d given Tracy. He’d hate
to lose someone he loved so dearly due to the mayfly nature of the humans around
him.)
“Oh,” Tracy smiled and planted a quick kiss on his cheek, “You’re sweet. If I ever do,
then it’ll be adoption most likely. I don’t really see myself wanting to go through the
process. I envision myself still being happy with just you after a few centuries.”
“As do I, Madame Tracy.”

There was nothing more really to say on the subject, or rather, perhaps they both
just felt like moving on. They wanted to enjoy the peacefulness and the feeling of just
being alive without anything weighing down on their minds. Just take the time to
enjoy the moment and watch two girls play without a care in the world.

Two innocent girls that apparently decided pulling flowers out of one of the
flowerbeds was the most fun thing to do in that moment. Aziraphale gasped with a
horror that anyone who has ever experienced kids would recognise, and, therefore,
sympathise with. He handed his tea to Tracy before he opened the door, shouting
after the girls.
“Girls don’t, you mustn’t pull them out! Flowers are not for destroying!” Aziraphale
said as he ran out, leaving Tracy inside to chuckle and lightly shake her head.
No reason to bother having children for a long, long time – especially when they had
two energetic nieces to watch over now and then…
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theycallmedernhelm
theycallmeDernhelm

Rating: General audiences

Characters: Aziraphale, Crowley, Reader

Summary: A brief narrative about finding solace in two ineffable, celestial beings.

First of all, let me start by positing the idea that they will love you.

It will never be said out loud, but it will be felt; in your bones and in your heart, like a
warm, sticky glow. Like a tiny sun covered in honey, shining deep inside you. You
catch the fond look in Aziraphale’s eyes when he sets a cup of tea down in front of
you. "Now, tell me all about your day, my dear." Take a breath, it doesn’t need to be
a deep one. Let your shoulders drop, let the walls come down. This is a being you
can trust (and, deep down, you know your most ancient of fathers trusted him, too;
took the flaming sword from him at the back exit of Eden and ventured out into the
unforgiving wilderness). The tea is warm, already just the temperature you like, even
if he only poured it a few seconds ago. How does he do that?
People often talk about ‘safe spaces.’ This is the safest space there is; an old, dusty
bookshop in the heart of Soho, where books are somehow never sold and its
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proprietor never ages and there’s always something to nibble. "You wanna hear
about my day?" You say, uncertainly, and they nod eagerly, an angel and a demon
sitting on opposite ends of the world’s comfiest sofa.
You find yourself trusting them inexplicably and, soon, you’re a regular in their lives
— a returning visitor to the shop, a frequent passenger in the back seat of the
Bentley. Crowley offers to drop you off at work, at the shops, at your next social
engagement. He never reminds you to put your seatbelt on, but you catch him
glancing at you in the rear view mirror, just to make absolutely sure. There’s no limit
to the things you guys talk about. You see, you can tell them anything. Anything at
all, and they will listen. Fairly speaking, their advice is rubbish, but they love you
anyway. And all those feelings, those pesky ups and downs and dips and cracks that
make up a human life? They’re not human, but they’ll understand. They’ll know.
Aziraphale knows how to fix a hard day at work. "I’ll make you some hot cocoa. That
always used to cheer me up after a bad day." You sit with him next to the antique
gramophone and exchange stories about your shitty bosses until you both learn to
laugh it off, sides splitting.

"You know, Aziraphale and I used to lie on our work memos all the time," Crowley
interrupts, leaning on the back rest of your armchair.
Aziraphale brushes him off, "Nonsense. You lied. I omitted certain facts. And don’t
go saying things like that in front of our young friend, you’re a terrible influence!"
You join them for lunch one time and you can’t stop looking at your phone. You
count the seconds between one buzz and the next that tells you a certain someone
is messaging you back. Maybe with heart emojis. "Distracted?" Crowley says, and
you blush, expecting him to tease. He grins a sharp grin. "Oh, you’ve got it bad."
"Who’s got it bad?" says Aziraphale.

"Angel, our young friend is in love!"
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Oh yeah, they know all about the love, all right. About the falling — and this is the
only kind of falling Crowley is ready to talk about. About the uneasy giving-andtaking-and-keeping, because love’s not just a thing you fall into, it’s a thing you work
on, and sometimes it takes six thousand years ("but we’re certain you’ll figure it all
out sooner than that, love, don’t worry!"). About watching someone from afar and
hoping they will notice you and pining — oh yes, these two are experts in pining,
they’ll know. They’ll know this and all of the other emotions that get swirled up into it.
Jealousy. Worry. Admiration. Frustration. Even when your heart gets broken, they’ll
understand. You turn up at the door of the bookshop and, even before Aziraphale
opens it, he’ll know what you’re here for, and he’ll know what to do. Cup of tea. Slice
of cake. Soothing music. "I don’t know. Do I really go too fast?" you sob, and just
barely notice Aziraphale glancing at Crowley over your shoulder. There is something
in the way they look at each other then. History.
"I‘ve got a better idea," Crowley says, abruptly. "Let’s go out tonight. The three of us,
loose in London. It’ll be great!"
Well, you’ve had worse ideas.
It’s easy to talk to them. It’s easy to share everything with them, even the things
you’ve always been too embarrassed to share. It’s okay, they get it — they’ll know.
Crowley will know the rage, collecting like an electric charge beneath your skin. He’ll
know the anger, at the world and its people for being so unfair, and every complete
turn of the earth gets a little bit colder every bit of the year. They will know the
sadness, the mourning of things you’ve lost and people you used to be and people
you no longer talk to, because you don’t live for six thousand years without having to
say goodbye to some friends.

They will know some of the fear, as well. The terror of never being able to run far
enough away from what’s happened to you — Crowley will know, and he’ll see it in
the way you rip a piece of bread between your fingers to shreds, and he’ll put a hand
on your shoulder and say something like "Bread’s not much good for ducks anyway"
and turn it into a packet of grain with a wave of his hand. Handful by handful, you
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toss it into the water until the waterfowl come. Kernels sink beneath the surface. You
watch them until you forget what it was you were so afraid of. And the terror of not
being able to see too far ahead — Aziraphale will know. He recognises the doubt in
your face at the beginning of every chapter. If you quit your job, or found a new
partner, or came out, or started a new project and your whole life’s about to change.
"Everything will be fine," he assures you, and somehow, it’s not just a comforting
platitude, it’s the truth.
And the hurt? You’ll know it from the smile Crowley gives you, tight-lipped and
halfway between a grimace and a grin. He’ll know how it aches to look into the mirror
at someone you have a hard time forgiving. The ache of being denied something you
want, over and over. The ache of taking the blow of words that hurt even when, by all
accounts, they really shouldn’t — Aziraphale knows this, the ache of being called
soft and useless and ridiculous. When you come to him and those words that have
been thrown at you claw red marks into your heart, he’ll know and he’ll get it, he just
will. "Cup of tea?" You won’t say no.
Aziraphale’s hugs are snug and warm, like you knew they would be, and they are the
safest and softest thing ever. He feels like downy feathers, like velvet. Crowley’s
hugs are tight and zealous, the coils of an anaconda. He squeezes for a long time
and then lets go: "Right, that’s enough." But you could feel it; he’s very fond of you.
They both are.
You wonder how this is possible, when, after all, they’re almost strangers; at least,
they don’t know you as well as you think other people know you. You wonder how, or
why, two immortal, celestial beings would love you — and truly love you, not in the
superficial human way that barely grasps at the straws of the concept. But that’s
exactly the point, isn’t it? They would love you because you are human, and
because, let’s face it, you’re loveable. After all, one of them’s an angel, and you’ll
find that he loved you even before he even met you. And the demon? He’ll find
something about you to love; something you didn’t know you had, or something you
have a hard time loving about yourself. He won’t say anything, because that’s not his
way, not really; but don’t let that cool, aloof exterior fool you. He does.
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And you can tell them anything. Anything at all. Whatever makes you happiest, or
angriest, or most scared, or most hopeful. They’ll know. Two ageless, occult,
ethereal beings, older than time itself and yet they will know. Everything you’ve felt or
are feeling or will feel, they’ve already felt, already walked the paths you’re stumbling
along right now. So, when they reach out their hands, don’t be afraid to take them.
You need them sometimes and that’s okay. We all need a little angel, a little demon,
both at the same time, because, no matter what happens, for good or for evil, they’re
beside you. All you need to do is call out in the silence, reach out in the darkness.
And they’ll be there, because they’ll know.
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Characters: Aziraphale, Crowley
Summary: In the 1970s, when the London underworld sets its sights on Crowley’s
favourite disco, Aziraphale and Crowley go undercover to save the day. A cheesy,
over-the-top homage to disco that’s inspired by the 2020 song “When We Disco,”
this fic features both Ineffable Wives and Ineffable Husbands.

“Hello, Crowley? It’s me, Aziraphale.” The Principality’s voice was soft, almost as if
he were unsure whether he ought to be calling. Things had been a little awkward
since 1967, after all — it was nothing like 1862, but both the angel and the demon
weren’t quite sure where they stood.
“Yes, I know it’s you. What do you want?” Crowley answered snippily, though he
instantly winced at how much harsher that’d come out. Sure, being told that he went
too fast stung like hell, but that was no reason to take things out on the love of his
life. Shifting to a gentler tone, Crowley backtracked. “Sorry. What is it?”
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“Well…” Aziraphale began, gingerly, “word on the streets in Soho is that the London
underworld has its eye on that discotheque of yours that you love so much. Midnight
Fever, wasn’t it?”
“...yeah, I know,” the demon replied glumly. “And it’s just ‘disco,’ by the way. Hang on
—” he spluttered, “— h-how d’you know I like that place?”
“...I see you making your way there sometimes, you know,” the angel deadpanned.
“Anyway, aren’t you going to do something about it?”
Midnight Fever was Crowley’s favourite haunt for a reason — or, rather, several
reasons. For one, the demon had nothing but respect for humans who had a dream
and knew how to hustle. Midnight Fever’s owner wasn’t some wealthy socialite, but
an average person with a passion for music and dance. It wasn’t a tiny disco, but it
also wasn’t as spacious as the posh nightclubs where people went to see and be
seen. Rather, it was the kind of place where you could just let loose and be yourself.
Some regulars would even say that it felt like home.

Crowley knew that an independent business like this would need all the luck that it
could get to survive London’s cutthroat nightlife scene, so, through a demonic
miracle of his own, he made sure that business would remain booming, and that the
disco would become popular — but not too popular (he was a demon; he could
afford to be a little bit selfish). But Crowley had the misfortune of having his ideas
backfire on him, and this time, it was no different: word had gotten around about this
disco that was owned by a nobody, in a prime spot in Soho. Crowley should’ve
realised that it was only a matter of time until the gangs of London would come
knocking.
“Crowley? Hello? Are you still with me?”
“...yeah. Been trying to think of something. Can’t miracle the disco’s way out of this;
don’t really want to get on my lot’s radar. They’re not control freaks when it comes to
miracle usage; they don’t even check regularly. But they’re quite keen on that up-
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and-coming mobster who got the idea of taking over Midnight Fever. Hastur’s
convinced the scumbag’s gonna be capable of even more heinous schemes in just
five years,” the demon rambled.
“That puts you in a tight spot, indeed. Fortunately for you, if I were to thwart a rising
star in the London underworld — and one whom Hastur, not you, is influencing —
I’m quite sure I would receive a commendation…”
Realisation dawned on Crowley. “Are you saying…”
There was a playful lilt to Aziraphale’s tone. “...that ultimately, good will always
triumph over evil? Yes, precisely.”

“Don’t stare at me like that; you’re making me self-conscious! Am I overdressed?”
“Ngk — n-no, it’s not that, angel! Not that at all! You look g… gor…. nice. Yeah,
that’s what I said. You look nice. Dressed just right for a disco.”
Tonight, they weren’t Aziraphale and Crowley, but “Azira” and “Toni.” Regardless of
presentation, Aziraphale was generally capable of taking care of herself when
backed into a corner — when she wasn’t getting herself into trouble, at least. Still,
Crowley had insisted on tagging along. Considering how Aziraphale’s idea of
contemporary culture was about a century behind, the angel would no doubt stick out
like a sore thumb.
Being a regular, Crowley didn’t want the other patrons to recognise him, so he and
Aziraphale had agreed to present as women for this operation. With her shoulderlength, flaming-red hair hanging loose in soft curls, Crowley was dressed in a glittery,
figure-hugging mini-dress with vertical red and black stripes.
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Aziraphale, too, was rather sparkly in her gold V-neck dress with detached sleeves.
It was extremely rare for Aziraphale to present as female, and Crowley wasn’t even
sure when she last saw the angel as a woman. But the sight of Aziraphale — those
adorable blonde ringlets framing her face, her curvy figure, and her dress showing
just the tiniest hint of cleavage — was enough to remind Crowley of just how
adorable the Principality was as a woman.
The angel gave a happy wiggle. “I wouldn’t want to do it all the time — my everyday
look suits me just fine — but I do love dressing up!” Damn it! For Someone’s sake!
How could one angel be this charming? Crowley hoped that Aziraphale wouldn’t
notice how flustered she was getting. Aziraphale had been so excited to plan this
operation with the demon; one could be forgiven for surmising that the dress-up part
was what made her so eager about going undercover at the disco.

Seeing just how much the angel had poured her heart into planning this had
dissipated any hurt Crowley still felt over 1967. It was comforting to know that they
were, at least, still friends. Aziraphale had offered to swoop in to save Crowley’s
favourite disco, and in her typical, needlessly complicated style, no less. The day
they could have that picnic together was looking less like a pipe dream and more like
a promise to hang on to. And, if only Crowley were able to read her angel’s mind,
she would’ve sensed that the angel, too, was just as relieved that the tension
between them had been broken.
“C’mon, angel, let’s dazzle the stage.”

They made their way into the disco. As always, it was full of life. The centre of
activity was a dance floor illuminated by a glittering disco ball overhead and strobe
lights.
Seeing the crowd dancing as if in a frenzy — shaking their hips, shimmying, pointing
at the ceiling — was enough to make Aziraphale momentarily freeze. “Crowley, I’m
sorry to get cold feet at a time like this, but I’ve only ever done the gavotte! I’m not
used to this be-bop. I knew it; we really should’ve practiced!”
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“Shh, shh, you’ll be fine, angel,” Crowley reassured her, deigning not to correct
Aziraphale. She gave Aziraphale some comforting strokes on the back once the
angel gave her the okay; Aziraphale seemed to relax into Crowley’s touch.
“‘S not like I’m a dancing queen either, y’know. But disco is all about liberation…
being yourself and all that. That’s why the humans love disco so much. It’s not about
fixed rules; screw that. Just dance to the rhythm intuitively, and soon you’ll find your
own groove.”
“But…”
“This isn’t ballroom dancing, so no one really takes the lead. But, look, why don’t I
start, and you can just do what I do? If it makes you feel better, I’m pretty much just
gonna be making the moves up as I go along. And then, if you wanna do your own
thing, go right ahead.”
“All right, we could try that.” And with that, Crowley pulled Aziraphale towards the
dance floor. The demon began shaking her hips and swinging her arms around, and
initially, all Aziraphale could do was watch, dumbfounded and in awe. She’d
understood that these moves were fairly normal in the disco scene, but there was
something rather tantalising and sensual about seeing Crowley gyrate like that. Even
though Crowley professed to be a terrible dancer, when it came to any moves that
involved working those hips, she was a natural. She was a serpent, after all, and no
amount of presenting as human could make her forget her basic serpentine qualities.

As the previous song faded into the next one, Aziraphale reluctantly tried dancing.
She started out with small, uncertain moves, but, sure enough, after a while, she was
comfortable enough to just follow the beat. She even looked like she was starting to
enjoy herself! This time, it was Crowley’s turn to be mesmerised at how positively
angelic Aziraphale looked, dressed to the nines and glowing — not just because of
the lights around them, but because she was starting to let her hair down and enjoy
herself.
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Soon, Crowley and Aziraphale found themselves moving in sync. Neither of them
was particularly good at disco dancing, but there they were, grooving without a care
in the world…

...when the doors burst open with a loud bang, startling everyone. Some burly
gangsters forced their way into the disco, brusquely pushing their way to the dance
floor.
“Don’t mind us; just checkin’ out the vibe here,” one of them said. “Oh, just carry on.”
“About time,” Aziraphale muttered under her breath. Just as her informant had said,
tonight, some gangsters had planned to show up as a way of marking their territory
and asserting their dominance, so to speak. “It’s like a first warning of sorts,” the
source had told her. “They won’t cut to the chase just yet; they just want to show
who’s boss.”

The gangsters circled the disco. Backing away from the dance floor, patrons shrank
bank in discomfort and fear. Some made a run for the exit, while others made their
presence as inconspicuous as possible, hoping the intimidating men would just go
away. Aziraphale and Crowley still remained defiantly on the dance floor, earning the
attention of the gangsters.
“And what do we have here? Two fine young things. Why don’t you come with us,
hmm?” One leered at Crowley and grabbed her by the arm. Crowley managed to
yank herself free, but two other men made motions to snatch her up again.

Instantly, Aziraphale drew herself up. She was, after all, a Principality, and she was
not about to let these scoundrels forget it. Bringing time to a standstill so that it was
just her and Crowley facing off against the men, the angel’s voice boomed. “Don’t
you dare lay a finger on her! Leave now, rethink your sorry lives, and never bother
anyone affiliated with this nightclub again! Not its owners, not its employees, not its
patrons — not a single soul. Are we clear?”
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The gangsters nodded mutely, paralysed with fear. Aziraphale had not changed her
appearance one bit, but, despite not revealing her true form, there was something
about her countenance that struck fear in the men’s hearts. Somehow, they could
sense that she just might rain fire and brimstone on them if they did not comply. “Be
thankful that I went easy on you,” she uttered firmly. “Now, get out of my sight.” The
men left with their tails between their legs.
“I’ve always wanted to make a dramatic speech like that,” Aziraphale sighed.
“Of course you had.” Crowley shook her head fondly, as Aziraphale made sure that
Crowley was unharmed. “That was fucking hot, angel,” the demon added. More
softly, she quickly muttered a garbled mess that sounded like “thank you,” which
Aziraphale managed to catch.
Aziraphale puffed up her chest proudly. “That’ll teach them! Your beloved nightclub
is safe now. I can assure you that they won’t return for it anytime. I’ve blessed the
management for extra measure — no, the disco’s not sacred ground, you can still
dance here. You actually still can right now, if you want to, once I unfreeze time.”
Crowley shook her head. “Nah, tonight’s been enough of a wild ride. Take me back
to the bookshop?”
“Fine by me. You must be cold in that dress, dear; do have some cocoa with me
when we get back. I insist.”
“Well, lead the way, my knight in shining armour… no, lady in a shimmering dress.”
At this, Aziraphale giggled. Making their way out of the disco, the angel unfroze time
with a snap. She also made sure to erase everyone’s memories of what had just
transpired.
True to Aziraphale’s reassurance to Crowley that night, not a single gangster ever
made trouble for Midnight Fever again. But, despite Aziraphale’s best memorywiping efforts, a new urban legend was born that night: about two brave and

117

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine

beautiful guardian angels who intimidated a group of gangsters into leaving the disco
alone. Was it a mass hallucination, or did the owner make that up as a gimmick? No
one could figure out for sure, but people swore that it really happened; why, they (or
a friend of a friend) witnessed it with their very own eyes!

Sadly, all good things must come to an end, and divine (and demonic) intervention
can only last so long. While disco never quite died out in London, it undoubtedly
peaked in the 1970s — and with the changing times, Midnight Fever’s owner
decided to branch out into other endeavours. The beloved nightclub eventually shut
its doors. But, to those who were captivated by this neon-lit, haze-filled hall, it was
good while it lasted.

Sometime After Apocawasn’t
“This certainly brings back memories. What a shame we didn’t have photographs
from that night! Weren’t we lovely then, Crowley?” Not many could start reminiscing
the past over the pulsing beats of the music and the flashing lights of a disco
nightclub; most would’ve been preoccupied with dancing the night away. But then
again, Aziraphale wasn’t most people.
Crowley slipped down his sunglasses to give Aziraphale a playful wink. “Who says
we aren’t lovely now, angel?” The flashy demon eyed his angel appreciatively.
Aziraphale was wearing a cream-colored disco suit with a collared tartan dress shirt
peeking out from underneath. While it was definitely far more subdued than the
sparkly ensemble Azira donned several decades back, it was still a departure from
Aziraphale’s usual style, especially with the bell-bottoms in place of smart trousers.
But Aziraphale wasn’t the only one all decked out for the night; Crowley himself was
looking fetching in his tight burgundy shirt — unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint
of chest hair — and equally tight leather trousers. He’d even miracled back his silly
moustache for the occasion, to Aziraphale’s mock consternation.
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After the failed Apocalypse, it was just one surprise after another — surviving their
respective executions and moving forward in their relationship were just the
beginning. With new generations across the pond discovering disco, the genre
became hip again.

