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Editor’s Note
Electra Rhodes
For bad poetry day, I wrote the following small limerick in honour of the IC Twitter GC:
There once was a Good Omens chat
With sweet writers and poets and that
They wrote and they schemed
They arted and dreamed
Sadly this thread isn’t that
But I’m delighted to say that the zine is! There are contributions from a dozen countries (though all the writing
is in English), from folks attending the con and from those who will be supporting virtually. Many thanks to
everyone who contributed, be it art, writing, or behind the scenes beta and flailing about HCs.
It’s all going to be rather lovely.
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How to drive a demon up a wall - a
story in 5(+1) parts by A.Z. Fell
or 5 times Aziraphale is being a little shit to
Crowley and one time it’s the other way around
AJ Wagner

ajayalive

space_ally

Rating: General Audiences
Tags: All the fluff, honestly, Aziraphale is being a little shit, dinner at the Ritz, provocative angel, established
relationship
There’s nothing quite like riling up a demon by embarrassing him in public. In the most loving manner, naturally.
Aziraphale had that figured out pretty quickly.
Author’s note: Beta’d by The Archangel Fucking Gabriel/ClassicHazel
oOoOoOo
(1)
Crowley paid for the two cups of tea, grabbing them and shoving one of them towards the angel standing in the
queue behind him.
“Keep the change,” he told the cashier, whose eyes lit up. “Thank you so much! Have a nice day!”
Crowley waved it off. “Yeah, you too...”
“I’m a demon, I’m not nice,” Aziraphale mocked the demon, his face twisting in amusement.
“What did you just say?” Crowley asked, making his way out of the small coffee shop.
“Oh, nothing, dear. Nothing. Thanks for the tea.”
Crowley just grumbled in response.
(2)
Crowley leaned against the glass door of the cinema, keeping it open, continuing his rant about how predictable
the film they’d seen was, how you could immediately tell who the killer was, when an elderly woman walked
through the door and stopped in front of him.
“Oh, thank you so much for holding the door open, bless you, you really are a kind man.”
The demon stopped talking, dumbstruck, cheeks reddening. He awkwardly cleared his throat before he replied,
“Uhm. You’re welcome. It’s no big deal, really.”
The woman smiled at him gratefully and continued making her way towards the box office, while Crowley tried
to process what had happened.
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“I’m unforgivable, that’s what I am,” Aziraphale mocked, too soft for the demon to actually understand what he
was saying.
“Sorry, what?” he asked, more of a reflex than an actual question.
“Nothing, love. Let’s go home, shall we?”
Aziraphale took his arm and led him outside, through the cinema doors.
(3)
Aziraphale looked up from his book when he saw his angel wing mug being held in front of his face by Crowley.
The angel raised his eyebrows questioningly.
“I got you cocoa,” the demon replied. A small smile curled at Aziraphale’s lips and made Crowley blush. “You
don’t have to take it.”
“Oh, how could I not? Thank you, dear, thank you so much,” Aziraphale said, putting his book aside safely and
taking the mug from him.
“Oh, shut it.” Another dismissive hand wave.
“You seem so uncomfortable receiving thanks! But you are so considerate today, my dear. So thank you,” the
angel teased.
Crowley was too riled up to notice. “I said it’s alright, stop it!” he answered, before turning on the spot and
running off, back to the kitchen. Aziraphale snickered, before he took a sip of his cocoa.
(4)
“I know exactly what you’re doing!” Crowley hissed, setting down his glass of wine more forcefully than
necessary.
Aziraphale stopped drawing invisible patterns on Crowley’s thigh and tried to keep a straight face as he asked,
“What exactly am I doing, dear?”
“You’re taking forever to finish your food in the hope of being able to say you’re too tired when we get home to
watch the film I’ve chosen.”
Aziraphale laughed out loud, not expecting that answer at all. He resumed his touches and leaned closer
towards the demon.