And so, to the delight of those who never quite got over its untimely closing, Midnight
Fever announced that it would be reopening, this time under the management of the
original owner’s children. The new owners promised to faithfully recreate the disco’s
original interiors and ambiance as much as possible, but with a brand-new addition:
a painting of the guardian angels that were said to have protected Midnight Fever
decades ago.
Tonight marked reopening night, which Crowley wouldn’t miss for the world. He
didn’t even have to ask Aziraphale — the angel had offered to join him. “For old
time’s sake, right?” Aziraphale said tenderly. “Besides, you’ve always been so
gracious, letting me drag you to countless performances and culinary journeys. Let
me return the favour.”
Aziraphale continuing his trip down memory lane broke Crowley’s reverie. “If I may
say so, frightening those gangsters was jolly good fun! They never knew what hit
them!” At the enthusiasm in the angel’s voice, Crowley made a show of rolling his
eyes. Oh, how the demon loved seeing his angel’s bastard side, and it was even
more endearing — though Crowley was loath to admit it — when his angelic and
bastard sides came together so seamlessly, like what had just happened.
“Although… I still can’t dance, let alone dance to disco,” Aziraphale huffed. “We
didn’t even get to practice before the grand reopening.”

As the DJ began playing a new song, Crowley took his angel by the hand and led
him to the dance floor. “Not a problem, angel; we’ve got all night to re-learn.”
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Characters: Aziraphale, Crowley

Summary: They say that people reveal their darkest secrets, their regrets, their
anxieties, once they realise that they have survived an almost impossible ordeal.
Aziraphale is no different. It is the night after the apocalypse and Aziraphale has a
confession to make.

It was the evening after the apocalypse, the first evening of their freedom, and
Crowley was laughing. He was laughing. His whole body was shaking with it. He
slapped his hand on his leg, gleefully stomped his foot without a care in the world.
There were tears in his eyes and he looked beautiful.

Aziraphale was mesmerised. Six thousand years of knowing Crowley and he had
just realised that he had never seen his friend laugh like this; so carefree and open.
“I can’t believe you!” Crowley heaved a breath, exhausted from laughing. “You
actually dissed hell’s interior design skills?”
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“I have standards,” Aziraphale said. “And it was absolutely dreadful there!”

The sun had long set and they were sitting side by side on their favourite bench in St
James’s Park. It was Crowley’s idea to go there in the first place. They had just
finished their celebration dinner at the Ritz when Crowley quietly asked Aziraphale if
he would accompany him to walk the streets of London, to really absorb the events
of the past few days. Aziraphale accepted. After everything that had transpired,
Aziraphale realised that he would never deny Crowley anything any more. Which
reminded him of one more thing. They had managed to avert the apocalypse and get
their head offices of their tails, but there was one more thing Aziraphale had to do.
Friends? We aren’t friends. We are an angel and a demon. We have nothing
whatsoever in common.
I don’t even like you.
There isn’t an ‘our side’, Crowley. Not any more.
It’s over.
“Crowley,” Aziraphale said, straightening up. Crowley sobered up and tilted his head,
a questioning look on his face.
“What is it, angel?”
“I –” Aziraphale faltered and fidgeted his hands. “Do you remember a few days ago,
at the bandstand?”
“What? I do, yeah,” Crowley said. “What’s wrong?”
“Remember when I said that –”
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“Hey,” Crowley interrupted him, eyebrows scrunched up in concern. “We were both
stressed that night. We can just forget about it.”
“I don’t think we should do that,” Aziraphale said. “I think – no, I know I owe you an
apology.”
“Aziraphale –”
“No, Crowley. Would you let me talk?”

Crowley stared at him for a few moments and slowly nodded. Aziraphale took a deep
breath.
Aziraphale faced the landscape in front of him. The park wasn’t crowded, a few latenight joggers and couples on dates. The pond was serene and calm, the waterfowl
having retired to rest after a day of munching on bread. Through the leaves of the
park’s trees, Aziraphale could see the twinkle of the light of the city, skyscrapers
reaching the darkening sky. For a moment, he thought of gratefulness; gratefulness
for the lives saved, for this evening sitting in a park with his oldest friend, for this
chance to make things right with Crowley.
“I know we don’t really want to talk about the Fall,” Aziraphale starts. “But I know that
I keep on bringing it up, you being a demon and me being an angel. Us being
different from each other. I can’t believe it took me an entire apocalypse to realise
that yes, you’re right. We’re not that different from each other. That stunt we pulled
against Heaven and Hell was enough proof of that. For millennia, I kept on denying
you, denying our friendship,” he turned to look at Crowley. “You’re my best friend,
Crowley. I think you deserve to hear that from me. And, I’m sorry.”
“You’re my best friend, too, Aziraphale,” Crowley said, and, for once, Aziraphale
hated those glasses that were obscuring him seeing Crowley’s eyes. “Also, it’s okay.
You don’t need to apologise.”
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“No, Crowley,” Aziraphale said with conviction, “I made you feel like you don’t
deserve forgiveness. Actually, also, heaven made you feel like you don’t deserve
forgiveness. But you do. Crowley, you’re the most amazing person I’ve ever met and
you deserve every good thing this earth can offer.”
“Aziraphale,” Crowley reached out and cradled Aziraphale’s shaking hands with his
own. He didn’t realise that his hands were also shaking. “What’s going on? Why are
you suddenly saying these things?”

Aziraphale paused. Why was he saying these? Was it out of fear? Out of pity? Out of
obligation?
“Because,” Aziraphale said. “I have to. I hurt you, Crowley.”
Crowley sighed and released Aziraphale’s hands. He leaned back to rest on the
back of the bench. “I’m gonna be honest, Aziraphale. Yes, I did get hurt. But that
doesn’t change the fact that you’re my best friend and I care about you.”
“I care about you too,” Aziraphale said, copying Crowley’s position. “It’s – I guess I’m
not that good at actually saying what I feel. When it comes to you.”
Crowley turned to look at Aziraphale. “Why? It’s just me.”
“That’s just it,” Aziraphale’s raised his voice. “You’re you.”
He could feel Crowley’s eyes on him, but he didn’t want to look at him. Aziraphale
fixed his gaze on the ground, mind whirling with emotion. He was used to running
away, used to denying his feelings, used to relying on Heaven for everything. But
things were going to be different; they were already different. And he needed to
learn. But how?

Suddenly, Aziraphale felt an arm wrap around his waist. He let out a small gasp
when he felt a head on his shoulder.
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“Crowley?” Aziraphale said, wide-eyed, as he turned to Crowley, but all he saw was
his messy red hair.
“It’s called a hug, angel,” he heard Crowley mumble. “It’s what friends do when one
is upset.”
“Okay,” Aziraphale didn’t exactly relax. In all of his years on Earth, he had never
been this physically close to someone. It was a foreign feeling, but, as Crowley
sighed and burrowed his cheek into Aziraphale’s shoulder, it was not a bad thing.
“Listen,” Crowley said. “I’m also not that good at this whole communication thing. So
that makes both of us, I guess. But, maybe, we could learn together.”
Aziraphale smiled. “We’ve got forever to practice, anyways.”
“Yeah,” Aziraphale could hear the smile in Crowley’s voice. “Forever.”

Aziraphale knew they still had more to talk about. More things to figure out. He knew
it wasn’t going to be easy. But it was their first step in freedom. And Crowley was
right. They were going to learn together. Like they’d always done.
“Enough sappy stuff for one night, angel,” Crowley sat up, and there it was again.
That beautiful smile of his. “Let’s go back to your place for more wine?”
“Of course, dear. Anything you want.”
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Rating: General audiences

Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley, Hastur/ Ligur (human AU)

Summary: Tired of her friend AJ taking up her couch and drinking her wine and
beer, Anathema decides to set them up for a blind date. Unbeknownst to her, her
boyfriend Newton is doing the same thing for his old friend and sometimes boss
Avery. Unfortunately, not everything goes quite as planned. (Ex-partner left
unidentified on purpose. The reader gets to decide who the ex-partner is.)

Based on the prompt by how-about-always on Tumblr submitted to otppromps:
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Chapter 01

"Seriously, AJ, this will be good for you!"

The tall and skinny person currently sulking in her living room just mumbled into their
coffee. They would have preferred even the piss tasting beer the young American
had in her fridge, but she had cut them off and forced the mug into their hands after
they darn near drank an entire bottle of wine.

The need to get ridiculously wasted was caused by, among other things, a stressful
encounter with their ex-partner. The jerk just appeared out of nowhere after years of
not speaking to each other, claiming that he still loved them and that he wanted them
back. After much yelling, he finally admitted that he was in deep trouble and that he
needed them to pretend to still be his partner to convince those "problems" to leave
him alone. Of course, their answer was no, and when the jerk finally gave up on the
door and left, AJ decided to take up temporary residence on Anathema's couch.

"And how exactly would going out on a date with someone I don't know be good for
me? If whoever you're thinking about turns out to be a serial killer, then it definitely
wouldn't be good for me."

Anathema rolled her eyes.

"Do you really think that I would set you up with a serial killer? How long have you
known me? I know how to read people."

This was true. She had a pretty frightening penchant for figuring out a person's
intentions just by looking at them. She claimed that she could see people's auras. It
got her the nickname "The Witch" during college where she met AJ. Now, she
worked helping the local community with natural remedies and the occasional
sensible advice.

128

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine

AJ met her during a general botany class. They hit it off right away, even if their
interest in botany came from different places. While Anathema's goal was to learn
medicinal botany, AJ was more into horticulture. They were the envy of the class as
it seemed that they could bring back to life even the most damaged plant. It was as if
the plants could talk to them, tell them what was wrong and how to fix it. Other
students claimed that whenever AJ was near a plant, it would move towards them as
if it were magnetized.

AJ had brought Anathema a handful of medicinal herbs they had grown in their
garden, a routine that was so engraved into their relationship that even in distress,
AJ had carefully cut the stems and gently wrapped them in a humid cloth without
even thinking of doing it.

Anathema was examining said herbs while she waited for AJ to consider her
suggestion. They were taking careful sips from the mug. It had been a while since
they even attempted to talk to someone new, let alone go on a date. The encounter
with their ex made them realize that they were in fact kinda lonely. They had made a
few interesting acquaintances through Anathema and her boyfriend, but not for long
enough to consider dating anyone. They gave a great sigh.

"Alright, I allow it. I'll let you set me up on a blind date."

Anathema already had the most annoyingly smug smile on her face, they needed to
remedy that.

"On one condition."

They watched with a measure of satisfaction how her smile went down like a lead
balloon.

"If I don't return in the three hours this is supposed to take, call the police."

"I'm not setting you up with a serial killer, AJ!"
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They ducked just in time just as one of the cushions used on the dining chairs flew
towards their head.

A young man sat in an old bookshop, handwriting labels and price tags. He was parttiming for the owner who was also an old friend. He was tall and a bit clumsy, as
pure hearted as they came, and his name was Newton.

The bookshop owner looked like his exact opposite. While not on the short side, he
was definitely shorter than Newton. He was a bit plump, but still stronger than he
looked, for he carried books in his arms all day. He was also younger than he
looked. Avery Zacharias Fell had the exact appearance one would get when
picturing a bookseller from the late 19th century, and he preferred it that way.

"Afternoon, Newton! Would you like to accompany me for some tea?"

"Afternoon, sir! Of course, if it's no trouble. What if a customer comes in?"

"No trouble at all, my dear chap! Today's been rather slow. I don't believe a
customer will come through those doors just because you got up from your seat."

Chuckling to himself, Avery went into the tiny kitchenette hidden away at the back of
the shop to put the kettle on. Newton was the only person he shared his tea and
biscuits with. He did have some acquaintances, but mostly it was people who he did
business with.

He hadn't had any personal relationships with anyone other than Newton and his
girlfriend Anathema for a long while, and even though he was an introverted loner,
he sometimes felt that he wanted something more. He cut ties with his family long
ago when he came out as queer, only keeping contact with his mother when neither
of them were busy with work. She was the only one from his family he could talk to
without feeling like he was being judged harshly.
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"Mr. Fell?"

"Oh, honestly Newton, we've known each other for years!"

"Sorry, Avery. Um, I was wondering how you were doing."

"Why do you ask?"

"Well, it wasn't on purpose, but I saw you staring off into space while reorganizing
the books earlier. You seemed sad about something."

Avery paused. It's true that he was feeling more down than usual, but he didn't
expect Newton to pick up on it so quickly. He always forgot how perceptive he was.

"To tell you the truth, I am feeling a bit lonely. Not that I don't appreciate your
company, my dear, but I guess I'm craving something like what you and Anathema
have."

Newton nodded slowly, intimately aware at how similar he had felt before he had the
fortune of meeting the love of his life.

"Would you be up for blind dating? Even if it doesn't end in anything, you might enjoy
the company of someone new."

Avery had no idea what blind dating was, and it showed clearly on his face.

"Uh, blind dating is when you get set up with someone you have never met before to
get to know them. If it goes well, you can go on more dates, and if not, you can
decide if you want to keep in touch with the other person."

It was an idea for sure, although he felt that it could be a bit dangerous. His worry
was quelled once Newton assured him that he knew just the person to introduce to
him and that they weren't dangerous at all.
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And with that, both AJ and Avery had dates for the evening.

Chapter 02

Avery was nervously walking towards the cinema to meet his blind date, stopping
every time he came upon a shop window to adjust his outfit. He had decided to forgo
his usual 18th century type clothing for some smart cream slacks, a white buttondown shirt (sleeves rolled up) under a muted blue knitted vest. He fixed his curls as
much as he could, but they refused to stay in the careful style he had tried to tame
them into, going back to looking as if he had a fluffy blond cloud on his head.

He had stopped in front of a restaurant to once again fidget with his shirt, when a
honk startled him. A beautiful antique car had parked in front of him and the window
rolled down to show a person who looked faintly familiar.

"Hi! You're looking pretty nervous. Are you here for a blind date?"

Avery squinted his eyes, wondering if the redhead was the date Newton had set up
for him.
"I…. Yes. Were you set up too?"

"Yup."

From what he could see, the person in the car was very good looking. Completely
androgynous in appearance, they had long curly red hair, high cheekbones and an
angular face. He unfortunately could not make out their outfit.

"I guess I should see if I can finally find a parking space in this hellscape. I'll join you
shortly, angel."
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And with that, the beautiful person drove off. Avery was too shocked about the
sudden nickname that he completely forgot that the date was supposed to be at the
theatre.

On the other side of town, Darrel Hastur had been making his way towards the
cinema when he was suddenly side-tracked by the loveliest man he had ever seen.

Said man was slightly shorter than him, dark skinned with a defined jaw and eyes so
light they seemed to change colours depending on the illumination.

He himself felt that he was decently attractive, but this guy standing in front of him
was another level. Darrel was the complete opposite, tall with a light complexion,
dark eyes and hair so blond it was nearly white. He attempted to speak, croaked
instead, cleared his throat while cursing his nicotine addiction, and tried again.

"You alright? I bumped into you pretty hard there."

And effectively, neither of them had been looking where they were going and quite
literally ran into each other. Darrel managed to stay on his feet, but the poor beautiful
man had fallen to the ground.

"Yes, thank you. I'm okay. Nothing broken."

He gave a charming smile.

"I'm Richard, by the way, Richard Ligur. And you?"

Darrel shook his hand.

"Darrel Hastur. Where were you headed with such a hurry?"

133

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine

"I could ask you the same thing. I was asked by a friend to go on a blind date for one
of their other friends. I had been thinking of putting myself in the market, as the
saying goes."

"Well, that's a funny coincidence. I was on my way to a blind date too. I got some
cinema tickets. Would you like to come with me?"

Meanwhile at the restaurant, Avery was trying very hard to not let his eyes wander
over to his companion too much. He was failing spectacularly, although he didn't
realize it.

AJ however had noticed, and was in turn trying very hard to not preen over the
attention. They knew they had picked the correct outfit for the evening: black slacks,
burgundy silk blouse under a lovely dark suit jacket (unbuttoned), and heels that
matched the blouse. The accessories were chosen to stand out: silver necklace with
an elaborate snake pendant, matching earrings, and an expensive watch. The look
was finished off with a stylish pair of Valentino sunglasses.

Avery had been confused and slightly concerned about them, but AJ quickly
explained that they had Colomba, a condition of the eye that in addition to making
the pupil look like it was dripping out, it caused light sensitivity. The sunglasses
protected their eyes as well as kept people from gawking at them.

Avery was very interested in the topic and decided to check if he could find books on
the matter, which is how AJ finally recognized where they knew him from.

"You're the bookseller! I knew I had seen you somewhere! You gave Newt his part
time job."

"You know Newton?"
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"Yes! His girlfriend, Anathema, is my best friend! I think we met some years ago, at a
party? We didn't get to talk much, though. It's a shame because at that time I had
thought you were really cute."

Avery blushed sweetly and turned his attention back to his plate.

"Small world, I guess. Were you set up by Anathema then?"

A snort, "Yeah. I have to admit I was worried about the whole 'blind' part of the
event, didn't know if I would become the target of some kidnapper."

"A very valid worry. I was also a bit wary myself. I don't like to socialise that much, so
going out without knowing what to expect was nerve wracking to me. I'm glad we
actually do know each other, even if it's just our faces."

"Oh, yes! Wow, I'm so sorry! We haven't even introduced ourselves, have we? I'm
AJ Crowley, pronouns They/Them. I'm a horticulturist with a large garden. I provide
my community with fresh produce and herbs, free of charge. All I ask is for the kids
to stay in school and gain their knowledge, you know?"

Avery shook the offered hand, utterly fascinated by AJ's selfless attitude towards his
garden.

"Ah, I'm Avery Zacharias Fell, pronouns He/Him. As you may know already, I'm the
owner of the AZ Fell Bookshop where I repair and resell antique and rare works of
literature. Although Newton would disagree on the 'reselling' part."

He chuckled nervously. AJ thought it was adorable. Avery was adorable. Just like an
angel.

"By the way, I'm sorry about that nickname earlier. You just looked pretty bright
under the streetlights, and your hair kinda forms a halo around your head. The first
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thing that came to my mind was 'He looks like an angel who came down to bless the
Earth'. If I was too forward, I apologise."

"Oh, it was no trouble at all! You just took me by surprise. I have never been called
by a nickname before."

"Really? So I gave you your first nickname, angel? Well, I'm honoured."

AJ pushed their sunglasses down their nose for a short while and Avery was greeted
by a lovely amber coloured eye winking suavely at him before disappearing behind
dark glass again.

Avery resisted the urge to giggle like a schoolgirl, as he was definitely not a
schoolgirl. But he sure felt like it. A blushing schoolgirl, even though he was in his
early forties. He fought his blush and took another sip of wine.

"So, what made you accept going out on a date?"

AJ took another sip of their own wine while they mulled it over.

"My toxic ex came around to beg me to return to him even though we haven't even
spoken in years. Turns out the jerk had made some terrible dealings with equally
terrible people, and was seeking for a place to hide. He expected me to let him live
with me until they stopped searching for him, but of course I told him no. I was
already feeling bummed out because I felt like something was missing in my life, and
he goes barging in trying to get back into it. Anathema was the one who told me to
give dating a chance again since it's been so long."

Avery made a low noise of understanding.

"Newton had gotten worried because I've been looking melancholy lately according
to him. Same reason as you, I felt lonely and a tiny bit jealous of his relationship with
Anathema. I had never done anything like this yet, so it was daunting. I'm glad that

136

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine

we actually did know about one another previously. I don't know if I would still be
sitting here at this table if you were a complete stranger."

"Does that mean that we can have a second date? Of course, we could still extend
this one, but I'm a bit dumb and told Anathema that if I didn't return in three hours to
call the police, so…."

This time Avery did not manage to hide the giggle.

"Of course, my dear boy. It's a date!"
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Aethelflaed
Aethelflaed

Rating: Teen and Up

Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley

Content Warning: Depression, language

Summary: Sometimes, the moods take him, and Crowley can feel nothing but the
crushing disappointment of his own failures. Sometimes, he sinks so deep into
darkness and depression, he can no longer see a way out. In those times,
Aziraphale is there for him.

Crowley slumped on the sofa, glaring at his mobile. They got him sometimes, the
moods, the general hatred of the world, disgust at humanity being so... human,
really, making a mess of their own lives. He scrolled through news feeds and
updates, looking at corrupt politicians – greedy billionaires – pollution –
environmental destruction – poverty – warfare.
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The usual blend. Normally, he revelled in this, dove headfirst into the thick of it.
Focus on the little stuff, ignore the big picture. Build a bit of chaos, see who chose to
add to the evil in the world and who chose to do good. It was fun, it was exhilarating,
it made him feel alive.

Not today. He felt the opposite of alive. Everything just...fell on him. Numb. Pointless.
What the Heaven was he even trying to do in this world?

Five years ago, he and Aziraphale had walked out of the Ritz, free of their sides, with
a whole new eternity stretched before them. Things would be different, he’d decided.

No more hail Satans, no more lurking in the shadows, no more pointless temptations
assigned by superiors whose ideas of evil were about as well-developed as their
thoughts on hygiene.

Crowley was going to make a difference. He was going to make the world better. Not
‘more orderly and pristine,’ the way Heaven sought, not ‘more full of empty
pleasures’ as Hell claimed to want. A world where humans could live their lives free
of some meaningless Plan, pulled up or laid low by their own choices. And who
better to pull it off than the demon that had spent six thousand years learning what
made everything tick?

It was a stupid plan. He knew that now; probably knew it at the time, but the
champagne had been good and Aziraphale had been smiling, and when the angel
had asked what are you in the mood for next…
Well. He’d thought he could do anything.