“Is that so?” the blond asked, lips dangerously close to Crowley’s ear.
Crowley cleared his throat and brought some more room between them.“Y-yes. Do I have to remind you that
we’re in public, angel?”
Aziraphale smirked and slid his thumb across Crowley’s bottom lip.
“Just getting rid of the wine traces, though... I’ve got to say, that red is a fantastic colour on you.”
Crowley wasn’t sure if his heart skipped a beat or stopped completely. His breath caught in his throat. “Angel”,
the demon growled, dangerously low.
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Aziraphale stopped staring at the demon’s lips and wet his own with his tongue, before giving Crowley a light
pat on the cheek and sitting back in his chair, as if nothing had happened.
Crowley was a blushing mess, staring at Aziraphale in disbelief.
“Come on, hurry up, dear. We don’t want to be home too late, you wanted to show me that film, remember?”
the angel said in the most cheery, unbothered voice ever heard.
Crowley downed what was left of his wine and continued to shake his head. “Wouldn’t want to miss the film,”
he whispered to himself, as Aziraphale resumed eating, a content smile on his face.
(5)
“Angel, what in Satan’s name is that?”
Aziraphale stopped sorting books to look at the demon, who had just appeared in the door frame.
“A book?” he answered innocently, and put said book away.
“You know full well what I’m talking about,” the demon replied, strutting closer. “Where did you get that?”
Aziraphale stepped down from the ladder he was stood on and turned around to face the demon. “Your shirt?
From your wardrobe, of course, what kind of silly question is that?”
Crowley came closer and tugged lightly on the black shirt.
“You’re telling me you took a shirt from me, but completely forgot the trousers?”
Aziraphale nodded solemnly.
“And you even managed to find boxers that say ‘SIN’ on the arse. In my closet. Are you trying to tell me they are
mine, as well?”
Another nod from Aziraphale. “Of course, my dear, do you honestly think I would own clothing like this?”
Crowley sent an ‘Oh Lord, why are you testing me like this?’ downwards, before he started unbuttoning the
shirt.
“What are you doing, dear?” the angel asked, back still pressed against the bookshelf.
“Just taking back what’s mine,” the demon replied, completely focused on his task.
“You can’t just undress people like that, Crowley, it’s the middle of the day, what if someone were to come in?”
Crowley snapped his finger and the ‘OPEN’ sign on the bookshop door turned to ‘WE’RE SORRY WE’RE CLOSED’.
Aziraphale swatted Crowley’s hands away from the remaining buttons and the demon stared at him in disbelief.
“I have a business to run, my dear,” the angel said simply, and gave him another pat on the cheek, then left him
standing there.
“Not dressed like this, you don’t!” Crowley called after him.
Crowley swore that scoundrel definitely sauntered back to the front room.
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(+1)
Crowley’s arms were crossed over his chest. His hair reached down almost all the way to his hips; soft waves
swept to the left side of his face, neatly tied away with a black rose on the right. He was wearing a floor length
tight black dress and heels to die for. Literally. Aziraphale was convinced Crowley would die if he over fell in
them.
The angel took a deep breath. “Do you have plans, dear?” he asked the demon, while locking up the bookshop.
Crowley watched him, not taking his eyes off him.
Aziraphale flipped the sign in the window. When he turned back round, the lights were out, candles lit up the
room, music was playing softly in the background and Crowley was holding two glasses of wine.
“Perhaps I do,” the demon replied and shuffled closer, putting one of the wine glasses in the angel’s hands.
“Cheers,” Aziraphale murmured into his glass. His hands were shaking slightly when their glasses clinked.
Crowley took the angel’s glass from him and set it down on a nearby table, before he pulled him closer and
started rocking them both to the rhythm of the music.
“You’re awfully quiet tonight, angel.”
Aziraphale gulped. “You look breathtaking, my dear.”
Crowley smiled and twirled them around. “You thought I wouldn’t notice, didn’t you? The mocking. The teasing.
The flirting. In public... Heaven, angel, do you have no shame?”
Aziraphale blushed and almost stumbled over his own feet. “I wasn’t –”
Crowley shushed him. “And that outfit, just enough of a bastard to be worth knowing...”
Aziraphale avoided the demon’s looks, until Crowley lifted his chin with one of his hands.
“You had your fun, didn’t you?” Crowley asked, as the mischievous twinkle returned to Aziraphale’s eyes. He
was definitely taken by surprise when the angel slammed him into a bookshelf, definitely knocking over some
books. One of them landed at their feet, but neither of them paid attention.
“You like it, though. Being teased like that.”
Crowley laughed, but the laugh turned into a gasp when he felt Aziraphale’s lips on his neck.
“What are you doing, angel?”, the demon asked, innocently.
“Finishing your terrible attempt at seduction for you,” the angel whispered into Crowley’s ear, biting his
earlobe. A tiny giggle escaped from Crowley.
“I’m so sorry, I have a business to run, my dear”, the demon answered, mockingly, and made an attempt to
break free from the angel.
“Not dressed like this, you don’t!” Aziraphale quoted him and stopped whatever playful protest Crowley might
come up with by silencing him with a kiss.
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What would you ask if you had just
one question?
Justthingstbh

Justafewthingstosay

Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Angst, Emotional pain, Physical pain, Hurt/Comfort, Burns, “Family issues”, Begging for death, Religion,
Swearing, Just a lot of angst and pain, Hopeful ending
Crowley had been waiting for this moment for centuries. It might be his final confrontation, if he was lucky. But
luck isn’t really a thing that demons are known for.
oOoOoOo
It was a Sunday. He would normally think Sundays are quite boring, but Crowley had to do something.
Something he had been wanting to do for years; he had been wanting to do this for centuries. He wanted to do
this since Noah and the Ark, then the plague, but with the apocalypse so close, he decided that now was the
time to do this.
So he was standing in front of St Paul’s Cathedral. Well, he wasn’t really standing in front of it, he was sitting in
SOHO Coffee Co and slowly sipping the espresso that he had bought around two hours ago.
It had long gotten cold, but that didn’t really matter to an occult being that could easily heat it back up with the
touch of his fingers.
He had come here a few moments before the mass had started, but then he remembered 1941 and decided
that maybe going into a holy place during mass would be a little too much for his corporeal form to handle. So
he was people watching.
Due to it being a Sunday there were mostly tourists or religious folk around St Paul’s. He watched in delight how
people tried to take pictures in front of it, just to have people walk in between them and the cameraman. And if
they managed to take a good one, Crowley took great delight in fucking them up through bad lighting.
The meanest thing that he did on that day, was when a group of very religious folk passed and tried to take a
group picture and he just subtly scared one of the pigeons that were sitting in a big group. In seconds, the entire
group of pigeons took off and flew right into the group of missionaries.
Serves them right, he thought. He had seen this group before, running around spewing hate against everyone
that wasn’t perfectly in the norm. So if one of them got pooped on by pigeons, he counted it as a win.
Mass ended and Crowley was still sitting in the small café, staring at the people leaving the church. He decided
to let his aura reach out, to feel the attendees’ feelings.
Some were happy, mostly older folk or married couples, but some of the auras felt deeply disturbed, troubled
even. Some were scared, walking with their happy family members. Some felt like they were a disappointment,
that they didn’t belong. And when those feelings hit just a little close to home, Crowley stopped, ordering
another espresso, to try to get his mind off of it.
Crowley waited the entire day in that small café; it wasn’t like he had anything else to do.
The angel was busy with the shop, and there wasn’t really anyone else that Crowley liked to spend his time with.
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So he waited and he watched people come and go. At some point the café closed, so he sat down on one of the
benches outside, occupying his hands and his brain with playing some games on his smartphone.