But here he was. Five years later. What the Heaven had he done? Started a few
fights in YouTube comments? Played a prank with the village electrical grid? Thrown
a tomato at a bigoted arsehole that probably just went and said the same bigoted
shit on the other side of the park?
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Crowley hadn’t accomplished a single blessed thing. And now he couldn’t even
blame his bungling superiors or some Ineffable Plan. The failure rested, as it always
had really, squarely on him: a demon so inept he couldn’t even make trouble
properly.
“Darling, what’s wrong?” Aziraphale appeared, framed in the kitchen door of their
eclectic cottage, a mug of something steaming in each hand.
“Nothing. The usual. Stupid humans, doing pointless shit. What else is new?”
“Not that.” Aziraphale padded softly across the plush carpet to settle on the sofa
beside him. “You. What’s wrong with you?”
“Nh. I’m fine. M’always fine. Why wouldn’t I be?”
“Look at you.” He set the mugs of cocoa on the coffee table and placed a hand under
Crowley’s chin, tipping his face away from the mobile screen. “I know that
expression. Glowering and cold.”
“There’s nothing – this is my usual expression, angel. I’m always...scowly.”
“Nonsense,” he tutted, sliding a little closer. “I know when you’re really upset. The
Spanish Inquisition. The French Revolution. Rome.” Aziraphale’s fingers slid across
Crowley’s shoulders, until his arm held the demon in a warm embrace. “I saw you
like this then, face like you were trying to set the tavern on fire with your mind. And
you know what I thought?”
“Probably, oh, shit, it’s that loser again.”
“Never.” He tugged Crowley’s head towards him and pressed a kiss against his
temple. “I thought, oh, what has become of my lovely, clever friend?”
“Did not. Lying bastard.”
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“What could have the great, marvellous Crowley so upset?” His lips found their way
to Crowley’s sigil and kissed there as well.
“I know you didn’t think of me like that.”
“Why wouldn’t I?” Another kiss against his cheek. “Why wouldn’t I admire someone
like you?” He reached Crowley’s lips and kissed them, just at the corner, gently,
carefully.
“’Cause I’m worthless. Just a – a stupid screw-up of a demon. I’m fucking useless,
and you’d probably be happier if I just – just – just left you alone.”
“Don’t say that,” Aziraphale said, softly this time, but there was no hiding the note of
pain.
Good going, genius, now you’ve made him upset. He’s going to realise he hates you,
too. “Why shouldn’t I? It’s true. I’m a wretched – a blithering – all I do is – is ruin
things. It’s all I’m good at! If I wasn’t here, you could just—”
“How dare you?” Aziraphale’s voice remained soft, but now filled with a fervent heat.
“What?”
“I said – how dare you?” Aziraphale swung his leg and pulled himself to sit in
Crowley’s lap, pressing the demon’s shoulders deep into the back of the sofa with
arms as strong as they were gentle. His lips grabbed Crowley’s, almost forcefully,
kissing him again and again. “How dare you,” a kiss to the jaw, “say that,” another,
slightly further back, “about someone,” one more trailing towards his ear, “I love?”
“Aziraphale, I know what you’re trying to do—”
“Do you?” Aziraphale buried his hand in Crowley’s hair, pulling it just enough to tip
his head back, exposing his throat. More kisses followed that line down. “How dare –
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you insult – the being – I swore – to spend – eternity – with?” And back up the other
side. “What gives you – the right – to say – such – truly – awful – things – about
him?”
“I mean...he’s me. I think I know?”
“You don’t know a damned thing, then.” He reached Crowley’s lips again, and his
hands grasped either side of the demon’s head, holding him in place, so he couldn’t
move, couldn’t do anything but take every bit of passion that poured into him, filling
him to overflowing. His mobile phone tumbled from his fingers, sliding forgotten
between the cushions. “After all this time – all these years,” more kisses, up the
other side of his jaw, burning into him, “you still have no idea!”
“What’re you—” Crowley started, only to be pushed back against the sofa again.
“My dear – my darling – my love,” on the last kiss, Aziraphale reached his ear,
nibbled it, and then leaned close to whisper, “You are... everything to me. My light,
my guiding star. I would be lost without you, I would be alone, I would be, Lord help
me, still in Heaven. But you... my Crowley... you saved me. You brought me here, to
our home. You made me feel like I mattered. So please, if you love me, don’t say
such things. Don’t leave. Or I’ll be lost, too.”
Crowley didn’t know when the tears had started, but they ran down his face, faster
every second, and, when Aziraphale pulled back, his cheeks were wet with them,
too. “Angel…”
“I wish I – I could find the words...help you see how wonderful and important and
breath-taking you are. I don’t even know where to begin.”
Crowley’s arms rose and pulled Aziraphale against him, and all of that angelic
strength melted into teddy-bear softness.
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Crowley found Aziraphale’s lips and kissed them, again and again, trying to express
the feelings trapped under the all-encompassing numbness that hung over him. “I’m
sorry, Angel. I didn’t... I wouldn’t...”
“I know. I know.” Between passionate kisses. “I know.”
“I just... I can’t... I can’t do it.” A sob escaped him. “I just... can’t help the way I feel
sometimes.” He tipped his head down, pressing his forehead against Aziraphale’s. “I
want to be strong for you, I do, but I’m not. I’m not.”
“Darling, you don’t always have to be.” Warm hands cupped Crowley’s face, wiping
away the tears. “But please, please don’t say I’m better off without you. That isn’t...
that will never be true.”
“You won’t want to be around me like this. I’m just…”
“I never want to be anywhere else.” Aziraphale leaned in, kissed him gently, on the
lips, then on each eyelid. “Please, tell me what’s wrong. Let me help.”
“Nrrrrr... I don’t know!” Now Aziraphale would see how truly stupid he was. “Nothing’s
wrong. I just... I’m miserable for no reason, and I don’t know how to make it stop! Are
you happy now?”
“Oh, Crowley.” Aziraphale shook his head, eyes still wet. “Lie down.”
“Ngk.” Crowley blinked. “What…”
“Darling, don’t make me repeat myself. Lie down.”

Aziraphale rose onto his knees as Crowley stretched across the sofa, then lowered
himself, settling across awkward limbs and gangly body, covering Crowley like a
warm, heavy, soft blanket. “Is this better?” he asked, pressing a kiss to Crowley’s
neck.

144

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine
“Mmmmmh,” Crowley grudgingly admitted.
“Good. I don’t know how to make it stop, but I will be with you until this mood
passes.” He rested his head against Crowley’s chest, settling down until the demon
could feel their hearts beating together, one strong and perfect, one broken and
damaged, pounding together in beautiful harmony.
Crowley closed his eyes, tipped back his head, soaking it all in. “M’glad you’re here,
angel.”
“As am I, my wonderful friend. As am I.”
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Atalan
Atalan

Rating: Teen and Up

Pairing: Aziraphale/Crowley

Summary: AU. Not long after the start of the Arrangement, Aziraphale Falls, and
Crowley does the only thing he can think of to protect him from the rest of Hell.

At first, Crowley was only vaguely aware that something was going on in the halls of
Hell. The last couple of Crusades had generated so much paperwork that he’d been
forced to come down and do it in person, crammed into a crappy little damp room
with a wobbly chair and a desk that was too small to hold all the files comfortably. It
wasn’t even his space: he didn’t rate high enough for that. The usual occupant
seemed to have a thing for carved ivory reliefs of the various tortures invented by
humanity. Amusingly, they’d apparently mistaken what looked like a committee
meeting as something appropriate for the collection. Well, Crowley assumed it was a
mistake. Perhaps he had more in common with his unknown fellow demon than he’d
thought.

What finally caught his attention was someone excitedly repeating the word angel in
the corridor outside. Crowley was always fairly attuned to that particular word, for
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reasons he didn’t care to examine too closely, and he paused in the middle of his
report, frowning.

He stuck his head out into the corridor.
“What was that?”

The three gossiping demons shot him a variety of suspicious looks, but Crowley put
on his best inquisitive, harmless expression, and the one who’d been talking couldn’t
resist the urge to share the latest news again.
“They’re saying there’s been an angel cast out of Heaven,” said the demon gleefully.
“Properly Fallen and everything!”
“You sure?” Crowley asked doubtfully. “It’s been millennia since anyone Fell.
Thought Heaven wasn’t doing that any more?”
“Yeah, well, this one must’ve really fucked up,” said the demon. “Heard he was
stationed on Earth or something, maybe he –”
Crowley didn’t hear the rest of the speculation over the sudden, terrible roaring that
had filled his ears.
There was only one angel who remained permanently on Earth, and Crowley hadn’t
seen him in a couple of decades. The Crusades had apparently been keeping him
just as busy. But it couldn’t… it couldn’t be. It must be some other angel, surely. The
demons hardly had any idea of what went on up on Earth. They probably thought
anyone who dropped in for an assignment was ‘stationed’ there.
That had to be it. Because the idea that Aziraphale might have Fallen… that Heaven
might have found a reason to cast him out… that Heaven might have found one very
specific reason to cast him out, one that had to do with the blessing Crowley had
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done in Milan at the end of the previous century, and the temptation Aziraphale had
performed in payback shortly afterwards…
It was the very first time he’d persuaded Aziraphale to exchange favours like that,
the first time Aziraphale had agreed to consider some sort of arrangement between
them. Surely… surely they hadn’t been caught so easily? Surely all Crowley’s
reassurances that no-one was watching hadn’t been empty…?

He was barely aware of pushing past the gaggle of demons and taking off at a run.
Hell’s décor was currently in the style of a huge stone castle of the sort favoured by
the various warring European factions. Crowley raced along ominous corridors with
flickering, smoky torches, down two flights of narrow spiral stairs that threatened to
break his metaphorical neck for a misstep, and past a tapestry that always turned his
stomach a bit when he had to look at it.

There was a throne room, of course, where Satan presumably Brooded on the Fate
of Man or, quite possibly, was taking an extended multi-millennia nap. No-one ever
went in there. The actual decisions were made in the big, damp, draughty hall where
Beelzebub liked to sit on a red-hot iron throne and sign her paperwork with a glowing
brand pulled from the fire.

It was packed, the crowd overflowing into the corridor outside, jostling to see what
was going on. Impossible to get through, unless perhaps you had once been a
snake, and still retained a certain slithery way of moving through tight spaces.
Demons didn’t pray, of course. It would be counterproductive and frankly humiliating.
Nonetheless, a constant stream of pleas and denial roared through Crowley’s head
as he wriggled towards the front of the crowd. Not him, come on, not him, You
couldn’t do that to him, You wouldn’t, it wouldn’t be fair, it wouldn’t be right –

He elbowed past a pair of succubi and caught a glimpse of cloud-white curls that
were painfully, preciously familiar. His not-prayer cut off mid-word, his head ringing
with accusatory silence.
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Aziraphale was kneeling on the cold flagstone floor, not in supplication, but slumped
like he was barely able to keep himself from collapsing. He was dressed much as
Crowley had last seen him, his pale surcoat and hooded cape half a century out of
fashion but eerily reminiscent of the white robes he’d worn in Eden. There wasn’t a
mark on him, not a stain or a spot of dirt. He looked desperately out of place in the
dingy halls of Hell.

The demons closest to him were jeering and jibing, taunting and threatening him.
How different, Crowley thought bitterly, from how it had been when the Watchers had
Fallen before the Flood. They’d been slapped on the back and welcomed as family.
But that had been so soon after the beginning of the world, before millennia of
mutual disdain had settled in between angels and demons...

Maybe it would have been different if Aziraphale had been able to hold his head
high, had walked into Hell with defiant pride. Or maybe that would have just driven
them to take him down a peg with even more urgency.

Beelzebub was reading from a long scroll. Most of it was on the floor already, just the
last few inches in her charcoal-stained hands. Crowley could barely hear her over
the crowd, but he got the gist. It was the standard employment contract, the one
they’d all signed back in the Beginning, the one that made them Hell’s property for all
eternity (but did at least guarantee overtime pay). Theoretically, Aziraphale didn’t
have to accept, but given that the alternative was for the hordes of jeering demons to
tear him to pieces, feed the pieces to the hellhounds, and grind up whatever was left
into its component atoms, one might reasonably argue that there was very little
choice at all.
There was a lot in there about seniority, and earning one’s place through merit. It
had been one of Lucifer’s strongest arguments, that the fixed hierarchy of Heaven
was unfair. He’d promised a realm where anyone could be anything, as long as they
had the talent for it. Mostly, the talent in question had turned out to be who was the
most effective backstabber, the most skilled at violently eliminating rivals.
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Aziraphale would be at the very bottom of Hell’s hierarchy, thousands of years
behind everyone else. The other demons would use and abuse him, make him their
whipping boy and keep him down here to casually torture for the rest of time.

Unless someone gave them a reason to leave him alone.

Crowley shoved his way clear of the crowd just as Beelzebub was putting down the
scroll. He managed to turn his stagger into swagger, strolling forward like he owned
the place. Beelzebub scowled at him.
“What do you want, Crowley?”
Aziraphale’s head came up as Crowley circled around him. He didn’t look any
different yet. It was possible he wouldn’t change very much at all. Not all demons
had animal aspects, and not all of them rejected their former angelic appearance.
Crowley found himself hoping, selfishly, that Aziraphale would want to stay how he
was, even as he knew deep down that it wouldn’t matter, that if Aziraphale chose a
radically different corporation and aspect, Crowley would accept it in a heartbeat.

Aziraphale looked less upset than Crowley might have expected. Tired, perhaps.
Defeated. Resigned. But not as heartbroken or as hurt as Crowley had feared. He
looked up at Crowley without much change in expression, and Crowley’s heart
twisted at the lack of acknowledgement. He looked away. He couldn’t watch
Aziraphale’s reaction to what he was about to do.
“I’m here to claim what’s mine,” Crowley said. Somehow, Satan knew how, his voice
came out loud and confident and smooth. He forced a grin for the crowd, pushed it
as far into a leer as he could manage. “Specifically, my angel. He Fell because of
me. Been working on it for centuries. I think it’s only fair I get to do what I want with
him now.”
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There was an explosion of surprise and disbelief, a roar of excited chatter amongst
the crowd. Crowley turned back to Beelzebub, smirking. The Prince of Hell was
giving him a profoundly sceptical look.
“You what?”
“Corrupted him, didn’t I?” Crowley replied. The hair on the back of his neck prickled
as if he could feel Aziraphale’s eyes on him. “Tempted him, with all the pleasures of
the world, and then when he let down his guard, I made him doubt. Made him
wonder if it really mattered if he did the Work of the Lord. Made him think maybe the
odd vice here and there wasn’t that big a deal.”
“That hardly soundzz like something worth Falling for,” Beelzebub retorted, eyes
narrowed.
“It’s attrition,” Crowley said, waving his hand airily. He was desperate to turn around
and look at Aziraphale, and terrified at the same time of what he would see on his
face if he did. “Little bit here, little bit there, like a landslide. Slowly piling up the sin
until the whole thing collapses. My finest work, if I do say so myself.”
“That does match the severance notice from Up There,” Dagon put in from
Beelzebub’s elbow. She had no love for Crowley, but she was at least a stickler for
accuracy and detail. “Said he’d gone rotten from the inside, might as well have been
a demon for years.”

Crowley felt sick. He felt sicker when he heard a soft, choked noise from behind him.
“You said you were my friend,” Aziraphale whispered.

Crowley nearly cracked then. Nearly gave up the whole thing. Thought about
dropping to his knees, and throwing his arms around Aziraphale, and weeping as the
watching demons set upon them both.
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Instead, he made a leisurely turn to look down at the angel – former angel – whose
face had gone slack with horror, whose eyes were wide and shocked, and put on the
best performance of his demonic career.
“Well, yeah,” Crowley sneered. “That’s what I said. And you believed me. You
actually believed me!”

Aziraphale held his gaze for what felt like eternity. Then, all at once, his face
crumpled and he sagged forward, barely catching himself with his hands on the cold
stone floor. His fingertips were stained with ink, Crowley saw with a shock, dark
outlines around his usually perfect nails. Aziraphale made a quiet, desolate sound of
despair, and his shoulders shook with silent sobs.

The crowd went wild. Hooting, jeering, screaming with delight. Not one of them
doubted Crowley’s story, and even though most of them must be seething with
jealousy, they couldn’t contain their sadistic admiration for such a complete and
perfect betrayal.

When he turned back to Beelzebub, she was looking at him with a new respect.
Crowley wanted to sink through the floor. He’d always managed a certain amount of
status with the leadership, won plenty of commendations (often entirely undeserved),
given the impression he was a hard-working and up-and-coming demon without
actually doing much to justify it, but Beelzebub had always partly seen through him.
She couldn’t argue with his results, but she’d always seemed to know his
commitment to Hell was half-hearted.

Now, she looked like she was actually reconsidering that opinion.
“And what izz it you want, exzzactly?” Beelzebub asked, leaning forward in her
throne. “A promotion? I won’t argue. You could make Duke for this, corner office and
everything.”
Crowley couldn’t imagine a worse punishment.
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“Nah,” he said, with what he hoped was studied indifference, “I’m doing my best work
up on Earth. But I could do with a hand. Not with the big stuff, ‘course, got that all
covered, but someone to do my paperwork, run my errands, shine my shoes, you
know…”
“You want him azz your lackey,” Beelzebub said with a raised eyebrow. “A brandnew demon, with no skillzz, who hates your guts.”
“I want to watch him forced to be complicit in everything he tried to thwart,” Crowley
replied, low and grim. He hoped it came out the way he intended, like he’d been
nursing a deep disgust towards Aziraphale for millennia, like he wanted to wring out
every last drop of pleasure from his enemy’s humiliation. The words almost stuck in
his throat, but he forced them out. “I want to watch him serve the person who
destroyed him.”
“It’s irregular,” Dagon put in, but she couldn’t hide how much the idea appealed to
her. “Outside the usual reporting structure. Could do it, though.” She shot Crowley a
sharp look. “You’d be responsible for him. He messes up, it’s on you.”
“Seems reasonable.”
“And he’d have to accept the amended contract, of course,” Beelzebub said.

She gestured at Crowley to step aside so she could see Aziraphale. Crowley
reluctantly obeyed. He couldn’t help glancing down as he did so. Aziraphale had
retreated back into his hunched posture, hands clenched tightly on his knees, head
down. Beelzebub regarded him with a certain amount of calculation, shot a glance at
Crowley, and then smirked and leaned back in her chair.
“One thing you should know, rookie,” she said to Aziraphale. “We have a very
dynamic promotion policy here. Easiest way to get yourself into a better position is to
make sure there’s a position to be filled, if you catch my drift.”
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Aziraphale’s head jerked up and he stared at her, a sudden fire in his eyes. Crowley
tried not to swallow too obviously. He’d never seen Aziraphale look like that, hard
and furious, like he fully intended to exact his revenge on someone who’d wronged
him.
“Oi,” Crowley managed weakly, trying to sound affronted rather than desperate.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Meanzz I don’t want you getting complacent,” Beelzebub replied with a nasty grin.
“Meanzz I reckon having a knife at your back ought to spur you to even greater
thingzz.”
“Pretty sure that constitutes a hostile working environment –”
“I accept,” Aziraphale said.
The room exploded into so much noise that Crowley couldn’t hear what Beelzebub
told Dagon, but he saw the Prince of Hell gesture to the contract, saw the last roll of
it glow bright with a sigil that was like Aziraphale’s true name but not. Beelzebub
snarled at the crowd until it subsided into murmuring and speculation.
“He’s all yourzz, Crowley,” she said. “The onboarding packet will be waiting for you in
your office. Get hizz name change filed before you go back up to Earth.”

She grinned toothily.
“I look forward to your next report.”
“Right,” Crowley muttered. He took a deep breath, forced himself to look down at
Aziraphale without flinching. “Come on, then. On your feet. You do what I say from
now on.”
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Aziraphale looked back at him silently for a long, horrible moment, his face still set in
that hard, intense expression. Then he got awkwardly to his feet, swaying and
almost falling back down as his legs shook under him. It took every scrap of
Crowley’s willpower not to offer him a hand.

The crowd parted for them reluctantly, but with an undercurrent of respect that
Crowley had seldom experienced. Aziraphale walked two steps behind him, like a
slave following his master. Various demons sneered at him as he passed. One
reached out with a long claw to do who-knew-what. Crowley spun around and caught
their wrist with the speed of a striking snake.
“No one touches him,” he snarled. “You all got that? I don’t like it when people
damage my property.”
Even a week ago, he couldn’t have got away with this. He didn’t have that kind of
reputation in Hell. Or he hadn’t, before he convinced them all he’d made an angel
Fall.

The demon wrenched their hand back with a sullen glare. No one else reached for
Aziraphale as they left the great hall. Crowley didn’t look back, didn’t dare. He could
hear Aziraphale’s footsteps behind him as they walked through the thinning crowds,
left the graphic tapestry behind, began the ascent of the first of the spiral stairs.

They passed demons as they went, all whispering and staring. News travelled faster
than wildfire in the halls of Hell. Crowley led Aziraphale on without ever turning his
head, through interminable, dark stone corridors, until they reached the door of his
borrowed office.

He took hold of the handle and hesitated. Just for a moment, he closed his eyes. On
the other side of this door, he would have to face Aziraphale, really face him, would
have to look into his eyes and see every scrap of betrayal and hatred he deserved.
He’d try to explain, of course. Try to make Aziraphale understand it had been the
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only thing he could do. But why would he listen to a demon who’d just thrown their
friendship onto the ground between them and shot it through the heart?

Crowley opened the door and stepped through. He stood aside to let Aziraphale
pass. He shut the door with careful deliberation, took a breath, let the facade of
cruelty drop, and turned to Aziraphale with every broken shard of his heart falling
cleanly out of his chest.

He was too slow. Aziraphale was already coming at him, and Crowley could have
struck first, or dodged, but he was too heartsick to do more than close his eyes and
let it happen.