It was around 9 pm when the last people left St Paul’s. They were cleaning personnel: two men and a woman
who were laughing amongst themselves. He waited until they were out of eyeshot and walked up to the heavy
wooden doors of the church, opening them with a snap of his fingers.
He knew the pain that he was going to subject himself to, but it was worth it. That was at least what he tried to
tell himself.
Hopping from one foot to another, he made his way into the church. This was the second time he had actually
seen a church from the inside, and he had to admit to himself that it was quite beautiful.
“If they’d ever seen a real cherub, they wouldn’t be doing that,” he mumbled, staring at one of the small statues
of winged babies.
He looked at the intricate paintings on the ceiling; the amount of beauty that a place so full of pain could hold
astounded him.
But he wasn’t here to look at art. No. He was here for something way more important. He reached the altar and
planted his feet firmly on the ground while trailing his eyes to the ceiling.
The pain in his feet got to almost an unbearable point, burning the soles of his feet. But he couldn’t make
himself care.
He had been burning ever since the fall, what problem could a little more fire be?
“Are you there?” He yelled, hearing his own voice echo in the empty cathedral. “I have some things to tell you!”
He lifted his hands from the altar and started pacing, mostly because it helped him gather his thoughts, but the
relief he felt on his feet was also a plus.
“Is this really the way?” he questioned. “I know you said you would be testing them.”
He listened, hoping that there would be some kind of answer, but there was only the tapping of his feet on the
hard tiles. The rest of the church was quiet.
“But how can you watch them destroy each other over religious ideals that YOU put into their brains? How are
you fine with hurting them so much! Aren’t they your children? Your creation?”
His voice was an ever-building crescendo, speaking himself into a frenzy, while the holiness burned his feet.
“WAS I NOT YOUR CHILD ONCE?” He exclaimed, picking up a golden chalice and throwing it. The chalice was
made out of actual metal, so it shouldn’t have shattered, but Crowley expected it to. So it did.
But before he could take a look at the destruction he had caused, the chalice was back on the altar, standing
where it had been before he had thrown it.
If someone would have been there to look into Crowley’s eyes, they would have not been able to spot a single
sliver of white, his eyes completely golden.
The small slits in his eyes focused on the chalice. “So you’re listening?” He turned where he was standing, the
flesh on his feet starting to boil. “Can you just answer me one question? One small question?”
The Cathedral was quiet, but the silence was enough of an answer for Crowley.
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“Why are you doing this?” Crowley begged. “If you want to know if Heaven or Hell was stronger, why create the
humans? Why put them through all of this?” Crowley inquired. He had stopped his pacing, his feet firmly
planted on the ground.
The church was quiet once more. The demon felt his breathing starting to quicken before he screamed.
“ANSWER ME!” He dropped to his knees, his feet unable to support his weight anymore. “ANSWER ME FOR
FUCKS SAKE! JUST ONCE!”
The golden eyes of the demon started to fill with tears, not only from the pain of the ground but mostly because
of the pain of being ignored, forgotten, mocked.
As his tears streaked his face, the demon actually managed to laugh, it was only a small huffed laugh, but it was
there.
“You know, I always asked myself why you let me fall –” He moved his hand up to his mouth and bit into one of
his knuckles, a small smile forming around it. “But I know now.”
He let his head fall back, staring at the paintings of angels, looking so happy, so soft, so friendly. Everything that
real angels weren’t, except one.
“You let me fall because you’re a fucking coward.” He grinned out, licking his teeth with his serpentine tongue.
“I was the only one who called you out on your fucking bullshit. On your cruelty.
“I was the only one, who actually loved the humans, your creation, and what did that get me? SIX THOUSAND
YEARS AS A DEMON!”
The holy flames were licking up his thighs now, burning flesh, but he didn’t care. She had made him go through
worse.
“SIX THOUSAND YEARS OF YEARNING, OF LONELINESS!” He took a deep breath and snarled: “SIX THOUSAND
YEARS OF HATING MYSELF SO MUCH BECAUSE I THOUGHT IT WAS MY FAULT!”
He pushed his hands through his hair, trying to calm his trembling. At this moment, he could smell his flesh
starting to burn. The smoke moving upwards, past his hair, flying out of the church in an attempted escape. An
escape from the holiness burning it. An escape the demon was refusing to make.
Shortly after that, he lost all feeling in his legs, an obvious sign that he needed to leave right now if he wanted to
stay alive, but all he could do about it was laugh.
“Why don’t you just kill me? Why don’t you smite me right now, if you hate me so fucking much!” he belted.
“STOP BEING A COWARD AND DO IT! SMITE ME!”
When nothing happened, his lips started to tremble. “You never cared about what I wanted anyway,” he
breathed out.
His entire body started to shiver, his vision blurring and before he could do anything, he fell to the side before
rolling onto his back, his breathing getting slower and with a last shuddering breath, he let his eyes focus on the
image of Jesus on the cross directly above him.
And then it all faded to black.
********
The first thing he felt when he woke up, was pain. Searing pain that spread over his entire back, his feet and his
shoulders.
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He tried to turn around, but he winced loudly as his shirt graced his back.
“You shouldn’t move, my dear. I don’t want you to hurt yourself,” a voice came from behind him, a soft hand
touching his shoulder, keeping him in place.
The angel’s voice carried a sadness that Crowley couldn’t place. Crowley felt his shirt be miracled away as the air
hit his burnt skin. He heard the angel suck in a breath, he didn’t know how bad it was, and honestly, he didn’t
want to know.
“Angel, it’s fine –” He tried but Aziraphale let the cold water drip onto the wound, making the demon wince in
pain.
“It is not fine, Crowley!” Aziraphale said just a little too loudly, his voice trembling as he let himself fall onto the
chair next to the couch. “Let me just, let me just please help.” His hands stayed over the demon, not touching,
not daring to.
“I’m not going to ask what you were doing in St Paul’s Cathedral, burning your entire being with the divine
holiness. But please, please just tell me that you won’t do it again.” He felt a few water droplets hit his back, but
the Angel didn’t move.
Crowley didn’t reply, and Aziraphale let the washcloth carefully fall onto the demon’s back.
There was a silence for a few seconds until he suddenly heard Aziraphale’s breath hitch. Even if the pain on his
back would have killed him when he did, he turned to see Aziraphale sit there, his head in his hands, softly
sobbing into his hands.
Crowley tentatively reached out to touch the angel’s shoulder, drawing him in. “I won’t ever leave you, Angel.
Never.”
The Angel looked up from his hands, his blue eyes filled with tears. “Promise?”
The Demon smiled at the Angel. “Promise.”
He let go after that, laying back down so that the Angel could continue to clean his wounds, putting cold water
on the burns to soothe them.
And through the soft touches, Crowley smiled into the couch, even through the pain, because the angel cared.
He really cared.
But then out of nowhere, he felt a presence in his mind and with the presence, there was a sudden voice. it was
almost a whisper, just loud enough for him to hear.
“See, Crowley, I don’t need to smite you. You’re already smitten.”
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Marked
Fafsernir
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Tattoo, Snake, Fluff, First kiss, Developing feelings for a tattoo? Crowley through the years
Crowley didn’t notice it, at first. And when he did, when others did, he didn’t feel great about it. Then humans
came up with a word for it, and it wasn’t as bad as it had been. He didn’t love it, though. Only one person could
make him love it.
oOoOoOo
The first time Crawly caught a glimpse of it was in the Garden of Eden. He knew it was there, he could feel it, but
he had never seen it.
He was slithering close to water when he caught a glimpse of a dark shape. He had meant to explore the Garden
a bit more, but it wasn’t as if he would not have time to do that later. He stopped when he spotted his own
reflection in the water.