Aziraphale collided with him hard enough to knock him back a step. His arms went
around Crowley with a grip like a vice, his face pressed to Crowley’s shoulder, his
whole body shaking as he sagged against Crowley like he was the only safe place in
a storm-tossed sea.
“Thank you,” Aziraphale whispered, pressing even closer, like he wanted to burrow
right into Crowley and never leave. His breath hitched. “You were – you were
magnificent, my dear.”

Crowley heard himself make a sound like something wounded, and then he was
almost crushing Aziraphale in his embrace, holding him up, leaning on him for
support, pressing his face to Aziraphale’s hair as a tide of grief and gratitude surged
out of him so powerfully he could barely stand it.
“’M sorry,” Crowley choked, “had to – couldn’t think of any other way to keep you
safe –”
“I know,” Aziraphale mumbled, fingers tight in the back of Crowley’s shirt. “I knew
what you were doing as soon as you said – as soon as you called me your angel – I
tried to play along, I – I hope I did all right –”
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“Angel, you were perfect. You fooled them all.”
He didn’t add that Aziraphale had fooled him too. In fact, Crowley swore to himself
right then and there that Aziraphale would never, ever know that Crowley had
doubted him.
Then he realised what he’d just said.
“Shit, I’m sorry, it slipped out –”
“Don’t you dare stop calling me that,” Aziraphale replied fiercely. His shuddering was
easing, his breath coming more evenly. He made no attempt to raise his head from
Crowley’s shoulder. “We both know you haven’t meant it literally in centuries.”

Crowley made a helpless noise in the back of his throat. He tried, impossibly, to hold
Aziraphale even tighter. They stood like that for so long that Crowley began to think
neither of them would ever move again. He could imagine worse fates.
“What happened?” Crowley finally forced himself to ask. Guilt reared its head again.
“Was it – ?”
“Nothing to do with our arrangement,” Aziraphale replied at once. He knew Crowley
so well. Knew what his first fear would be. “Nothing to do with you. They never knew
about that, even when they pulled out all the other evidence.”
“Evidence of what?”

Aziraphale laughed, weary and brittle.
“My dereliction of duty,” he said, breath warm on Crowley’s neck. “Strangely enough,
once they had a reason to go after me, it became apparent that all of those times
they told me to stand aside and not interfere were actually done on my own initiative,
abandoning my post in defiance of the will of Heaven.”
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Fury and outrage flooded Crowley.
“They set you up? They made you Fall?”

Aziraphale sighed. He finally lifted his head, swayed back just enough that he could
look Crowley in the face. They had never been so close, Crowley realised, in five
thousand years. Aziraphale looked the way he had back in the great hall: weary, sad,
resigned.
“No,” he said. “In the end, that was all me. I asked one too many questions, you
see.”
“Angel –” Crowley whispered, feeling like someone had speared him with a
consecrated blade.
“I’ve seen too many holy wars,” Aziraphale went on softly. His eyes looked grey in
the dim light. “And these Crusades… it’s nothing but petty posturing and expansion
of territory. They use the name of God to justify what they do, and what they do is
revel in greed and wrath and envy, and Gabriel told me to support them…”

He swallowed.
“Do you know what they did in Jerusalem, a hundred years ago?”
Crowley nodded. He hadn’t dared try to take credit for the slaughter, not with the
Christian banner held high in its name. He’d secretly been relieved that he didn’t
have to have it on his record.
“They’re at it again,” Aziraphale continued grimly. “Direct inspiration this time.
Someone popped down for a word with King Richard, filled him with religious fervour,
or at least reminded him that the treasury needed some topping up. Granted divine
favour to a man who seems to view the seven deadly sins as a checklist!”
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His voice rose with an anger Crowley had never seen in him. That he’d perhaps
never let himself feel before.
“So I asked to speak with God. They tried to fob me off, but I – I had to know. I had
to ask. If we were doing the right thing. If maybe there’d been some mistake. The
Metatron gave me the usual run-around, but I insisted on going myself to the Empty
Throne.”
“And?” Crowley breathed.
“She didn’t answer,” Aziraphale said simply. “Not a word. And then I knew I couldn’t
serve Her any more.”
“Aziraphale,” Crowley managed, brokenly. “Oh, angel, I –”

Aziraphale shook his head to quiet him.
“I made my choice,” he said. “It was all rather quick after that. I would have just
walked out, but they wanted to make an example of me. They raked up everything
they could, made a proper case for kicking me out. Then Michael frogmarched me
down the ivory stair and handed me over to Hell. And… here I am.”
He raised a hand to Crowley’s cheek, wiping away the tears that had been leaking
unnoticed from his eyes. There was more ink on Aziraphale’s skin now, Crowley
saw, swirling lines that were spreading across the back of his hand like a tattoo,
beginning to take on the shape of words in some language he couldn’t read.
Aziraphale had always loved words, and writing, and the preservation of knowledge.
Loved them more than perhaps an angel should, when it was so often convenient for
Heaven to rewrite its own narratives.
“We’re on the same side now,” Aziraphale murmured, the smallest hint of a fond
smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “I take some comfort in that.”
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He shivered, and then, with a soft rustling sound, unfolded his wings. They were still
mostly white, to Crowley’s surprise, but he could see darkness at the tip of each
feather, as if someone had misunderstood how to use a quill pen, and dipped the
wrong end in ink. They reminded Crowley of magpie wings, and he wondered how
much of a conscious decision it had been on Aziraphale’s part.
“You’ll have to look after those better now,” Crowley managed roughly. “Demons
have standards, y’know.”

Aziraphale huffed a laugh that surprised him. Even more surprising was the light in
his eyes, the way they’d shifted almost back to blue despite the darkness of Hell.
“Do I really have to change my name?” Aziraphale asked, with that ever-so-familiar
petulant note and barely-there pout. “I don’t see what it accomplishes, apart from
confusing everyone.”
“It’s tradition,” Crowley protested. “S’posed to be, like… cutting ties with your past
life. Throwing it out.”
Aziraphale hummed thoughtfully, resting his hand on Crowley’s chest and fiddling
absently with the shirt’s ties.
“I’m not sure I want to throw out the last five thousand years,” he said. “There are a
lot of things in there that I value very much.”
He glanced up at Crowley through his lashes, and Crowley’s heart turned all the way
over as he really, truly began to grasp what Aziraphale had clearly already
understood.
“We’re on the same side,” Crowley said, wonderingly. “We can – we still have to be
careful – can’t let anyone think we like each other – but as long as we make it look
like I’m bossing you around and you’re plotting against me –”
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“I am not doing your paperwork,” Aziraphale said with a sniff.

To his own amazement, Crowley threw back his head and laughed. Aziraphale
leaned in close again, smiling, and when Crowley looked down, he could see the first
curls of ink creeping up his neck, like twining vines cradling his face. It was rather
beautiful. It suited him.
Aziraphale reached up to cradle Crowley’s cheek, and it was easiest, most natural
thing in the world to kiss him then, the way Crowley had wanted to kiss him for so
very long. Aziraphale melted against him, winding his ink-stained fingers into
Crowley’s hair, the warmth of his aura lapping against Crowley’s own. It hadn’t
changed much either, Crowley realised. The holy glow was gone, but all of the things
that had always made him love Aziraphale were still there. The curiosity, the
kindness, the questions, the streak of stubbornness. Nothing of Hell clung to him yet.
If Crowley had his way, they’d be back on Earth before anything could.
When they finally parted, they didn’t go far, resting their foreheads together and
holding on tight to each other. Crowley thought of all the things they could do now,
how they could stay close and travel together, how Aziraphale could indulge in all his
little harmless pleasures without that patina of guilt. The very first thing they’d do,
Crowley decided, was find themselves a nice castle or mansion somewhere, and
start collecting those illuminated manuscripts Aziraphale had been coveting for
centuries.
“Come on, angel,” Crowley said. “Pick a name, any name. You don’t have to use it
with me. And then we can go home.”
Aziraphale’s smile was still like the sun, even as delicate strokes of ink flowed over
his temples to frame his eyes. The very tips of his hair, like his feathers, had
darkened to black, but the rest was still white, still as soft and lovely as it ever had
been.
“Home,” Aziraphale said. “I like the sound of that.”
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Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley
Summary: Crowley and Aziraphale speak the same language, but that’s only a
matter of linguistics; there’s a lot more they still don’t understand.

6 And the Lord said, Behold, the people is one, and they have all one language; and
this they begin to do: and now nothing will be restrained from them, which they have
imagined to do.
7 Go to, let us go down, and there confound their language, that they may not
understand one another's speech.
8 So the Lord scattered them abroad from thence upon the face of all the earth: and
they left off to build the city.
Genesis 11: 6-8

The first lesson that Crowley learns on Earth is a simple one: actions speak louder
than words.
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Do not eat of this tree, says God, and then she plants it lush and heavy with fruit in
the middle of a garden, right within reach.

Crowley learns from it, the same as humans do. While they are learning to make fire
and hunt prey and harvest seeds, to bake bread and to follow the currents of the
Tigris and Euphrates, Crowley learns to prevaricate. To mislead. Even, on occasion,
to lie.

He learns to use soft words to lure humans into temptations of comfort and sly words
to lure them to temptations of revenge. He learns to whisper rumours to incite rage
and reassurances to incite sloth, planting seeds of suggestion in tidy rows and
leaving it up to humans to decide whether to gather their crops: greed, envy, wrath,
pride.

Crowley also learns that, as long as he scoffs, and laughs, and bares his teeth,
sometimes he can help them, too.

He can lead children into the belly of a boat as long as he calls it corruption; he can
lead women from their violent husbands and generals from their mad kings as long
as he calls it witchcraft and treason. As long as he knows the right words, the right
turns of phrase to impress Hell’s management, he can do just about anything.

He learns that words cannot be trusted. That one can speak from the mouth while
the hands do something else entirely. That grandiose claims should be treated with
suspicion; that glittering declarations should be treated as if their shine is hiding
something in the shadows.

They usually are.

Crowley follows humanity as it grows up around him, spreading over land and into
the very seas, building up new ways to deceive themselves, to betray themselves, to
say things they don’t mean and make promises they don’t intend to keep.
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He also follows an angel, and learns that some things can’t be spoken about at all.

“Do you believe in love?” Aziraphale asks, late one night when the world has begun
to settle into itself. They’re in Mesopotamia somewhere, although it’s not really called
that anymore; the garden air smells overwhelmingly like almond blossoms. “The way
they talk about it, I mean. Romance and all that. Seems like such a fussy thing really,
to be in love, but the idea’s sort of captivating, isn’t it?”
Crowley shrugs. “Humans seem to be interested, I suppose. Can’t say I’ve ever
given it much thought.”
“I think it would be nice to try, at least,” Aziraphale ponders out loud, then he glances
back at Crowley, where he lingers in the shadows, under the branches of a tree.
“Someday. Don’t you?”
He’s practically glowing in the moonlight, and the sight of him makes something ache
and ache underneath the shield of Crowley’s breastbone.
“No,” he says, and he almost believes it.

It’s a difficult thing to be a Principality, Aziraphale learns, watching humanity take
their first tremulous steps outside the garden. Charged with protection, with
guidance, he finds himself roped in by definitions and clarifications about the Great
Plan until he has nothing left to do but one.

To bear witness.
It’s an exhausting, terrible thing sometimes. Aziraphale wears himself down to a nub,
holding himself back, contenting himself with little miracles, but he finds himself
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increasingly unable to look into the faces of the lost and the forsaken. He finds
himself increasingly trying to look away as humanity tries its level best to tear itself
apart.
It’s not until he steps inside a library for the first time that Aziraphale finds a place of
respite.

Here, the frantic doings of humanity are muted, silent, written one after the other with
clarity of mind and consciousness. Humans write about building, about destroying,
about fields planted and cities destroyed, and Aziraphale can witness it all in black
ink and white vellum. He finds it’s so much easier to bear.

Here, Aziraphale learns the lesson he holds most dear: the pen is mightier than the
sword.

The power is in words, he learns, watching as the humans grapple with language in
an attempt to control what each of their actions means. Aziraphale watches as they
characterise their heroes and their villains, as they describe the parameters of here
as opposed to there, of them as opposed to us, of life as opposed to death.

Aziraphale does not lie.

But he also learns how to tell the truth. How to find the technicalities in a directive;
how to find the loopholes in an assignment. How to reach out to humanity and to
guide them toward what is right, rather than what is Planned; how to find the words
to fit what he is into what his superiors think he ought to be.

There are so many different motivations for doing, Aziraphale learns, but words are
words. Words have meaning. Words, when you know how to parse them, hold the
truth.

Aziraphale follows humanity as it spreads all around him, filling library after library
with tablets and scrolls, binding pamphlets and sewing books, searching for new
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ways to explain themselves, to construe themselves, to bear witness to their own
deeds and records of their own lives.

He also follows a demon, and learns that some things that are done cannot be
defined.

“Go on, look at you,” Crowley croons, grinning in delight. “You’re a perfect natural at
this.”
Aziraphale splutters in offense. “I most certainly am not.”
They both look over at the shepherd Aziraphale’s been trying to tempt to sloth; he’s
snoozing easily against a tree, his flock unattended around him. Couple of sheep will
get stolen, Crowley had shrugged, when Aziraphale had asked what would happen,
but no one’ll get hurt.

Their Arrangement is new and uncertain of itself, of its boundaries, of its capacities.
Aziraphale shouldn’t have given in, but — well.
“Haven’t you ever done anything you weren’t supposed to before?” Crowley asks,
waggling his eyebrows, still overflowing with glee. He shines in the afternoon sun, all
auburn hair and wide smiles, so bright he’s almost hard to look at. “Skived off an
assignment? Overslept your morning prayers?”
Aziraphale miraculously resists an urge to push him down the hill. A saint, he’d be, if
he were human.
“No,” he says instead, and Crowley doesn’t ask, not even this? so Aziraphale doesn’t
have to say no again.
He feels it in his heart. He’s where he belongs.
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This, as you can imagine, makes everything a little awkward when it comes, very
much later, in another place entirely, after the end of the world and rising of the rest
of their lives, to actually communicating with one another.

The world didn’t end a year ago, and things have changed since then.

They spend their days together, meandering through London with nowhere to be and
only whatever they like to do. They spent their evenings, too, drinking in the stacks of
the bookshop, learning to dance to Aziraphale’s old records and rehashing
arguments so old they can barely remember which side they’re supposed to be on.
They go to high tea and sushi and wood-fired pizzas, to the opera and the ballet, to
St James’s Park with the ducks’ favourite loaves in hand and the dogwoods all in
bloom.

Not everything has changed, though.

At the end of their nights, Crowley still says might as well be getting gone. Aziraphale
still pats his hand and says good night, and neither of them dare to ask the other if
maybe he would stay.

It might never have come up, if Crowley and Aziraphale had been in charge. But,
sometimes, the universe knows better — and also knows which merlot to serve to tip
the scales.
The night is cool and lazy, and there’s been a long dinner and a longer conversation
leading them up to the roof of the bookshop. The merlot is on its third bottle, and it’s
seriously considering becoming a mulled wine. Aziraphale is quiet and comfortable

169

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine

and perhaps, though neither of them would yet admit it, feeling a little cuddly;
Crowley is quiet and comforting and perhaps, though neither of them would yet admit
this either, enjoying it.
“We’re a little bit of everything to each other, aren’t we?” Aziraphale says absently,
looking up at the stars. Crowley’s rearranged things so they can see the Northern
Lights, and he’s tipsy on wine, and iridescence, and the indulgent curve of Crowley’s
mouth at the corner, so overwhelmed at the beauty of it all that he doesn’t realise
what he’s saying until he’s already done saying it.
“Oh, dear,” he tries to correct, “I only meant—”
“S’pose so,” Crowley cuts him off, before he can explain. The corner of his mouth
reverses direction, slipping down. “Just about, anyhow.”
“I only meant,” Aziraphale begins again, gently, “that it’s enough, you know. You’re
— this is more than I’d ever hoped to have with anyone. I’m just trying not to say
things you don’t want to hear.”
“I’m not trying to do things you don’t want to do,” Crowley agrees, “so we’re all in the
same boat. It’s fine, angel.”

The merlot holds its breath, waiting.
Aziraphale takes another sip, and then, to the merlot’s relief, frowns. “What do you
mean, things I don’t want you to do?”

Crowley shrugs carelessly. The merlot in his own glass resolves to turn to vinegar
immediately.
“You know,” he says. He doesn’t look over at Aziraphale; he’s still looking at the
night sky, but there’s the sudden impression that he’s not actually seeing any of the
stars. His voice is thin, despondent. “Crossing the lines.”

170

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine
“I rather thought crossing the lines was the point. Choosing our own side rather
required it, didn’t it?”
“Not these lines,” Crowley says. “Not — I mean like, holding hands. Or.” He shrugs
again. “That sort of thing.”

Aziraphale blinks at him. There is a hot, awkward feeling rising in his chest; a flashbang of adrenaline that wonders whether Crowley really thinks he doesn’t want to
hold Crowley’s hand. One that wonders whether Crowley would want to hold
Aziraphale’s hand, if he knew Aziraphale’s hand was up for holding.
“You can,” Aziraphale says, haltingly, “if you want. The hands thing, I mean. Unless,
of course, this is one of the things you don’t want to hear, in which case, we don’t
have to speak of it again.”
Crowley doesn’t blink much, if ever, and he doesn’t now, either. “One of what things I
don’t want to hear?” he asks, and now he does look at Aziraphale, nose scrunched,
the dark tint on his lenses fading to a pale grey. His eyes are yellow behind them.
“You know. The sort of — well. Feelings-ish things.”
“I feel feelings-ish things,” Crowley says, vaguely defensive.
“I know that,” Aziraphale says quickly. “I just mean — well, not these things, I think.”

Crowley turns back to the sky and takes a very deep breath, sitting up straighter,
frowning deeper. He lifts one of his hands, studying it as he flexes the fingers for a
moment, and then he very deliberately and very carefully reaches out and takes a
hold of one of Aziraphale’s. His palm is a bit dry, and his skin is a bit cool; Aziraphale
startles in a gasp that turns into a sigh almost immediately.
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“I think,” Crowley says, “that perhaps you ought to say one of your feelings-ish
things, and perhaps I will sit here and do this hand thing, and maybe that will, you
know…” He swallows awkwardly. “Mean something, or other.”
Aziraphale looks very hard at their hands together for a very long time. Crowley’s
thumb runs smooth over the skin every once in a while, easy and soothing, but he
doesn’t look over again.

Eventually the hands ease together, soft and comforting. Aziraphale follows
Crowley’s gaze out to the stars and says, quietly, “I love you.”
It’s both harder and easier to say than he thought it would be, and Crowley doesn’t
react. His eyes are unmoving behind his glasses; his thumb smooths once, twice
over Aziraphale’s palm.
“I mean,” Aziraphale goes on, “that I’m in love with you. Bit different, I suppose. In a
hand-holding sort of way. And in lots of other ways too, really, but I had rather got
the impression that you didn’t want me to talk about those sorts of things because
I’ve said so many that were so very close and you never said anything back, and I
thought —”
Crowley squeezes Aziraphale’s hand then, hard, hard enough to almost hurt.
Aziraphale falls silent.
“You like,” Crowley says, very slowly, “the hands thing?”
Aziraphale blinks, and then he squeezes back, though not as hard. “Yes,” he says
softly. “I like the hands thing. Anytime you want the hands thing, it’s fine. And I would
also like, perhaps…” Here he has to stop and take a breath, bracing himself, but he
manages to finish, “…the, er, kissing thing. If you like.”
There’s a long, agonising pause, and then Crowley turns to look at him. “The kissing
thing?”
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“If you like,” Aziraphale repeats.

It turns out that Crowley does like. He likes very much. The kiss tastes like merlot,
and the speaking and the doing meet in their mouths, intertwine, become one. The
kiss tastes like truth, and like meaning, and like home.

Aziraphale understands, now. Crowley does too.
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Rating: Teen and Up

Characters: Aziraphale and Crowley
Summary: Aziraphale and Crowley need to learn how to move in each other’s
bodies. It’s Sunday morning, the clock is ticking, Aziraphale’s waistcoat and
Crowley’s hips (or lack thereof) are getting in the way...

[Scene: Crowley’s flat, the first Sunday morning after the Armageddon didn’t
Armaged. Aziraphale and Crowley are in each other’s bodies; Aziraphale is sitting on
the sofa, Crowley is leaning on the doorframe.]
Aziraphale [in Crowley’s body]: So, I suppose that this overabundance of limbs is
the reason why you keep on wigwagging.
Crowley [in Aziraphale’s body]: And I suppose that this waistcoat is the reason
you don’t even breathe. That, and the starched shirt. And the three layers of
underwear. And the sock garters. And the spats. I always thought that it was just a
stick up your...
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Aziraphale: Crowley.

Crowley: I was more comfortable as the Black Knight. That armour had nothing on
your refusal to dress like someone who’s accepted that the 50s are over. The 1850s,
I mean.

Aziraphale: Crowley.
Crowley: Sorry. It’s ten o’clock already. We should get a move on.

Aziraphale: Do you want to go?

Crowley: Not before you learn how to walk.

Aziraphale: Crowley. We know from Agnes...
Crowley: Agnes Nutter isn’t dealing with the Lords of Hell, you are. Now, show me
how you walk. Remember: don’t just walk. Show off. Strut. Swank. Swagger.
Sashay. Saunter.
Aziraphale: I’ll try.

Crowley: Do, or do not...

Aziraphale: Excuse me?
Crowley: It’s from a... never mind. Try.

Aziraphale: Fine.