His skin was black – of course it was – and Crawly didn’t know if it was a choice or just a reminder that he was
evil. He didn’t even fully understand why black was meant to be bad, to start with. It looked nice and right, before
anything else. It had never been a statement for him – or maybe a stylistic one.
He stared at his scales, at the red lines which married the black colour rather well. He looked at his long body, and
his yellow eyes. He examined his split tongue.
And when he had spent enough time looking, he tentatively turned into his other form. The ‘human’ form, named
after those two intriguing beings who now occupied the Garden.
He had been able to see his arms and his legs before, so he wasn’t surprised to see white in his reflection. What
struck him first were his eyes. His sight didn’t change from when he was a snake, but he had thought his eyes
wouldn’t be different from other angels’, or from other humans’. This vessel was, after all, made to blend in. With
whom? Crawly wasn’t sure, as his serpentine form had allowed him to do that pretty easily with Eve and Adam
already. But he had figured his eyes would look like theirs.
Brown, round, small.
They were yellow and there was no trace of white. They were split in the middle by a black line.
Crawly didn’t know how he felt about that. He’d have liked eyes which didn’t remind him of his snake form, if he
were to transform. Changing was part of transforming. His eyes didn’t change.
That was when he noticed it.
The black spot, which was in the form of a snake, near his human ear.
What was it? Crawly didn’t know.
It was just another reminder that he wasn’t like humans. He had eyes humans didn’t have, and a mark humans
didn’t wear on their skins.
********
The first time he felt really self-conscious about it was when he caught Aziraphale staring at it. The curious angel
asked what it was. Crawly shrugged it off as something unimportant. Aziraphale complimented it.
It was also the first time Crawly didn’t think bad of it. The angel was intriguing, and sounded different from other
angels Crawly had met, so he indulged his questions.
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********
The first time it started to pose a threat to him was with humans. They kept asking questions about it. He said he
was born with it. That was when Crawly discovered that humans don’t like what they don’t understand.
They didn’t like Crawly.
He had tried to give them knowledge, however. He had tried to help them. It never was enough. They always
wanted to know more, to understand more. He didn’t have all the answers.
He was the only human-presenting person with what will come to be a tattoo, and people wondered. Birth marks
were a thing, but black, distinctive marks were another deal. For some reason, it freaked humans out. Crawly got
used to the stares, the snide remarks, the whispered secrets that were not secrets. His yellow eyes didn’t help.
His human body did not help him blend in much.
********
The first time he was able to put a name on it was when humans themselves decided to name it. Like everything,
it was less scary once you had a name for it. It wasn’t unknown anymore. It was still very singular, but at least
others had marks on their bodies, and some were proud of it. His yellow eyes still were there, but at least people
were focusing on his little snake a bit less.
The first time someone touched it was fairly late. Really, really late, even. It wasn’t that no-one had ever tried.
Crowley simply hadn’t let them.
It felt oddly good. He didn’t particularly enjoy that someone was touching his face so intimately, but Warlock was
looking up at him with such adorable eyes… Crowley couldn’t say no and, deep down, it appeased him. It sent
shivers down his back to feel a pressure that wasn’t of his own doing on that part of his body. He wasn’t used to
it and it felt more sensitive than other parts.
Warlock was the only one who touched the ‘lil’ snek’, as he called it. He said it was beautiful, and Crowley thought
that maybe it wasn’t so bad. He did not indulge Warlock in calling it ‘Brother Snake’ and later on ‘Sir Hiss’, though.
It was adorable, considering. But Crowley would not name it.
Warlock stopped using names for it, eventually. He stopped touching it, too. He stopped caring for it, mostly.
Crowley stopped thinking about it.
********
The first time he loved it was because of Aziraphale.
A lot of things he loved were because of Aziraphale. Or involved Aziraphale. He loved food – he loved watching
Aziraphale eat even more – wine – he loved drinking wine with Aziraphale even more – humanity – he loved
humanity even more when he was trying to save it with Aziraphale – Aziraphale… he loved Aziraphale.
And Aziraphale felt the same way. Even if he didn’t act on it, even if he tried to hide it to himself. He still showed
it, with small gestures, with gentle smiles, with involuntary sighs, with the way he said his name.
Crowley didn’t hate his tattoo. He didn’t particularly love it, either.
Aziraphale had never graced his fingers on it, though. When he cupped Crowley’s face, when he held him between
his hands, when he purposefully caressed it, Crowley melted. It was curiosity. Aziraphale had always been curious.
He had held it in for millennia. Had never asked Crowley to touch his tattoo.
Until he had – maybe a bit drunkenly. And Crowley had agreed, without knowing what it would do to him – and
as drunkenly.
His unnecessary breathing became harder, his heart flipped in his suddenly very human chest, his cheeks thought
it clever to colour themselves in a too-human way.
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The tattoo was a reminder of who he was, but his reactions showed who he wanted to be.
Aziraphale didn’t see, didn’t notice. He was too busy examining his tattoo closely to notice how his fingers on it
affected Crowley.
He closed his eyes, and he prayed he wouldn’t discorporate out of embarrassment. That would be too big a hint
for Aziraphale.
Every time Aziraphale even merely put his hand on the tiny snake, Crowley felt electricity coursing through his
whole body, breathing a new wave of life in him. It felt incredible.
Warlock’s small hands were nothing compared to Aziraphale’s strong grip. They had the same curiosity in their
eyes, but they did not touch in the same way.
********
The first time Crowley fully accepted it as part of him was after they had prevented Armageddon.
It was the exact same moment when Crowley realised, his eyes opening wide, that Aziraphale was leaning on him.
When he realised Aziraphale genuinely liked that little snake. When Aziraphale’s lips brushed against the ink –
was it even ink? Crowley couldn’t have given more of a damn. Aziraphale’s lips were on his skin, on his cheek, on
that stupid snake.
It felt even better than fingers. It felt even more intimate. It felt even more loving and caring. His heart was still
trying to escape from his chest, his cheeks felt warmer than they usually did. Crowley accepted the feeling. He
breathed in, deeply, and released a satisfied sigh when Aziraphale moved away.
The tattoo was Crowley. It was part of him. It represented him.
And Aziraphale loved that, too. Loved that part of him. Loved that it was part of him. Loved him.
He didn’t only show it; he told Crowley. He spoke the unspoken words that had lingered between them. The words
that had always been there, but that had never been pronounced. Crowley returned the words, because they had
always been at the back of his mind and on the tip of his tongue, they had guided his life for so many centuries.
They were part of him, like the tattoo was.
And the next thing Aziraphale’s lips kissed were Crowley’s own lips.
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You’ve Got Kudos Part I
ClassicHazel and

Rhaegal

Rating: Explicit
Tags: Pining, Meta, Sexting
Aziraphale ventures onto the Internet and discovers something alarming: there are people writing stories about
him and Crowley!
Author’s note: We apologise for writing Neil Gaiman and Terry Pratchett out of history, but we hope they would
consider being merged into Pepper a compliment.
oOoOoOo
As if it were ever in any doubt, Pippin Galadriel Moonchild was a success. With a first-class English degree from
Durham, and a work ethic that put even the best LinkedIn humblebrag to shame, Pepper had travelled the
world as an overseas correspondent with the BBC. In her childhood, Pepper had always thought Adam’s love for
Tadfield quaint. Tales of Amy Johnson and Ann Bancroft permeated her earliest memories, mingling with
Famous Five adventures, the combined force of which ensured that Tadfield was the last place Pepper wanted
to stay. Too small, too English, too… safe. Strange to hear the village gossip, then, that Pepper was not only
returning, but had purchased a small cottage adjacent to the last remaining Post Office in an English village.