[Aziraphale-in-Crowley’s-body takes three steps, falls. Crowley-in-Aziraphale’s-body
helps him up.]
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Aziraphale: Not fine, I guess.

Crowley: Oh for... are you okay, angel?

Aziraphale: No bones broken, but... Crowley. How do you keep track of all these
legs?

Crowley: You keep track of two wings on multiple planes of existence!
Aziraphale: Yes, but my angelic nature cooperates, whereas your hips don’t!
Crowley: What’s wrong with my hips now?
Aziraphale: You know perfectly well what’s wrong with your hips.
Crowley: There’s nothing wrong with my hips.

Aziraphale: Nothing?

Crowley: Nothing.
Aziraphale: Well, I suppose one could say so. Because you don’t have any hips!

Crowley: I do have hips!

Aziraphale: Not functioning ones.
Crowley: It’s just the trousers that are a bit tight.

Aziraphale: And this choice of clothes is not your fault because...?
Crowley: Skinny jeans with tiny pockets got me a commendation, and I’m blessedly
proud of that!
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Aziraphale: I hope you realise that your pride in this endeavour should be partly
tainted by the realisation of a self-defeat of sorts, especially, but not exclusively, in
the present context.

Crowley: Still proud of it, angel. Which brings us back to: my swagger. Which is
about to become your swagger.

Aziraphale: Oh Lord. Crowley... is it really necessary? The prophecy...
Crowley: A prophecy’s not enough, angel. But you can do it. You just have to
imagine that you’ve already taken the next step, and your body will take it.

Aziraphale: You make it sound easier than a miracle.
Crowley: Same principle. You decide to live in the world where you’ve already taken
the next step, the next step will follow.
Aziraphale: Even if it hasn’t actually followed yet.

Crowley: Mmm-hmm. Yes.
Aziraphale: Isn’t that... lying?
Crowley: It’s called imagination, angel. Like in a book. Or like pretending that you’re
a gardener when you don’t know the right end of a watering can…

Aziraphale: That was uncalled for.

Crowley: Should I remind you of the Marigold Incident?
Aziraphale: That wasn’t my fault!

Crowley: Really? Actually, really, for real?
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Aziraphale: Well...

Crowley: Well?

Aziraphale: ...well, I suppose that it was, in a way.
Crowley: Precisely. In a way. So, now: take the next step in your mind, and you’ll be
there, in a way.
[Aziraphale sighs, concentrates. He starts walking. He’s standing up very straight
and moving very little except his legs, but he’s standing up.]

Crowley: Good. Now the arms. Let them swing all the way round. Occupy all the
space. You own the room. You have style.

[Aziraphale rolls his eyes, but he starts moving his arms too. His bearing is not as
bold as Crowley’s usual one, but he’s no longer rigid.]

Aziraphale: Like this?
Crowley: More or less. [Looks at his wrist, then looks for Aziraphale’s watch in his
waistcoat.]

Aziraphale: [Looks at his wrist.] Half past ten. Your turn.

Crowley: I know how to be you.
Aziraphale: Really? What’s that you said... Actually, really, for real?
Crowley: I’ve been watching you for six thousand years.
Aziraphale: So you know that I’ve been watching you for six thousand years, and
you still objected to my choices in playing your role.
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Crowley: You fell on the floor.

Aziraphale: I have to admit, that was not the zenith of my acting career.
Crowley: At least you didn’t try sleight-of-hand.

Aziraphale: Do you think I should?

Crowley: NO!

Aziraphale: Really?

Crowley: Actually, really, for real.
Aziraphale: Then, your turn. Let’s see.

[Crowley begins to walk back and forth in front of Aziraphale, suddenly stops and
stares at Aziraphale.]

Crowley: How can you move inside this suit of armour, angel?
Aziraphale: You don’t. You let that suit of armour, as you call it, guide you. I’ve had
that waistcoat and that coat for more than 150 years — they move the way they are
meant to move. And keep your hands still. Stop flapping them around.
Crowley: You’re always fidgeting.
Aziraphale: I fidget with elegance. Keep your hands still, or I’m going to tie them up.
Crowley: [mumbling] I’m not going to go there.

Aziraphale: Try again, dear.
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[Crowley walks back and forth in front of Aziraphale, keeping his hands behind his
back.]

Aziraphale: Good.

Crowley: Good. So, off I go.
Aziraphale: Wait. If you’re to pose as me, you should be able to construct a
sentence including two subordinate clauses, one of which is in the passive voice.

Crowley: It sounds like a lysergic nightmare with music by Andrew Lloyd Webber.

Aziraphale: [very pleased] And that, my dear, is the right answer.

Crowley: See? I know how to be you. Now, off to tell the bastards to...

Aziraphale: Oh, remember to be polite.

Crowley: Polite.

Aziraphale: Polite, yes.
Crowley: They’re trying to kill us.

Aziraphale: Yes.

Crowley: And you want me to be polite.

Aziraphale: It costs nothing...

Crowley: Angel!

Aziraphale: Crowley!
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Crowley: Just give me a good reason why I should be polite to your former boss
after you told him to take a long walk off a short pier in front of the Antichrist, his
friends, four humans, and my former boss — with whom, now that I think of it, your
boss was very chummy, considering that they were about to kill each other in the
Greatest War...

Aziraphale: ...wait, do you think that Gabriel and...

Crowley: Not the point here, angel.
Aziraphale: You didn’t wonder? Really? Actually really...

Crowley: Of course I did. But the point is, why should I be polite?
Aziraphale: Because I’ve got a reputation to uphold. I’m an angel.

Crowley: And the Archangels are polite, with the whole trying-to-kill-us business.
Aziraphale: Well, I have dignity. Style, if that’s what you wish to call it.
Crowley: Nah. No, angel. You’ve got dignity. Style is my thing.

Aziraphale: Well, then, you show dignity, and I will try to be stylish.
Crowley: Secret of the trade, Aziraphale. Nobody’s actually stylish, you just try very
hard to be.

Aziraphale: Imagination?
Crowley: Precisely. So… see you later, angel.
Aziraphale: I’ll see you later, dear.
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[Crowley adjusts his bowtie, tugs his waistcoat, goes to the door. Then, he suddenly
turns around.]

Crowley: Wait. Angel. I have to know.

Aziraphale: Yes, dear?

Crowley: The waistcoat.

Aziraphale: Yes?
Crowley: You haven’t changed it since... 1862?

Aziraphale: No, dear.

Crowley: Oh. I see.

Aziraphale: If we...

Crowley: When we get out of this.

Aziraphale: When, yes. But now, just remember to stand up straight, dear, as if you
had a stick up your... Well. Just remember to stand up straight.

Crowley: And you just try to wigwag, angel.

[Crowley exits, keeping his hands behind his back. Aziraphale sighs, then attempts a
pirouette. It works.]
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Rating: Teen and Up

Pairing: Aziraphale/Crowley

Summary: The demon sighed. Once the angel got an idea into his brain, only
Archimedes’ crowbar could remove it. “Fine, fine, fine. Stakes?”
A fluffy-blond head tilted to one side, considering. “Winner’s choice. Within reason.”
Aziraphale and Crowley make a bet over who can go the longest without performing
a miracle. Snuggling and tooth-rotting fluff ensue.

It started, as it usually did, with an argument. Not a fight, it’s important to note; those
were rare enough in the six thousand years before the Apocalypse, and non-existent
in the aftermath, once the pair of them had managed to overcome their paralysing
anxiety and crippling sense of unworthiness sufficiently to admit that yes, they were
rather fond of each other, and indeed, that fondness could be best expressed by
sharing kisses (and all the et cetera that ensued) and by remaining at each other’s
side day and night for the future both foreseeable and unimaginable.

No, this was more of their customary affectionate bickering, the kind that almost
always bubbled up by the third bottle or so. Crowley had made a perfectly
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reasonable observation to the effect that, if Aziraphale wished to pose as the
Guardian of Humanity, he should be prepared actually to embrace some of the
cultural and technological innovations that said species had come up with in the past
century or so. The angel had rather huffily replied that perhaps, if a certain demon
pretended to claim a similar role, he could jolly well try experiencing the
inconveniences those same humans daily encountered.
“That’s rich, considering that you haven’t so much as had a cup of tea go cold on you
since Catherine of Braganza first brought the leaf to England!” sniped Crowley.
“Fine talk from a being who can’t even get dressed in the morning without using half
a dozen miracles!” the light of his life retorted.
“Oi! Don’t talk to me about miracles! Not when we’re sitting inside a shop that has
three times the interior footprint, not to mention two extra floors, from the outside
dimensions!”
“That’s only … thrifty, considering the cost of London real estate. Not an affectation,
like someone who abuses temporal miracles to snap up whatever electronic gidget
—”
“—GADget, for Someone’s sake!”
“Fine, gadget, gazmo, whatever, that won’t even be on the market until next year—”
“Which is nothing like using one’s Heaven-bestowed Grace to infiltrate the wine
cellar at Le Gavroche —”
“Are you suggesting that I am incapable of functioning perfectly satisfactorily without
employing miracles?” The angel put down his wine glass with an affronted gasp.
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Crowley, painfully aware that he might have pushed too far, backtracked instantly.
“Eh, angel, both of us probably are. I mean, it’s not like either of us have ever had to
do without.”
“I beg your pardon! I have had my miracle allotment severely restricted several times
over the millennia,” Aziraphale huffed.
“Yeah, and how did that go?” the demon’s snarky mouth uttered, before his alcoholslowed brain had the chance to deliver the Cease-and-Desist warning letter.

The temperature in the shop suddenly dropped over ten degrees.
“I mean,” Crowley said, in a desperate effort to recover the fumble, “You’re terribly
clever, angel, really, the most brilliant being I know, but… when it comes to practical
matters you’re not always, eh… adroit.”

A thin veneer of ice crackled across the surface of his wine.
“Adroit.” Aziraphale’s tone could cut glass.
“Um. Capable?”
“Capable.”
“Well. What I meant to say, was, er… cunning.” The demon nodded desperately.
“Crowley. I assure you that I can be as adroit, capable, and cunning as the next
supernatural entity, with or without miracles.”
“Course you can. Anyways, about pangolins …”
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“And furthermore, to prove it, I propose a wager between us. To see who can
manage the longest while abstaining from recourse to miracles.” Aziraphale sat back
in his customary leather seat, arms folded stubbornly.
The demon sighed. Once the angel got an idea into his brain, only Archimedes’
crowbar could remove it. “Fine, fine, fine. Stakes?”
A fluffy-blond head tilted to one side, considering. “Winner’s choice. Within reason.”
“Ooooooh. Sounds interesting. Starting now?”
“Hmmm. How about at sunrise? We wouldn’t want…” Aziraphale looked away, his
cheeks a delicate pink. “We want to make certain of, er, a good night’s sleep
beforehand. To, um, prepare.”
“Even more interesting.” A sly smirk slid across Crowley’s face. “You’re on.”

Aziraphale smiled fondly as he gazed down at the sleeping demon curled against his
side, slender arms and legs wrapped around his own sturdy torso and thighs.
Normally, the angel would be manifesting a faint glow at this point, to facilitate
reading one of the stack of books piled up on his bedside table, or perhaps just
indulging in the incomparable pleasure of the letting his eyes rest upon this, surely
the most beautiful of all the Almighty’s creatures.

But, this morning, he restricted himself to the faint grey light of pre-dawn. Although
he had privately conceded to himself hours ago that he had been perhaps a bit silly
and pettish, he was still determined to win that bet. He had used some of Crowley’s
sleeping hours to make sure that the pantry and wine cellar were fully provisioned,
his favourite outfits freshly pressed, prime tickets for the forthcoming revival of One
Man, Two Guvnors beneath the miniature Bernini study for Anima Dannata on his
desk (some art historians claimed the sculptor had intended it as a self-portrait, but
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the angel knew perfectly well who the models for both that and the companion piece
had been).
Part of it was the potential forfeit he could claim; Aziraphale had several… ideas
about that, indeed, and he had to restrain an anticipatory wiggle so as to not disturb
his somnolent bed-partner. More importantly, however, was the point to be made. He
was woefully conscious that he had never been a particularly good angel, although
he hoped that at least he had stayed true to Her general intent. But it was hard not to
feel inadequate, sometimes, when he contemplated the clever subterfuges, the
reckless improvisations, the overall dashing style of his darling. There was a need,
he thought, to demonstrate that there was more to himself than the bumbling, naïve,
hopelessly out-of-date dullard, always in need of coddling and rescue, that he
secretly feared Crowley would one day realise him to be.

Aziraphale wanted to prove that he could be competent. That he could be selfsufficient. That he could be someone Crowley might be proud to stand beside.

The sun was rising now, a red-gold disk, its rosy light slowly moving up from the end
of the bed to illuminate the still-sleeping demon. Crowley grumbled, and shifted to
bury his face into the angel’s be-tartaned pyjama-clad thigh.
Aziraphale couldn’t help himself. He leaned down to kiss the freckles on one bony
shoulder. “Good morning, my love.”

Serpentine eyes, more golden and glorious than the newly-risen sun, blinked at him
sleepily. “G’mornin’, angel.”

The next kiss landed on an auburn eyebrow.
Crowley made a half-hearted effort to bat him away. “Wha’ time izzit?”
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Aziraphale captured and kissed the tips of his long, elegant fingers. “Just after dawn,
darling. I do apologise, but I simply will not permit you to win our wager by default by
sleeping through it.”
“Wager?” The demon pulled a strand of copper hair out of his mouth, then seemed to
focus. “Oh, the bet. Don’ bother. You already lost.” His eyes fluttered shut and he
gave every indication of going back to sleep.
“I beg your pardon!” Aziraphale straightened up in indignation. “I most certainly have
not! I assure you, I have not yet performed a single miracle!”
One corner of Crowley’s mouth curled up. “And yet, there you are.”
“Whatever is that supposed to mean?”
“Jus’… Just look at you.” The demon waved his hand lazily to encompass the
entirety of the angel. “Bein’ all soft an’ pretty an’ brave an’ good an’ wunnerful an’
perfect an’ stuff. ‘S a bloody miracle, that is.”
“Oh, Crowley.” Aziraphale nearly melted. But he wasn’t going to let this wily fiend
gain the upper hand so easily, so he continued, cheeks only a little pink, “You know
that’s not how miracles work.”
Now Crowley frowned. “Why not? What did… wossname, you know, Ox Boy, say
made for a miracle?”

Six thousand years of acquaintance were barely sufficient for the angel to unravel
the tangles of Crowley’s thought processes. “You mean Thomas Aquinas?”
“Yeah.” The demon yawned and, in apparent concession that some sort of
conversation was tragically unavoidable, shifted a bit so that he was sitting at
something approaching the vertical. “Your doctor, him, right?”
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“Not exactly mine …”
Crowley ignored this objection. “So. A miracle proper has to be outside the
capabilities of nature, outside the pattern of nature, an’ outside the expectations of
those who wonder at it. Right?”
“…yes?”
“Well, angels are by definition supernatural, so outside natural capabilities, check.”
Crowley held up his index finger to emphasise the point.
Aziraphale sniffed. “So are demons, by that argument.”
“Fair ‘nough. ‘S only one of three, though.” The demon wriggled a little closer,
nudging up against the angel’s side until Aziraphale was practically forced to put his
arm around him.
“Go on then, you ridiculous serpent.” The angel tried, unsuccessfully, to tuck a smile
away.
“Right. We’ve already ‘stablished that you are completely outside the normal angelic
pattern.” Crowley held up a second finger, then pressed them over Aziraphale’s
mouth as he began to object. “You’re better. You care, really care about the world,
and ever’body, ever’thing living on it. You ‘preciate it. You were ready to risk… well,
don’ wanna think ‘bout it. But ask anyone Up There. They’ll tell you you’re differen’.”
He smirked a little wickedly, and slid his fingers down to pinch that tempting lower lip.
“Also, you are way hotter ‘n any of ‘em.” He leaned in to follow up the pinch with a
careful nip from sharp teeth.

Aziraphale hummed, eyelids fluttering shut. It seemed entirely possible that, for the
next few minutes, all discussion of miracles (not to mention wagers) would be
indefinitely postponed in favour of more pressing matters. But the angel was made of
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sterner (or at least more stubborn) material, and he could not keep from muttering
against a demon’s very warm and agile tongue “You also, though.”

Crowley, who had temporarily forgotten what they had been talking about, strung
together various consonants (plucked at random) to signal agreement.
The angel placed a hand between their faces. “My dearest, I mean to say…” (he
squeaked and turned even pinker as the demon sucked at his sensitive palm) “no,
that is, not now, I mean…” he placed a placating kiss atop copper curls as the
grumbling demon plopped his face into Aziraphale’s chest. “The point is, you are as
much an anomaly among the denizens of Hell as I am of Heaven. You are, after all,
deep down, just a bit…”
“Don’t sssssay it,” Crowley groaned. “Ruinsss the mood, angel.”
“Fiendish,” Aziraphale corrected himself swiftly. “Quite, quite demonic, really. The
wiliest of them all, I daresay.” He carded his fingers softly through his beloved’s hair.
“But in an extremely, er, atypical fashion. Playing the long, the very long game, as it
were. Clever of you, I must admit.”

The demon, face still hidden, gave a pleased little grunt.
“Therefore,” the angel concluded, “if I am a miracle, you are every bit as much of
one.”
“Ah-ah.” Crowley laced his fingers together across Aziraphale’s breastbone and
propped his chin on top. “You’re forgetting the third condition.”
“Yes, well. And you forget that I’ve been on this Earth for a good bit more than six
thousand years. If my mere existence was a source of wonder and awe, I think I’d
have noticed it by now.”
The demon mumbled something into Aziraphale’s chest.
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“I’m sorry, dearest? What was that?”

Crowley looked about ready to say something, then clearly changed his mind.
Instead, he curled his hands into fists and dropped his chin back into place. “’S’wot
you said. First thing this morning.”
“You mean ‘good morning’? Darling, the power to make a thing good solely by the
utterance of the word is reserved to the Almighty alone. I cannot miracle goodness
into a day simply by saying so.”
“Beg to differ,” his demon muttered, glancing away. “But I meant … t’other thing.”

Oh. The angel had no difficulty identifying the words in question, since they were first
thing he said every morning. “My love. But that’s hardly miraculous.”
“Tis.” Crowley answered gruffly. Then, more clearly, “It is. Completely against the
natural order of things. You know what I am, what I’ve done, where I belong. You
know me. But still…”
“But still, I love you. Of course I do, darling. Because I know you.” Aziraphale
smoothed gentle hands down the demon’s back, making him shiver, just a bit.
“’S’not… I mean, no one else does. Not in Hell, not on Earth. Not even… It’s
something that even She can’t… won’t do. I can’t manage it myself… not without
your help.” He opened his fists, then circled his arms around the angel’s waist, laying
his cheek against the curve of his belly. “If that isn’t a, a wonder beyond
expectations, I don’t know what is.”
“Oh, beloved.” Aziraphale wrapped his arms around Crowley, squeezing him as
tightly as if he currently possessed the demon’s own serpentine coils. He summoned
the full shining light of his ability to love (which, as an angel, was rather vast), then
scraped up all the latent love that he could sense humming through their environs —
the love of humans for their homes and families, the love of creatures for their mates
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and offspring, even the love of scuttling insects for the dust and dark, the love of
weeds and flowers for the sun above — and then, greatly daring, tapped into his own
internal Grace, the infinite mutual love eternally dancing between Creator and
Creation; he gathered it together, all of it, into a mighty torrent of adoration and just
poured it into the gorgeous, splendid, astonishing demon in his arms, thundering
through his very essence, washing across all the burnt and painful bits of him,
seeking and filling all the empty cracks and crannies.

Crowley trembled and whined (just a little), clinging tightly against the onslaught of
Aziraphale’s love.
Aziraphale waited, petting and soothing, until the other relaxed again. “Dearest, I
have simply no idea what you are talking about.”

Crowley laughed a little, blowing a puff of burnt cinnamon and cloves, with just a hint
of morning brimstone.
Aziraphale kissed the top of his head once more. “However, I insist on pointing out
that you do love me as well. Or, at least, so you’ve said. Permit me to find that every
bit as miraculous as…”
“Nope,” the demon interrupted, hoisting himself up on his elbows. “S’not the same at
all. To love you… that’s completely natural. Built into the very structure of the
cosmos. Like, y’know, the moon and the tides. Iron and magnets. Chip butty and
seagulls. Just the way it is.” He collapsed again, nuzzling at the angel’s collarbones.
“S’not fair, really. Very hard on a demon, it is. But, y’know, can’t be helped.”
“Poor, put-upon fiend,” Aziraphale said tenderly. His breath stirred the messy
coppery curls beneath his chin. “Terribly sorry about that.”
“Should be.”
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“And,” Aziraphale went on, “I suppose I must concede defeat. I cannot prevail
against your devilish employment of St. Thomas and his Summa. What do you wish
to claim as your prize?”
“Mmmph.” Crowley snuggled in closer. “This works f’r me. Lemme stay just like this.
F’rever.”
“Ah, well. If you must.” The angel wiggled into a slightly more comfortable position. “I
feel compelled to note that forever is a terribly long time. How about until lunch?”
“Fair ‘nough.” The demon’s voice was already scarcely audible. “But only ‘cause I’m
a little hungry myself.”
“Oh, gracious, my own. That is a miracle.”
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Rating: Teen and Up

Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley

Content Warning: Language

Summary: Crowley arrives at the bookshop one morning to find Aziraphale kneedeep in a going-out-of-business sale, and panics.

Anthony J. Crowley was a lot of things—flash bastard, menace to society, and
devilishly good looking, to name a few—but one thing he most certainly was not was
in love with an angel. This is what he told himself every morning when he assessed
his reflection in the mirror before driving the Bentley to one such angel’s bookshop.
It’s what he told himself whilst not staring longingly at said angel’s back while he
shelved books. And it’s what he told himself before leaving again at night, pleasantly
sloshed enough to actually make himself leave, but not so sloshed that he couldn’t
miracle himself and the Bentley safely home.

He was clever. He was observant. He was generous, when he wanted to be. He was
not in love.
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In fact, the box of platonic chocolates and the dispassionate bouquet of deep-red
roses and the companionable bottle of Chateau Calon-Ségur Grand Vin all served as
further evidence that —

Alright, fine. Crowley was in fucking love with his best friend, and there was nothing
he could do about it. He’d tried the Ritz. He’d tried the picnic. He’d even tried Hamlet
at the Royal Shakespeare Company, all for naught. He simply couldn’t say the
words.

Once it had almost come out, but then it had got all garbled with some sort of rubbish
about retirement communities and varieties of local soil substrate. By the end, he
hadn’t been sure that he and Aziraphale had been on the same hemisphere, let
alone the same page.

Conversations went that way with the angel, sometimes. For the most part, either
through luck or maybe six thousand years of knowing each other, they understood
one another without saying a word. But other times, their wires inexorably crossed
and neither had any clue at all what the other was saying.
In any case, he’d resolved to try again. Today. At the bookshop. Which is where he
should have tried to do it in the first place, after that tiny, wee apocalypse that sort
of… fizzled. The chocolates and flowers were for the angel. The wine was for moral
support.

But, when Crowley rounded the corner to park in his accustomed spot, he was
confronted by a scene of unremitting pandemonium. The only time he’d seen
anywhere near this level of chaos around the bookshop was when... nope, better not
to think of it.
“What the holiness is going on?” Crowley swore, as he swung out of the Bentley. “Oi!
Angel! What’s this all about?”
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“Oh, my dear boy, I am so glad you’re here,” Aziraphale said, wringing his hands. He
stood amidst throngs of people, surrounded by boxes of books, his ridiculous
spectacles slightly askew on his beautiful nose. He was wearing his cardigan.
Outside. And he looked particularly vexed.
“Are you…” Crowley’s stomach sank, as he ripped off his sunglasses. “Are you
selling your book collection?”
“No, no, of course not,” Aziraphale said. “Just the vast majority of it.”
“Ngk… ur… b-but why?”
“Well, because it won’t fit, obviously.”
“Won’t fit where, angel? The Bentley?”
Aziraphale frowned at him. “The moving van, you silly serpent. It will be here in fortyeight hours, you know. And I simply cannot relocate an entire shop’s worth of books
in it.”
“You’re… you’re moving?”
This was going to be one of those conversations, then. And he’d left the damn wine
in the car.
Aziraphale looked ruffled. “We talked about this, dear boy. At length.”
“When? When did we talk about this?”
“Oh, really, Crowley. Over drinks at The Araki, just around the corner from yours.”
“We’ve been to The Araki three times this month. When exactly did we have this
conversation?”
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“It wasn’t that long ago,” Aziraphale said. “Six months, I should think.”
“Six months? Angel, if I’d known for six months, don’t you think I might have …
y’know... mentioned it?”
“I assumed you were just not terribly interested in the logistics, dear.”
“The logi— the logistics? You realise you’re being absolutely ridiculous. This cannot
happen,” he snapped, yanking a musty, crackling book out of some octogenarian’s
hands. “Move on, mate. Sale’s over.” Then to the larger gathering he shouted, “Oi!
Geroff, the lot of you! We’re closed!”

With a good deal of mumbling and unfriendly glares, most of the people obeyed his
directive. He had to flash full snake-head to scare off the witchy teenage girls, who
looked rather more excited by the display than frightened. Bloody humans.
“You… you want me to stay in London?” Aziraphale said, fidgeting with the edge of
his cardigan and looking, of all things, broken-hearted.
“Of course I want you to stay in London! Why wouldn’t I want you to stay in London?”
“Well, it’s just… You had said that, um, you wanted roots, you know. And… well, I… I
thought that you meant…”
“Spit it out, angel.”

Aziraphale drew himself up to his full height, which was an inch or two shorter than
Crowley but still somehow managed to cow the demon. He hated it when Aziraphale
straightened his spine like that. It meant he was gearing up to be insufferably
stubborn. And what was that hurt expression on his face about? He was the one
leaving Crowley, not the other way around.
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“I thought you wanted to move out to the country. I thought you wanted me to go with
you. That’s what you said, after all.”

Crowley gaped at Aziraphale as if all of his angelic heads were visible right there on
the street. “I never said that, angel. I’d have remembered, you know, saying I wanted
to move to the damn country with you.”
The angel’s lower lip wobbled. “I do apologise for the misunderstanding then. I shall
notify the solicitor at once to cancel the contract on the country house.”
“Wait, wait, wait, wait, wait. You… bought us a house?”
“Not just a house, Crowley. A cottage. With a conservatory and a garden. Don’t you
remember? We talked extensively about the ideal soil composition for some plant or
other that you just had to cultivate. Really, my dear, it was an hour-long
conversation.” The angel paused to take a breath and remove his glasses. “I thought
we had come to an arrangement.”

Fuck. Was that what that conversation had been about? How had he missed that?
How had he accidentally asked Aziraphale to move in with him, and then forgotten
about it?
“Well, never mind,” Aziraphale said, taking a step back from Crowley. “I will just…”
Crowley leapt forward, folding Aziraphale into his arms so he couldn’t leave.
“Of course I’ll move in with you, you blasted angel. I just didn’t know— You never
said— How drunk was I? Don’t answer that!” Then he shoved Aziraphale back at
arms’ length, clutching his shoulders. “What does this mean? Does this mean—?
Because I very much want it to—”
“Darling, this is what got us into this mess in the first place. Be explicit.”
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But all words had suddenly left Crowley, so the only thing to do was to show him. Not
with platonic chocolates or companionable wine, but with a mind-melting, full-bodied,
impossible-to-misinterpret kiss.
“Oh, my,” Aziraphale said with a smile when they finally pulled apart. “Not that I’m
complaining, dear, but I thought we agreed to wait until after the ceremony.”
Crowley’s heart stopped. “The what?”
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Pairing: Aziraphale/Crowley

Summary: There were special moments during their long time together on Earth
when Crowley couldn’t resist telling Aziraphale that he loved him. But the angel
never replied – until after the world nearly ended.

Crowley never intended to fall in love with an angel. It just sort of happened.
“Demons don’t love angels,” he told himself far more often than he wanted to, for far
too many days and nights over thousands of years. The fact that it wasn’t true
perplexed him deeply.
“Aziraphale has made it perfectly clear that we are hereditary enemies,” he told
himself one night in ancient Egypt, after a particularly pleasant evening at a tavern
with the angel. “He would never love me in return, other than that blasted generic
angelic glow of love for every creature that crosses his path. I’d be about as lovable
to him as a scorpion or a slug. Get over it already.”
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He didn’t get over it.
The thing was, Aziraphale was too damned friendly for a hereditary enemy. Those
words were simply words with no real meaning – a stock phrase that the angel used
in public places, just in case anyone was listening who might object. In private – a
cozy nook in the back of a restaurant, or a solitary bench in a park – in such places,
Aziraphale talked freely. There he would smile as they chatted, and would laugh, and
there he would be the best friend in the world, his only friend in the world.

They were companions on a long journey through time, and over the long centuries,
they would meet whenever, wherever they could, and Crowley fell more and more in
love with an angel. Aziraphale was kind, and generous, and genuinely interested in
what Crowley thought about anything and everything, and they often tired the sun
with talking, and sent it down the sky.
“It’s absurd,” Crowley told himself more often than he wanted to. “I can’t love an
angel. Besides, he’s fussy, and twitchy, and far too concerned about doing the wrong
thing, which this friendship certainly counts as.” And then he would run into
Aziraphale again, and the angel would be worried about something going wrong, and
he’d have that little pout to his lips and that little furrow in his brow, and he would
look at Crowley with that pleading expression which said loudly and clearly please
help… and all of Crowley’s determination to stop loving the bastard would crumble
into ashes. He would always help. Always.
Because the smile that lit up the angel’s face afterwards was totally, utterly worth it.

And so, Crowley fell in love with an angel, and it drove him crazy, until that fateful
century – was it the fourth or fifth one Before Christ – he no longer remembered –
when he couldn’t hold it in any longer. They were in Ostia, taking an evening stroll
along an empty beach. Gentle waves lapped the shore, a light breeze cooled the
heat of summer, and his hereditary enemy was chatting away about grapes and
harvests and vintages and his eyes were alight with joy, and Crowley couldn’t take it
one more second.
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“I love you,” he said.
There was the briefest pause in Aziraphale’s discourse, and then he waved his hand
at the setting sun. “It’s been quite the perfect summer weather for a good grape
harvest, I believe.”
Crowley gulped. Didn’t he hear me? “Um…yeah? That’s good.”
“Yes, it will be splendid. We ought to buy up a few of the better vintages and store
them away for a century or two. They’ll be ever so lovely then.”
“Right. Good idea.” And they strolled on, talking idly about grapes until Crowley
reached the conclusion that Aziraphale truly hadn’t heard the words he’d spoken at
all, or else he had, but was steadfastly ignoring them, just in case someone was
listening who might object. Either way, it was perplexing. But at least he’d gotten it
out there, and out of his system, and now he could relax – or so he thought.

He never did relax.

The second time he said it was in Wessex, 537 A.D. That date was etched in his
memory, as one of the few – blessedly few – times when he and Aziraphale argued,
so much that Crowley worried he wouldn’t see the angel again for decades. As it
was, he didn’t see him for an entire week, and was just about to track the angel
down to apologise when Aziraphale surprised him by doing the same thing. He
turned up at the Black Knight’s castle late one night, bearing a flagon of mead.
Crowley took one look at him and burst out laughing. Aziraphale had come in
disguise, or so he believed, trying not to arouse suspicions. He wore plain brown
woollen trousers with an overlong tunic of the same material – all of it pristinely
clean, without a single threadbare spot or hole.
“What are you playing at?” Crowley asked as he ushered Aziraphale into the Great
Hall.
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“I’m a peasant.” Aziraphale set down the flagon on the huge oak table.
“You’re an idiot.” But Crowley said it with deep affection. He ran his long fingers
along the angel’s sleeve – a spotless, white sleeve beneath the harsh woollen tunic.
“Like a prince playing dress-up.”
“Well, I have standards.”
“A peasant with standards. Right.” He smiled as he snapped up two tankards to pour
the mead into. “And why have you graced my castle this night, bearing this gift, oh
lowly peon?”

Aziraphale blushed. He picked up his tankard and took a long drink. When he
finished, he said, “I came to say that I’m sorry for sniping at you earlier. It was
unexpected – your suggestion to cheat Heaven and Hell – I reacted badly.” He held
up the tankard as if in a toast. “Please say it’s all right?”
Crowley clinked his tankard against the angel’s. “It’s fine. I get ideas sometimes that
are probably stupid. Or foolhardy. But it’s all right. I’m sorry, too.” He took a sip of the
soothing liquid. “Come on, let’s get nicely drunk, shall we?”

They did.

After they finished off the mead, Crowley called out for one of his servants to bring
wine, and as the meek fellow scurried off, Aziraphale made a casual, disparaging
remark about his servant’s stained, worn tunic.
“Oh, that does it, angel.” Crowley unceremoniously hauled him up and pulled him out
of the Great Hall. Aziraphale attempted to resist but was too drunk to be effective,
and soon they were outside in the courtyard. There had been a good, steady rain
earlier that day, and under the blaze of a full moon, Crowley found a nice muddy
puddle. “Peasants do not have standards,” he said as he pushed his friend down into
it.
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“You foul fiend!” Aziraphale yanked at Crowley’s legs, and the next thing he knew, he
was on the ground as well, and muddy with it.
“Stuffy angel!” Crowley smeared mud on Aziraphale’s tunic….
…which led, inevitably, to a great deal of mud everywhere, on every part of each
other’s clothing they could reach. They slipped and slid and got entangled and tried
to get untangled in a drunken, sprawling, gloriously filthy battle with a great deal of
yelling and laughing, ending in gasping exhaustion.
They lay flat on their backs, side by side. Crowley gazed up at the moon. “I’m not
really a foul fiend.” He looked over at Aziraphale, but couldn’t see his expression
beneath all the mud. “Am I?”
“It was merely an expression, my dear fellow.” Aziraphale let out a long sigh, and he
shoved himself up to a sitting position. “You’re my friend.”
“Good.” Crowley longed to see the angel’s face clearly. He sat up, and snapped his
fingers to produce two tankards of water. He poured one over Aziraphale’s head,
and handed the second to him so he could return the favour.
“That’s a little better.” Aziraphale smiled.
Crowley studied his friend’s clothes, which were still caked with mud, and his face,
which now had muddy streaks of water down it, and at his hair, all wet and straggly.
“You look ridiculous.”
“So do you.”
“And adorable, and lovable.”
“I’m sorry, what was that?”

208

The Ineffable Con 2 Zine
“I said, you look lovable.” Crowley paused, though only for a second. “I love you.”
Aziraphale hiccupped. He held up the tankard. “Can you fill this with more wine,
please?”

Was he deaf? Crowley snapped his fingers, and both tankards filled with wine.
“There you go.” He took a long drink. Maybe Aziraphale had some sort of miraculous
filter that magically prevented those three special words from ever reaching his brain.
Or perhaps he was just afraid. His dear friend was often fearful, or anxious, and
Crowley regretted adding to his discomfort. “Come on, let’s get cleaned up.” He
struggled to unsteady feet, and held out a hand. Aziraphale took hold, and allowed
himself to be pulled up, and together they staggered back inside, where neither of
them mentioned anything to do with love.

In 1601, it was Crowley’s turn to apologise.

As soon as Aziraphale returned from his trip to Edinburgh, Crowley treated him to a
showing of the surprise smash hit Hamlet. But although the angel expressed delight
at how successful the play now was, Crowley couldn’t help noticing how much his
friend shifted and wriggled about in his seat, and how he winced now and then.
“What’s wrong?” he asked during a scene break.
“Oh, it’s nothing. Merely that long horseback ride – as I believe you said, horses are
hard on the nether quarters.”
“You mean your arse is sore? Why don’t you perform a healing miracle on yourself?”
Aziraphale frowned. “I got a warning recently about overusing frivolous miracles.”
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“That’s not frivolous!” Crowley felt incensed at Heaven’s nit-picking ways. “Let me do
for you, then.”
“Oh, I couldn’t!” Aziraphale twisted his fingers round each other. “What if someone
noticed?”
“No one will know. Besides, it’s sort of my fault.” Crowley couldn’t look at him as he
said it. He stared at his own feet, feeling guiltier by the second.
“It is? How?”
Crowley cleared his throat. “Er. Mm. Ah. Well, you know that coin toss I did to decide
who had to go to Scotland?” He bit his lower lip. “I, um, well – it was rigged.” He
finally looked up to gauge Aziraphale’s reaction.
A pair of angelic eyebrows shot upwards. “You cheated?”
“I did.” Crowley looked away. “I’m sorry.”

Then he waited for his comeuppance, waited for Aziraphale to get angry at him, to
spurn their friendship, to walk away. A gnawing sensation filled his gut as he waited,
distressed by his own selfishness. The play started up again, and, in the noise of the
crowd, he barely caught Aziraphale’s reply. Crowley looked at the angel, who
seemed more sad than angry. “What did you say?” He moved in closer to hear.
“I said, ‘It’s all right. I suppose that it’s in your nature.’ You’re a demon. Cheating and
lying are what you do.”
“No! I don’t – not with you.” But he had, and Crowley hated himself in that moment.
He’d thought he’d been so clever with that coin toss, and had felt pleased at getting
out of an onerous task. Now, after seeing his friend’s discomfort, he only felt dismay.
“I mean, yes, I did, but – but I don’t usually do anything of the sort, not with you.
You’re my friend. I shouldn’t have done it, and I’m sorry.”
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“It is hard to fight one’s nature,” Aziraphale said softly. He lay a hand on Crowley’s
sleeve. “I ought to know.”
“What?” That honestly puzzled Crowley. He stared at the hand on his arm, felt its
warmth. He swallowed. “You’re an angel. You don’t need to fight your nature —”
“I do.” Aziraphale took his hand away, all too brief a touch. “Every time I see you.
Every time we agree to perform each other’s tasks. My nature would send you away.
My nature would never have allowed this closeness in the first place.”
Crowley closed his eyes, and sighed. Of course it wasn’t in an angel’s nature to care
for a demon. Nor was it in his nature to want to be near an angel, or to love one. He
had known that from the beginning, and yet he couldn’t help it. Damn. Why had he
been sent to Earth, where the only being he could possibly have a long-term
relationship with was the one being he could never be allowed to love?
He opened his eyes. “Thank you.” It was all he could think of to say, at first.
Aziraphale had just admitted that being his friend was more important than remaining
true to his Heavenly calling. And that was worth a great deal. “I promise never to lie
to you again, angel.”
“I’m glad to hear it.” Aziraphale favoured him with one of his joyful smiles. “Now,
about this play – it’s rather long, and I wonder if perhaps we could catch the rest of it
another evening?” He winced again as he squirmed on his seat.
“Absolutely. It will be my treat.”

They made their way through the crowd, and out of the theatre. Though they dwelled
in different neighbourhoods, miles apart, Crowley paced alongside as Aziraphale
headed towards his home. They didn’t speak much.
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When Aziraphale arrived at his lodging place, he turned to Crowley and said,
“Perhaps it might be better if we took turns from now on, for any of our ‘Arrangement’
duties, hm? No more coin tosses.”
“Fine.” That lack of trust hurt him. “I won’t break the promise, though. I wouldn’t do
that. But fine. We’ll take turns.”
“Thank you, my dear. Then I shall bid you good night.”

The use of my dear softened the pain a little. As Aziraphale turned and walked up
the steps to his door, Crowley said softly, “I love you.”

Whether he heard it or not, Crowley never knew, for the angel simply walked through
the door without looking back.

And so they went on. Sometimes they fought again, and Crowley hated those times.
He hated the mistakes he made, whenever he asked too much, when he asked the
angel to go against his nature just a bit too far. And sometimes, when Aziraphale fell
back on his holier-than-thou refrain, Crowley wondered why he kept trying to love
him.

But he did keep trying. Even after that wretched day in 1862, when he asked for
much more than he’d ever asked before, the day when Aziraphale fell back into
Heaven’s line harder than he’d ever stepped back before. Crowley’s world turned
darker than day.
Give it up, he angrily told himself. He doesn’t care about the friendship as much as
you do, and he never will. It was a fool’s quest, this chasing after an angel’s
affections. After all, Aziraphale had never once answered his declarations of love.
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Years went by, and Crowley managed to steer clear, to stay away. Years and years
passed by in loneliness. He wouldn’t apologise this time, not after Aziraphale had
spoken such hurtful words. Fraternising. No doubt the angel expected him to come
running back, as he always had before. Too bad. He was determined. Not this time.
The days and days went by, and he went through the motions of his demonic duties
mechanically, and the years passed on in a blur while the ache in his heart refused
to diminish.
And then, one day near the turn of the century, he saw Aziraphale in St. James’s
Park, standing at that same spot where their argument took place. He leaned against
the same railing, tossing food to the ducks. Crowley stepped behind a tree, but, of
course, the angel would know he was near – they could sense each other’s
presence anywhere on Earth. He didn’t turn to look towards Crowley, who kept his
distance. He watched Aziraphale, and was surprised at how blank the angel’s
expression was, and how his motions seemed rote, without feeling. If he was
enjoying feeding the ducks, it did not show, for he never smiled as he had always
done in the past. When he finished tossing the food, Aziraphale turned and walked
slowly, methodically back towards his bookshop, a lonely figure in a park full of
people.

Crowley walked back to his Mayfair flat, and there he took out a sheet of thick cream
paper and a fountain pen. He wrote I love you, as always. I won’t stay away forever. I
will come when you need me. Then he folded it, and sealed it with wax. He waited
until late into the night, when the bookshop lay quietly in darkness, and he affixed the
note to its front door. Then he strolled across the street to stand in an alleyway, and
there he watched for hours until just after dawn, when in the soft grey light, he saw
the door open. He watched as Aziraphale spied the note and took it down. The angel
held it to his nose to sniff it, and then he glanced up and down the street. He would
know that Crowley was nearby.

He watched as Aziraphale broke the seal, and read the note. He waited.
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There was, he thought, an eternity in that moment, stretching out from the day he’d
stood on a wall in Eden all through the hundreds of thousands of days until this
place, here and now.

Aziraphale looked up. He gazed around the street, up and down its length, until it
settled on the alleyway where Crowley stood hidden within its dark, protective walls.
You can’t pretend you didn’t hear me say those three words, not this time.

He waited.

Aziraphale, his eyes focused on the alley, nodded once. Then he tucked the note
into his vest pocket, smiled softly, and turned to go back inside his bookshop.
Crowley released a long-held sigh. Someday, everything would change. It had to.
Someday, things would be different between them, he knew that in his heart, in that
moment. Just give it time… always more time… and they had an eternity of time,
after all. If only… if only they had no constraints. If Heaven and Hell would just leave
them alone someday, maybe they would have a decent chance.

Someday.

And then, after another century, give or take a decade or two, Someday actually
arrived, much to Crowley’s amazement.
“To the world,” he said to an equally amazed and joyful angel, who answered the
toast with a loving gaze beyond anything Crowley had ever imagined in his dreams –
and he had imagined quite a lot. After the Ritz, they took a stroll through the park,
and after the stroll, they walked on to the bookshop, and once inside the bookshop,
Aziraphale put the CLOSED sign outward, and turned the lock. Crowley sauntered
over to the sofa as he always did, to sit in a languid sprawl – only this time, for the
first time in all the times he’d been there, Aziraphale, after carefully hanging up his
coat, came over and sat down beside him.
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“My dear,” he said in low, soft tones, “I have been silent for an exceedingly long time
on a topic of great importance between us.”
Crowley felt a sharp tingling up his spine. Someday… “Well, the walls have ears.” He
considered the way their world had recently changed. “That is, the walls used to
have ears.” And I was too careless with my words, and you were too cautious.
“Ostia,” Aziraphale replied. “Four hundred and fifty B.C. That was the first time you
told me that you loved me.”
Ah. So he hadn’t been hard of hearing, or under a miraculous spell. Merely keeping
to his angelic nature all the time. “I did.”
“Wessex, five hundred and thirty-seven A.D. That was the second time.”
“Mm-hm. Even though you were covered in mud.”
“London, after Hamlet, was the third time you said it.” Aziraphale’s hand drifted over
to Crowley’s leg, and found a resting place there.
“Didn’t know if you heard me.”
“I did.”
“Gave up saying it after that. Decided to write it out for you the next time.”
“Yes. I still have that note, you know.”
Crowley lay a hand atop Aziraphale’s. “You never answered.”
“No.”
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“Was it only fear of Heaven?” Crowley interlaced their fingers. “Or was it something
else?”
“I did fear Heaven.” Aziraphale’s fingers pressed gently against Crowley’s. “But I
feared Hell even more. As you once told me, your lot was not in the habit of sending
rude notes. I simply couldn’t risk their finding out how deeply I felt about you.”
“Shall I give you another opportunity, now that we’re free of them both?” Crowley
brought their joined hands to his lips, and kissed Aziraphale’s fingers. “I still love you,
you know.” He smiled. “That was the fifth time.”
“Rather astonishing, all in all.” Aziraphale shifted closer. “And of course, it was
against both our natures, and yet —” He drew their hands downward, away from
Crowley’s lips. “I do have an answer.” Then he leaned in to kiss him.
And yet… and still… Aziraphale kissed him, and Crowley wondered how he had
lasted so long without that touch… from the beginning, all the way until now… he
brushed his lips against an angel’s soft lips, in a seeking caress… and yet… and
still… he pressed a little stronger, a bit deeper, briefly let go to return again and
again… against our natures… well, nature be damned… he kissed Aziraphale while
his whole body shivered, while he felt the angel’s body tremble against him… love
will last… all this time, all the time to come… Crowley lost himself to an angel’s
touch, over and over, and he knew it had to come to a stop and yet— and still— he
knew it would never truly end.
Aziraphale broke the kiss first. He brushed a hand through Crowley’s hair, and he
brushed his lips against Crowley’s ear and whispered, “I love you.”
The words rolled through him like thunder. And yet… Crowley could not help but
smile as he pulled back a little, looked into Aziraphale’s eyes with the deepest of
affection, and replied, “You owe me four more.”
Aziraphale smiled in return. “Bastard.”
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“So are you.”
“Point taken.”
He pulled the angel into a tight embrace. “Let’s be true to our true natures from here
on out, all right?”
“Excellent idea.” Aziraphale nestled up against his chest. “I love you, I love you, I
love you, I love
you.”
“Right. You might have spaced those out a bit more.” Crowley ran his fingers through
his dear friend’s hair, and along his cheek. “But I suppose that will do.”

Then they kissed once more, and caressed each other, and held each other, and
Crowley fell in love with an angel all over again… and an angel loved him back.

And whether it was a love that was spoken, or a love that was silent, somehow, that
no longer seemed to matter.
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Rating: Teen and Up

Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley
Summary: Aziraphale thinks it’s about time his relationship with Crowley
progressed, and he’s found just the book to help him.
(Note: The book quoted throughout is The Art of Dating by Evelyn Millis Duvall, first
published in 1958)

It’s one of those long, summer evenings when the light lingers and the still air is thick
and warm. There’s a sense of promise about the world after the narrowly averted
apocalypse, and in the back room of a bookshop in Soho, Aziraphale is quite ready
to begin this next chapter of his life as a not-exactly-fallen-but-certainly-no-longeraffiliated-with-Heaven angel.

Sprawled on the sofa across from him is a no-longer-affiliated-to-Hell demon, who
has become progressively more horizontal as the evening has progressed. He is
currently off on one of his animated rants, waving his wineglass around haphazardly
but (miraculously) managing not to spill a drop. His increasingly slurred speech is
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tough to make out, but the gist appears to concern the lack of a “CD player” in his
restored Bentley, such an item being apparently unfamiliar to an eleven year-old who
prefers something with blue teeth.
All right, so Aziraphale isn’t entirely following. He privately thinks the CD player is no
great loss anyway, but he’s nodding and adding agreeable noises in the appropriate
places to encourage Crowley to continue while Aziraphale considers how much he
would like to be on that sofa instead of across the room in this chair.
It’s a conundrum that would have been better addressed earlier, when they arrived at
the bookshop fresh from a celebratory lunch at the Ritz. Had he started the evening
sitting by Crowley’s side, the progression of time – and perhaps a little of the wine –
might have chiselled away at the distance between them and led events in a more
amorous direction.

Old habits die hard, though, and Aziraphale ended up in his usual chair without
thinking this through. He has spent most of the intervening hours considering ways
he might rectify his mistake, while watching with ever more despondency as
Crowley’s slump towards horizontalness sees him take up more and more of the
space, until there’s no longer any room for Aziraphale to join him even if he did,
somehow, pluck up the nerve.

It's morning by the time Crowley slithers out of there, grumbling about plants that
mustn’t be allowed too much freedom, and Aziraphale is alone. He takes a moment
before he sobers up to scold himself for his own incompetence, and then he
reluctantly opens the bookshop.

The bookshop is almost but not quite the same as the one he left behind. There are
some new additions that he really ought to get around to cataloguing. He pulls out
one unfamiliar volume and idly flips to the first page:

“Long before you actually start dating, you dream about it. Wistfully,
you see other fellows and girls out together on dates, laughing,
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talking, going places, having a seemingly effortless, wonderful time.
Before you ever get a date, you see yourself as the gallant hero or
the glamorous heroine of a romantic situation. You imagine all the
right words and actions so easily, so vividly, that you can hardly wait
to start dating. Yet, somewhere inside you anticipate the awkward
moments when you will stand tongue-tied and clumsy before some
very special person, finding that dating is anything but wonderful.
And so you swing between eagerness and anxiety, impatient to try
your wings at one moment, and afraid of a take-off in the next.”

Aziraphale hastily closes the book. As an avid reader he’s familiar with the unsettling
feeling of seeing a thought he believed unique to himself expressed perfectly on a
page by a total stranger. Yet to have selected this book at this precise moment…
Aziraphale glances up and wonders for a moment about ineffability.

He turns the book over to look at the cover. The Art of Dating, says the title, by
Evelyn Millis Duvall, PhD.
“Well, Dr Duvall,” Aziraphale mutters to himself. “Let’s see if you can solve this
pickle…”

Moments later, cocoa in hand, Aziraphale is settled into his most comfortable
reading chair, The Art of Dating on his knee, and a notepad resting on the table
beside him.

The book is overly concerned with gender roles and contains some advice (such as
the seeking of parental approval) that Aziraphale dismisses as somewhere between
impractical and inadvisable. Nonetheless, some hours later, he emerges with a set of
scribbled bullet points and a Plan.
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-

Asking for a date
 Movie dates require one (1) week’s notice
 Ask via telephone: refer to written notes
 Start by discussing something unrelated
 Be specific: state invitation in full, including location, hour,
duration

“This is Anthony Crowley. You know what to do, do it with style.”
The beep sounds, and Aziraphale hesitates for a moment. Too long, perhaps; he’s
not prepared for this situation.
“Ah – machine – yes, well,” he blusters. “I was just calling to discuss the – ah – the
bookshop. I have conducted a thorough survey of the inventory, you see. Quite a few
additions, as it happens. I wondered how your car –”
“Hi Aziraphale,” Crowley’s voice cuts in.
“Oh, there you are – ah – where was I? Right. Well. Would you care to accompany
me to a cinematic show?”
Oops. He was supposed to be starting with something unrelated, but he’s gone and
got all flustered. Oh well, best to go with it. He rustles a newspaper he procured from
a shouty man outside Oxford Circus station and finds the listings for the local
picturehouse. “The Odeon on Leicester Square is showing The Lion King.” He
doesn’t know what that is, but it sounds sufficiently grand. “It commences on
Saturday at 19:15, and it has a running time of one hour and fifty-eight minutes.”

There is a pause on the other end of the line while Crowley absorbs the barrage of
information. Aziraphale twirls the telephone cord in his fingers, waiting.
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“On Saturday?”
“Yes, my dear. Are you available?”
“This weekend?”

Aziraphale stares at his notes. He was so certain he was giving all of the relevant
information and isn’t sure which part was unclear. “Yes,” he confirms. “Saturday.
Shall I pick you up at seven?”
“Your place is on the way to Leicester Square from here,” Crowley points out
reasonably. “I’ll swing by yours.”
Oh, but that isn’t what the book suggests at all, but Aziraphale can’t think of a reason
to refuse, so he agrees, “Very well, then. I shall expect you at seven o’clock on
Saturday.”
“Right.”
“Jolly good! Good night, my dear.”
“Night.”
There’s a note of uncertainty or confusion in Crowley’s voice that Aziraphale can’t
decipher, but he has his date, so he chalks this round up as a win.

-

Going to the Movies
 Help him out of his jacket and arrange it comfortably on the back
of his seat
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 Then remove my coat and place it under seat or on lap
 No talking during the film (as if I would!!)
 It is acceptable to place your arm over the back of his seat (!)
 Afterwards, invite him to stop at a soda fountain
“What made you want to see this?” Crowley asks as they stroll across Leicester
Square. “Doesn’t seem your…thing.”
“I am trying new things,” Aziraphale says primly, because that’s better than it was the
first listing in the newspaper. “Do you know what it’s about?”
Crowley’s mouth does that strange twitchy thing it does when he thinks Aziraphale
doesn’t know he’s being laughed at. “Oh, you’ll like it,” Crowley says breezily. “It’s an
adaptation of Hamlet.”
“Oh, how splendid,” Aziraphale says.

Crowley is struggling to hold back his smile, which Aziraphale takes as a very good
sign indeed.

Inside, Aziraphale cannot choose between sweet and salty popcorn, so he procures
both, before they are led into a large auditorium filled with seats covered in red
velvet. The seats are sparsely occupied, so they have walked halfway down the aisle
before Aziraphale registers that most of the patrons are families with young children.
It is so nice to see that young people still derive enjoyment from Shakespeare!

Things begin to go wrong when they reach their seats and he tries to assist Crowley
with removing his jacket. Aziraphale’s arms are full of popcorn and before he can
help, Crowley flops down into the seat, still wearing his jacket, and looks up at
Aziraphale expectantly.
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Aziraphale manoeuvres himself awkwardly into his seat. He’s still wearing his coat,
but, well the floor doesn’t look terribly clean and his lap is full of popcorn, so perhaps
that’s for the best.
It’s been a while since Aziraphale saw Hamlet, but he’s fairly sure this adaptation
has taken some liberties with the source material. He’s barely focusing on the film,
though, preoccupied as he is with the next item on his list: casually resting his arm
on the back of Crowley’s seat.
It’s not clear how he’s supposed to accomplish this. They’re so close together that
their shoulders are almost touching, so his first attempt results in an elbow to
Crowley’s face.

For his second attempt, he carefully manoeuvres his arm in between them and
feigns needing to adjust the collar of his coat before stretching his arm out behind
Crowley’s head. The seat backs are awfully high, though, and this isn’t a comfortable
position. He manages to hold it for less than a minute before he retreats.
Next time, he reasons, they can watch a film on a sofa, perhaps at Crowley’s flat.
“I don’t remember there being so much singing,” he says as they leave the cinema.
“The animated one was better,” says Crowley, “but this is still less gloomy than the
original.”
Aziraphale didn’t think much of it at all, but this is supposed to be a date and he
wants it to go smoothly, so he grasps for what he’s supposed to say next: “Do you
know of a soda fountain in the vicinity?”
Crowley favours him with a look that makes him wonder if he’s manifested a second
head. “A soda fountain?”
“Yes. Where might one find such a thing?”
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“America, circa 1955?” Crowley suggests.

Aziraphale just glares at him, the glare that he knows will be read as come up with a
better answer.
“Anything you want, angel,” Crowley sighs, and leads him to a 1950s themed
American diner in Soho.

Aziraphale is quite satisfied with that: their menu contains many baked and fried
goods, and he doesn’t really know what a soda fountain is, anyway.

All in all, it is quite a successful date.

“Spectator sports are fun and usually not too expensive!”

It takes a frivolous miracle for Aziraphale to procure the Wimbledon tickets. They
have excellent seats on Centre Court and the strawberries and cream are quite
delicious.
The drizzle is unfortunate, though. Play is called off three times and it’s nearing
evening before the game finally gets underway. Aziraphale isn’t complaining; he and
Crowley remain miraculously dry and the whole point is to spend time with him, so
the more it’s prolonged the better, as far as he’s concerned.
It’s when play does get underway that the problems start. The crowd gets agitated
and even outraged when a linesperson calls a ball out; Crowley enjoys this far too
much, and the next time it happens, Aziraphale is certain the line on the grass
moves.

Spectator sports, he concludes, are not one of their shared interests.
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“School events can be especially rewarding date experiences.”

“Why are we here?” Crowley asks as they walk through the primary school summer
fair.
“It’s fun!” Aziraphale insists.

Crowley gives him a sceptical look, but then he spots the teacup ride and that
forestalls further questions for a while.

Aziraphale can only manage one turn on the ride before he feels distinctly queasy,
but then he discovers he can stand at the side with an ice cream and watch Crowley
go round again (hands in the air, crying “Wheeeee!” as the ride gets up to speed)
and that’s sort of fun.

Standing here, other people assume he has a child on the ride, and Aziraphale finds
it prudent not to correct them. Then they start telling him about the problems their
children are having, which presents opportunities to Do Good (not his job any more,
strictly, but it’s nice to have a hobby).

By the time Crowley eventually swaggers off the ride, swaying even more than usual,
Aziraphale has consumed three ice creams, cured one persistent cough and three
cases of asthma, and made numerous suggestions of age-appropriate material to
encourage children to read (all additions that Adam made to his bookshop, though
he neglects to mention this so as not to encourage purchasing).
“That was fun!” Crowley declares and promptly falls over. Aziraphale instinctively
reaches out a hand to help him up, and afterwards it tingles from the touch. He
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probably shouldn’t call that hand-holding, but he will anyway because that makes it
sound like progress.

Once he has recovered his balance, Crowley makes a beeline for the hook-a-duck
game, where he wins a novelty oversized plush duck. He beams as he hands it over
to Aziraphale, who carries it all the way back to the bookshop and installs it proudly
in his window display.

“Church programs…”

No, perhaps not.

“Many teenagers who complain that ‘there's nothing to do on dates’
overlook their own homes. There are countless ways of turning your
home into a happy dating place for yourself and your friends.”

It’s silly to be nervous. He’s been to Crowley’s flat before, even spent the night here
after the world didn’t end.
He’s never shown up with flowers and chocolates before, but Crowley’s done this for
him plenty of times, so. No need to be nervous.

When Crowley opens the door, Aziraphale produces the roses with a flourish.
Crowley looks taken aback. “Uh, thanks,” he says. “They’re… nice.”
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“And spiky,” Aziraphale points out eagerly. “They reminded me of you.”
Crowley gives him a look he’s seen countless times over the centuries: it says you’re
an idiot, but also you’re my favourite idiot, so that’s all right then.
They spend the evening drinking wine and talking about the world they saved – well,
were present for the saving of – and if Aziraphale ends up eating all the chocolates
Crowley doesn’t seem to mind.

This whole courtship thing is easy, Aziraphale thinks to himself as he half-listens to
Crowley’s enthusiastic rant about some television show. Aziraphale had been a little
worried; six thousand years is a long time to repeatedly spurn someone’s advances.
Now that they’re free it’s time to put all of that behind them and finally get on with it.

Crowley is talking about something called Love Island, which sounds like a jolly
pleasant place, but is apparently something Hell gave him a commendation for
before all the Armageddon shenanigans so is probably not as nice as it sounds.

The next chocolate he pops in his mouth turns out to be a coffee, but he decides he
would prefer a praline right now and it obliges. He hums happily.
“So that’s a yes, then?”
Aziraphale has no idea what he’s agreeing to, but he says, “Yes, of course, my
dear,” and Crowley seems happy with that answer.

Aziraphale regrets not listening more carefully when Crowley turns on the television
to a ghastly show in which humans behave terribly towards one another. Crowley
cackles through it, and Aziraphale watches uncomfortably until he can think of an
excuse to leave.
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“No love is so painful as the aching love of frustration.”

It’s been months now, and Aziraphale has to confess that this is not going according
to plan at all.
He’s been doing all of the things that all the literature he has consumed over the
centuries has taught him he should do, and his relationship with Crowley is still stuck
exactly as it was. Which is nice, certainly, but not as good as it could be. They ought
to be holding hands by now. Possibly even kissing.

The book has quite a lot to say on the subject of kissing, but is frustratingly vague
about when and how it should happen.

“Even though the first date is usually too soon for a goodnight kiss,
there are important exceptions. If a couple have known each other
for a long time before they date, they may feel that a kiss is
appropriate.”

If this exception applies to anyone, surely it does to them, who have known each
other since the Beginning! No such luck, though, and now so many dates have
passed that Aziraphale thinks he has somehow drifted behind. He flips through his
notes.

“Kissing should be postponed by a dating pair until they're fond
enough of each other for the kiss to have special meaning.”

What is that supposed to mean? He is fond of Crowley, certainly; in fact, he can
hardly imagine being more so. The idea of further postponing the kissing doesn’t
sound very appealing at all. He’s not sure what special meaning it would carry,
though. It just sounds nice. The humans are awfully fond of it, certainly.
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“It's not just a matter of how long the two persons have gone
together, but rather of what they have to express which can only be
communicated through kissing.”

Well, this is no help at all. What is one supposed to communicate through kissing?
The book is maddeningly elusive on this point.
As to how he’s supposed to know whether Crowley wants to be kissed, the book
makes this sound like a minefield. Aziraphale is supposed to watch for signals;
Crowley might lean towards him and look expectant. In fact, Crowley does that often,
but the expectation is usually wine. And the book is quick to point out this may not
mean anything at all, and Aziraphale might expect a slap if he were to interpret it as
such. On the other hand, Crowley might want to be kissed but be reluctant to
indicate his willingness due to shyness, according to the book, although Aziraphale
considers this unlikely; Crowley has never been shy.

It might seem the obvious way through this tangle of confusing signals would be to
ask, but, counter-intuitively, the book actually warns against this course of action,
suggesting it would be tantamount to asking to be refused.

What is an angel hopelessly in love with a demon to do?

“Showing a boy you like him without expressing affection physically
can be done in innumerable ways. You might express interest in
what he is doing and planning; really listen to what he tells you; be
sympathetic when he is in trouble; act pleased at his successes.”

“Crowley!” Aziraphale does a little spin, so delighted is he not have got Crowley’s
machine.
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“Aziraphale.”
“I, uh…” Aziraphale had this all planned out, he did, but now he’s tangled in the
phone cord and has quite lost the train of his thoughts.
“Is something wrong?” Crowley prompts him.
“Just, oh –” a frivolous miracle later, and Aziraphale is free of the tangle, but now he
can’t find his notes.
“Do you need me to come over?” There’s an edge of concern to Crowley’s voice,
which is not at all how he was supposed to be sounding.
“Oh no, not at all, my dear!” Aziraphale chuckles, aiming for breezy but ending up
somewhere south of awkward. “I was just wondering what you might be planning.”
“Planning?”
“For the weekend,” Aziraphale adds, belatedly realising that sounded rather
ominous. Neither of them are in the business of planning deeds any more.
There’s a hesitation on the other end before Crowley asks, “What’s happening this
weekend?”
“That’s what I’m asking,” says Aziraphale, a little tetchily now. Crowley can be so
uncooperative sometimes.
“Uh, well, I sort of have a thing on Saturday…” Crowley trails off, then hastily adds,
“It’s not important, though, y’know, if you need… anything?”
“Oh no, not at all!” Aziraphale rests against the edge of his desk and twirls the phone
cord in one hand. “Tell me about this thing!”
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“Oh, you wouldn’t be interested…”
“Try me.”
“Just a car thing…”

Ten minutes later, Aziraphale is fairly confident that he has listened and expressed
interest but he’s still not sure what a Salon Privé is in this context or how one can
competitively own a car. Crowley is excited about it, though.
Excited enough to invite Aziraphale along. So perhaps the book knows what it’s
talking about after all.

Dr Duvall has a lot to say on the subject of automobiles, much of it quite shocking.
The descriptions of what might ensue were they to engage in the heady practice of
“parking” leave Aziraphale quite flustered.

“It's the likelihood of petting that gives parking such a bad name. So
many young people use the freedom of the parked automobile for
unrestrained, irresponsible sexual activity that anyone who parks is
suspect.”

He’s been in Crowley’s Bentley plenty of times, though, and nothing untoward has
ever happened. No more untoward than crashing into a cycling witch, anyway.

Still, an angel can hope.

Alas, what ensues is much more familiar; namely, that he spends most of the journey
clinging on tightly and fearing for his corporation while listening to La Traviata with
vocals by Mr F. Mercury.
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“You managed to get a new CD player, then?” Aziraphale observes dryly.
Crowley shrugs. “The Bluetooth got boring. Tried to play Handel and it was, well,
Handel. Even after two weeks.”
“How dull,” says Aziraphale, who has no idea what a blue tooth is but privately
approves of its taste in music.
It’s otherwise a pleasant drive up to Oxford; there are no walls of flame on the M25
and when they park on the south lawn of Blenheim Palace no one shoots them with
pellets of paint. All in all, one of their more successful journeys, so Aziraphale has no
right feeling disappointed.
They’re at Blenheim Palace, too, which is lovely. Aziraphale is quite looking forward
to enjoying the art and the architecture, but when he starts to walk towards the
building, he realises that he is alone. When he turns around, he sees Crowley
prowling around the Bentley, examining it carefully and occasionally miracling away
an imagined blemish.
“Crowley…?” Aziraphale ventures. “Are you coming inside?”
“Inside?” Crowley screws up his face. “No, angel – we’re here!” He throws his arms
out in a gesture that encompasses the whole south lawn, which, Aziraphale realises
only then, is no ordinary car park. It is covered in vintage cars, many of which look
very similar to Crowley’s. Although it is early, people are already milling in between
the cars.
“We’re just here to… park on the grass with the other cars?” Aziraphale ventures.
“It’s the world’s largest gathering of Bentleys,” Crowley says excitedly, as though that
explains anything.
“So it is,” says Aziraphale with an indulgent smile.
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It’s then that he notices a flag nearby, proclaiming that this is the one hundredth
anniversary of Bentley. Humans, Aziraphale knows from millennia of research, are
fond of celebrating the passage of arbitrary intervals of time. Usually, they do so with
the aid of cake, so Aziraphale thoroughly approves of the practice.

While Crowley fawns over his car, Aziraphale wanders off in search of cake. He finds
an area filled with food vendors, but they’re still setting up, so he spends a little time
ambling between the cars as he waits for them to open.

They all look the same to Aziraphale, who is not an expert in automobiles, in much
the same way that he suspects Crowley walks into the bookshop and sees only
books. Yet, without knowing anything of the various automobiles’ qualities, not one of
them gives him the feeling of general, all-round loveliness that Crowley’s Bentley
does. Hence, he feels quite confident privately declaring that Crowley’s is the far
superior Bentley in this gathering.

When he returns to said superior Bentley (which, he now realises with a hint of pride,
occupies a prime location directly opposite the grandeur of the palace), it is with a Mr
Whippy and a red ice lolly. Crowley almost jumps on him in an attempt to keep the
sticky treats away from his precious car, but he does accept the proffered snack and
stands pleasingly close to Aziraphale – at a safe distance from the car – while they
indulge.
“I have conducted a survey of the competition,” Aziraphale declares, “and yours is
most definitely the superior vehicle on display.”
“That wanker over there disagrees,” Crowley mutters, nodding in the direction of a
car in front of the palace which is – to Aziraphale’s untrained eye – identical to his
own. “Says mine can’t be a 1926 original because it has a roof. As if I don’t know
when I bought her!”
Aziraphale shakes his head. “What idiot would want a car with no roof? In England?”
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“That’s my point!” Crowley gestures emphatically with his ice lolly.

The world's largest gathering of

Crowley’s Bentley,

Bentleys at Blenheim Palace

south lawn of Blenheim Palace

A far inferior 1934 3½ Litre

It turns out that Expressing an Interest in Crowley’s interests is quite straightforward
and primarily involves getting Crowley started on one of his rants and then nodding
and expressing outrage in the right places as words about engine capacities and
suspension systems fly over his head.

He is able to procure more snacks as the day wears on, and by the afternoon he has
sampled pies, cakes, and something called a cronut (of which he generally
approves, but determines that further investigations may be required). All in all, it’s a
most satisfactory date, with one exception: they have been parked on this lawn the
entire day and there has not been one single shenanigan of the sort that Dr Duvall
would disapprove. Not one.

Still, the sun is shining, and he is with Crowley, who keeps pacing nervously and
polishing imaginary dirt from his car, but is otherwise in good spirits. He should not
be too despondent.

The afternoon culminates in Crowley being presented with award by an importantlooking man in a suit. If Aziraphale were still in the business of being an angel
officially, as it were, he might have to protest that it’s not entirely fair to compare this
car – held together by miracles and imagination and entirely reconstituted by the
Antichrist – to those maintained by mortals. But he’s supposed to be acting pleased
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at Crowley’s successes. And when he sees just how delighted Crowley is, there’s no
acting required.

A photographer calls out to Crowley for a picture, and before Aziraphale knows what
is happening, Crowley’s arm is around his waist and he’s being pulled into the
photograph with a grinning demon. Aziraphale is so taken by surprise and so thrilled
by the closeness and waves of joy rolling off Crowley that he momentarily glows. In
that moment, a pulse of celestial energy flares out into the crowd around them. Later
that evening, everyone who was at Blenheim Palace that day will return home to find
that the meeting they were dreading has been cancelled, or the job application they
were waiting to hear on was successful.
On the drive home, Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata becomes We Are the Champions,
and Aziraphale hums along.

There is none of the petting that the book warned him about, but Aziraphale can
confidently call this day a successful date nonetheless.

“When a boy and girl date only each other to the exclusion of
anyone else, they are said to be ‘going steady.’ This is something
new in dating practice.”

Aziraphale is pretty sure that Crowley is his steady. At least, neither of them sees
anyone else with any regularity. He’s rather proud of himself for having adopted such
a new dating practice; perhaps he is becoming modern after all!
There still hasn’t been any petting, but Aziraphale has come to accept that. There is
pleasure to be found in merely spending time with the only other being in the
Universe who can understand what it is to have lived on Earth for six thousand
years.
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He’s in his chair again, because old habits die hard, and Crowley is sprawled out
over the sofa, talking animatedly about a wildlife documentary he saw on an eyeplayer (whatever that is).
“And the dolphins, right, they have medicine,” he says, gesticulating with his wine
glass in a way that would have resulted in a wine-soaked wall, if he were human.
He’s not, fortunately, so the wine stays in the glass ready for Crowley to take a long
gulp, which allows Aziraphale to interject.
“Medicine?”
It’s not that he’s that interested in dolphins, really, but he does enjoy Crowley’s
animated rants. Crowley has long since discarded his sunglasses, and his eyes go
almost entirely yellow when he’s really focussed; it’s mesmerising, and Aziraphale
would gladly listen to a long discussion of the transmission systems of early 20 th
century luxury cars if it meant he got to see Crowley like this.
Which he has. Several times, in fact. But today, it’s dolphins.
Crowley swallows the last of his wine and continues, “It’s in the coral, right – it’s antiinflammatory, anti-bacterial, anti-… bad stuff – and the dolphins rub themselves
against the coral…”

For some reason, he deems it necessary to demonstrate by rubbing his hip against
the back of the sofa. Aziraphale watches with what he hopes is scholarly interest.
“Told you they had big brains!” Crowley concludes triumphantly, as though this were
a fact Aziraphale has disputed somewhere along the way.
“Indeed they do,” Aziraphale agrees, reluctantly tearing his gaze away from
Crowley’s hips and sternly forcing his thoughts back on track. “I would like to hear
more about this documentary… more wine?”
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Crowley looks forlornly at the empty bottle. “Yeah. I’ll get it.” He leaps up from the
sofa in one somehow-fluid movement and disappears into the back.

The brief pause allows Aziraphale to catch his breath and force his racing heart back
to something resembling a normal rhythm (he doesn’t need it anyway; he can do
without it giving him away like this).

He could, if he were feeling brave, take this opportunity to move to the sofa, so that
Crowley has to sit beside him… He’s edging in that direction when a flash of light
catches his eye. It’s Crowley’s phone, sitting on the table beside the empty wine
glass, lighting up with a notification.
He’s not sure what makes him look. Curiosity, perhaps, about whom Crowley might
be communicating with besides him. It’s just a cursory glance at first, but the words
jump out at him: ‘Dude. Just tell him. Right now.’
Before he has time to think about it, he’s picked the phone up. It unlocks at a touch
because it doesn’t occur to him that it wouldn’t. He taps on the notification, and it
opens something called ‘Reddit.’
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Aziraphale reads it four times, trying to convince himself he’s imagining things, but
there’s no mistaking what this is. He’s an angel, not a fool.

Underneath, it appears several people have weighed in with their own thoughts on
the matter.

“Uh…angel?”
Aziraphale drops the device as though it’s burned him. He’s about to grasp for a
futile excuse for what he was doing with Crowley’s mobile telephone, when he
realises Crowley isn’t even looking at him. He’s standing in the doorway, a bottle of
wine tucked under his arm, holding the book: The Art of Dating, by Evelyn Millis
Duvall, PhD.
“Oh,” Aziraphale jumps to his feet and self-consciously tugs on his waistcoat. “Just
doing a little tidying, you know…”
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Crowley pulls a loose piece of notepaper from between the pages. “Going to the
movies,” he reads. He silently skims the page, his eyebrow climbing, until… “Soda
fountain?”
Aziraphale’s heart is surely punishing him for the earlier admonishment, because it
now stubbornly refuses to beat at all. And that shouldn’t affect him, but he feels dizzy
and as though he definitely needs to not be standing right now. He manages to halfsit, half-collapse onto the edge of his chair. As his head drops into his hands, he
catches sight of Crowley’s mobile telephone on the floor. He takes a deep breath
and meets Crowley’s eyes.
“Should I perhaps have consulted the good people of Reddit instead?” Aziraphale
asks. He’s aiming for a cool, icy tone, but it comes out a little feeble even to his own
ears.

At first Crowley looks confused, but then his eyes flicker down to the phone on the
floor and Aziraphale can see him reach the horrified realisation of what has just
happened.

For a moment they stare at each other, perched on a knife edge. Aziraphale can feel
the impulse to deny and deflect. He could write this off, come up with a story that
neither of them believes, change the subject… but isn’t this just what they’ve been
doing for six thousand years?

It takes more courage than he had to summon to face Hell itself, but Aziraphale
manages a wry smile and says, “I suppose it’s rather fitting that we each had to turn
to humans for advice.”

He can see the tension drain out of Crowley and a smile creep across his lips.
“Yeah, I s’pose.”
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Then it’s awkward again, because it’s all very splendid to have acknowledged the
thing, but now there’s the part where they have to decide what to do next and the
book was not at all instructive on this situation.
Crowley sighs. “I found the wine.” He holds up the bottle.

Aziraphale nods eagerly, and Crowley takes his seat on the sofa, pausing to pick up
his phone from the floor and glancing ruefully at the new notifications.
Then Aziraphale does his second brave thing in as many minutes, and moves from
his chair to sit beside Crowley on the sofa. Crowley pretends not to notice anything
odd about this, but Aziraphale sees him fumble slightly over pouring the wine.
Crowley hands him a glass, and Aziraphale raises it. “To human wisdom.”
Crowley gives a rueful smile. “To humans,” he agrees.

Aziraphale downs his wine far too quickly and sets his empty glass back on the
table, but then immediately regrets it because it leaves him with nothing to do with
his hands. He gets flustered and blurts out, without thinking, “I would like to try
petting.”
He’s not sure exactly what response he expected to that, but it’s not Crowley choking
on his wine and doubling over in laughter.
“Well,” Aziraphale huffs, “a simple no would –”
“No,” Crowley interrupts. He sets his glass down and visibly forces himself to stop
laughing. “I mean, not no – the opposite of no – just… please don’t call it that.”
“What would you prefer to call it?”
He doesn’t find out what the preferred terminology is, because Crowley positively
launches himself at him, and Aziraphale finds himself with a lap full of very squirmy
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demon. At first, he’s not sure what to do with his hands, but they find their way up to
the back of Crowley’s head, which he holds in place while he leans in for his very
first kiss.

Dr Duvall was correct about one thing, after all: this is, indeed, a most satisfactory
form of communication. It’s certainly easier than talking. It’s astonishing, really, that
with something as simple as a press of lips he can tell Crowley that he loves him –
has loved him longer than he’s even been aware of doing so, really.
When Crowley finally pulls away, there’s a tingling feeling left behind, which shivers
delightfully down Aziraphale’s spine.
“Oh,” is all he can manage to say.
“Ngk,” Crowley agrees. Then he looks uncertain. “Not too fast?”
“Good heavens, no,” Aziraphale chuckles. “I believe the third or fourth date is
customary. We are quite behind schedule.”
“Best catch up, then.” Crowley leans in once more, and Aziraphale is quite content to
indulge him. He catalogues a number of new and exciting tingly sensations, and
discovers that tickling the back of Crowley’s neck makes him wriggle most
delightfully.

After a while, though, a worry begins to nag at the back of his mind, and he
reluctantly pulls back. Crowley is straddling his lap and looking quite rumpled. His
eyes are an intense gold all the way to the corners, and his lips have been beautifully
reddened by their activities. The temptation to keep going is immense.
“Something wrong?” Crowley prompts when Aziraphale doesn’t say anything.
“Oh, not at all…” Aziraphale slides his hands around Crowley’s waist, holding him in
place. “Only… well, I’m concerned about your telephone friends, you see.”
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Crowley’s brow creases in confusion as he mouths the words ‘telephone friends.’ He
follows Aziraphale’s gaze towards his phone, now replaced on the table, and then
understanding dawns on his face. “Oh, Reddit?”
“Yes. Won’t they be concerned about you? Perhaps you should let them know that
you no longer require their assistance?”
Crowley makes a face. “I can give them an update later.”
“Perhaps I could do it?”
“You want to update my Reddit post?” Crowley says in flat disbelief.
Aziraphale beams. “May I?”

Just as Aziraphale hoped, Crowley is just curious enough to allow him to do it. He
leans back, picks up his mobile telephone and does a bit of typing, then hands it over
to Aziraphale.
Crowley has added the word ‘UPDATE:’ underneath his previous text. Next to it, a
cursor blinks in invitation.
Crowley begins to explain, “To type, you just –”
“Yes, thank you,” Aziraphale interrupts. “I am not a complete philistine. I am the only
angel ever to have owned a computer, you know.”
He’s not looking at Crowley, too focused on his task, but he knows that Crowley’s
gaze is drifting towards his hulking brick of a computer and that he’s thinking
something along the lines of if you call that a computer. On some days, Aziraphale
would take the bait. Today, this is more important.

He types slowly; the keyboard on this tiny screen is quite difficult for his perfectly
ordinary-sized fingers. He can feel Crowley wriggling with impatience in his lap.
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Finally, he hands the device back to Crowley with a triumphant smile.

Crowley smiles as he reads it, but then turns a look of indignation on him. “I think
you’ll find I kissed you,” he insists.
“A kiss was had,” says Aziraphale.
And to make sure Crowley can’t argue any further, he decides it’s time they had
another.

“When two people love each other, each is a better person for the
expression of their mutual feeling.”
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Pairing: Aziraphale/ Crowley

Summary: Crowley and Aziraphale in bed, snuggling, love confessions and
Crowley’s freckles.

Aziraphale loves the fact that Crowley likes to sleep. He has his very own benefit
from it. Often, he accompanies Crowley into their shared big bed. Often enough, they
do anything but sleep in this bed. Aziraphale likes it best when they are in bed
together after they have made love, just like tonight.

There is only a small lamp glowing on the bedside table, but its shine is more than
enough for Aziraphale to be able to admire Crowley’s perfect features. He loves
Crowley’s body. The demon is all long limbs, sharp edges and angles. How he
manages to move so sensually and smoothly is still a miracle to Aziraphale. But he
supposes it’s because he’s also a snake. There is so much more to Crowley… His
hands for example. Agile hands. Strong hands. Those delicate long fingers are able
to play Aziraphale like a harp. His strong legs. Aziraphale loves the sight of these
legs in tight dark denim. And, of course, Crowley’s wonderful round bum.
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Aziraphale wishes he could see Crowley’s serpent eyes, but, as the demon is
peacefully sleeping, he has to be content without these magnificent eyes for the
moment. Those eyes that always look so lovingly at him. Aziraphale smiles when he
sees Crowley’s lips curve slightly in his sleep. Is he dreaming? If he is, it must be a
nice dream… Oh, those lips always plant such gentle kisses on his own skin…
Aziraphale could kiss Crowley’s strong jaw for hours, work his way up over his
cheekbones and kiss every little crease around his eyes.

But what Aziraphale loves the most, and could stare at for an eternity, are the
freckles that adorn Crowley’s skin. There are so many of them! Sometimes
Aziraphale wonders if Crowley’s freckles somehow match the constellations he once
helped to make… Then he wishes he knew more about astronomy. Is this little
cluster of reddish brown marks the Serpens? And this other one the Monoceros?
Could it be that this accumulation on his shoulder is, perhaps, a galaxy? But which
one? Are these two slightly bigger freckles two stars, orbiting around each other?
Just like he and Crowley have done for millennia?

Aziraphale could ask him, of course. But, somehow, he likes not knowing the
answer. Speculating about Crowley’s freckles always makes him smile. Sometimes,
he entertains the thought that he might count each and every one of them. And then
decides to just admire them. The ones on his face, too. He looks so lovely with these
tiny marks… They make him look boyish, sometimes. Even more so when he wakes
up from his slumber. Aziraphale loves the moments when Crowley slowly wakes.
When he blinks, when he yawns and opens his eyes to search for Aziraphale. He
loves how soft Crowley’s face looks in these precious moments. A smile will always
appear on his face, and he will always breathe “Angel”, as if he could never believe
his luck that he’s here, in bed with Aziraphale. Together. Warm. Safe. Happy.
Aziraphale sighs quietly and reaches out to very gently take Crowley’s hand in his,
trying not to wake him. Just holding his hand makes him more than happy. Crowley
snuffles and presses his cheek deeper into his pillow. He will have creases on his
face when he wakes… Aziraphale’s thumb moves very gently over Crowley’s
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knuckles. His hand is warm and relaxed. Aziraphale would love to kiss it, but doesn’t
want to wake Crowley.
But it’s too late anyway. Aziraphale can hear how Crowley’s breathing changes, and
his fingers twitch in Aziraphale’s light grip. He could use a very minor miracle to send
him back to sleep, but doesn’t want to. It wouldn’t be fair. So, now that the damage is
done, he waits for Crowley to fully wake up.

The demon takes a deep breath, stirs a little, then his fingers close around
Aziraphale’s. One of his eyes opens a bit, and he smiles.
“Angel…” Always this one word. Aziraphale could cry, seeing the soft expression on
Crowley’s face.
“I’m so sorry, I didn’t want to wake you, darling,” Aziraphale whispers.
“No, wake away, if you must.” Crowley’s voice is a little hoarse. He looks at
Aziraphale and basks in the love and affection he sees in his angel’s eyes. How is he
so lucky to have this perfect being that loves him so much?
Crowley pulls Aziraphale’s hand towards his face and kisses his knuckles.
“Like what you see, angel?”
“I love what I see.”
“What exactly? I know you observe me while I sleep. What’s so fascinating? Am I
talking in my sleep? Telling you ridiculous things? Or do I pull funny faces?” smiles
Crowley.

Aziraphale feels caught. How does Crowley know Aziraphale watches him in his
sleep? He blushes a little.
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“I just love to look at you. You look so different while you sleep. And I like your
freckles,” he admits.
“My freckles?” Crowley chuckles. “Angel, you’re funny. What’s so special about my
freckles?”
“They are lovely. I always ask myself if these are actual constellations… And which
ones you made yourself. Back then...”

Crowley sighs. He often thinks about his past as a star maker. He loved to create
stars and galaxies. Every time he looks up into the night sky, his eyes find his
creations without any hesitation.
“I helped make a lot. I can show them to you if you like. And about my freckles…” He
lifts his arm and looks at the tiny brown dots.
“They were golden marks on my skin before the fall… But no real star
constellations,” he murmurs. He seems to be lost in thought. Thoughts about his
past. About what led to his fall. There is a look on his face that makes Aziraphale
sad.
“Darling? I’m sorry… I didn’t want to wake old and painful memories…” Aziraphale
reaches out and caresses Crowley’s warm skin.
“Nah, it’s fine, angel. It’s long past. And I have you now. I would never have been
able to be with you if I hadn’t fallen.”

Crowley smiles now, his golden eyes full of love and adoration.
Aziraphale doesn’t hesitate for a second. He pulls Crowley into his arms. The demon
sighs and follows willingly, lets himself be pulled on top of the angel – one of his
favourite places in the world. He snuggles into Aziraphale’s warmth, cheek on the
angel’s chest, listening for the steady heartbeat neither of them really needs.
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Aziraphale’s fingertips glide smoothly over the skin of Crowley’s back, while he
presses a gentle kiss into Crowley’s hair.
“Nonetheless, I like to think of your freckles as constellations. Maybe some of them
form a sign for I love you?”
Crowley chuckles. “Maybe… I like that thought…” He turns his head to kiss
Aziraphale’s chest.
“But I also like to tell you how much I love you, angel…”
“I love you more, my dear…”
“Oh, I doubt that. I love you to the stars and back.”
“Make that twice... “
They both burst into laughter before their lips find each other‘s in a kiss with a
promise for eternity – just like the stars.
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