Everyone in Pepper’s life – and she didn’t entertain the comments of strangers – knew better than to ask if she
was returning to Tadfield to “settle down”, ideally with a “nice man”. Her desire to have a space to call her own
was one borne of faceless hotels, united in their garish carpets, generic pictures and ghastly ‘cuisine’. Pepper
saw a future of Liberty print bed linen and Penhaligon’s candles, a fish kettle (whether she knew how to use it or
not) gracing her marble worktop and a summer house at the end of her garden.
That future required gainful employment; despite a healthy savings account, ‘location, location, location’ was
never truer than in Oxfordshire. With the same speed and decisiveness an ordinary person might decide on a
pair of new shoes, Pepper decided to turn to scriptwriting. Her summer house became a studio, in which her
thoughts kept returning to the best adventure she knew of, one that Johnson and Bancroft couldn’t hold a
candle to: The Them.
********
Aziraphale was positively ruffled by the volume of new customers visiting the bookshop recently. The only
saving grace was, the majority seemed to be wearing tartan. How thrilling, to be back in fashion! he thought.
What was quite the opposite of thrilling was, without question, the people. Often in twos and threes – usually
with the aforementioned tartan, or, bizarrely, in sunglasses, regardless of the weather – they came in, looking at
the books, yes, but also looking at him. He had overheard comments such as, “Check out that waistcoat, it’s
IDENTICAL,” and “I wonder where they found him? Reckon he works for Amazon?”
Aziraphale was aware of Amazon – what bookseller was not? – but found the thought of books in faceless
warehouses so utterly depressing that he refused to even contemplate the thought of attempting to make a
purchase, let alone working for them.
The combination of tartan, sunglasses (which reminded him of Crowley, of course, not that he would ever
explain to Crowley why he loved the summer months so, beyond ice cream being more readily available…) and
the perpetual question, “Do you have good omens?” made Aziraphale curious. He had established, from a
gaggle of customers that marvelled (and took pictures of) his cufflinks, of all things, that good omens was, in
fact, “Good Omens”, a popular book and recent television show. If Aziraphale was in the book selling business to
sell books, he could have made a fortune from this one title alone, it would seem! He wondered, though,
whether he had over-miracled the shop, as, when quizzed further about the premise of the book, his would-be
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customers often became bashful, or exclaimed that - SURELY! - he must know better than them, and beat a
hasty retreat, mumbling about an “immersive experience”, or “cheaper online, anyway”, even though, on this
occasion, he would have liked them to stay. It was very flattering to have recognition that he was a connoisseur
of all things literary... but it only served to fan the flames of his curiosity.
Even if he had cared to, it would be near-impossible for Aziraphale to compare his prices to those of Amazon on
the hulking brick he called his computer. Once a year, he miracled it into life, which was quite enough for him,
thank you very much (Aziraphale was always prompt with his tax returns, and had nearly been reduced to tears
when online submission became mandatory). Why would you forgo the scents, sounds and sensations of a
shop? When he had broached this with Crowley, Crowley had looked at him, aghast, and prattled on about
germs and noise and “what if they don’t have what you want?” and... well, Aziraphale wouldn’t be asking him to
join him for a stroll down Regent Street any time soon, put it that way.
He did, however, care to use his computer to explore this “Good Omens” phenomenon more closely. Starting
his computer was a miracle and a wait, so Aziraphale made his customary cocoa. He chose the big, blue “E”, as
Crowley had shown him, and waited, whilst Bing loaded. A cursory search for “Good Omens” returned many
links about television (Heaven forfend!) and news of a petition involving something or someone called “Netflix”.
Trying again, with “Good Omens plot”, Aziraphale was rewarded with a Wikipedia entry:
“It is the coming of the End Times: the Apocalypse is near, and Final Judgement will soon descend upon the
human species. This comes as a bit of bad news to the angel Aziraphale (who was the guardian of the Eastern
Gate of Eden)...”
Aziraphale dropped his cocoa, the tiny wings on his mug breaking irreparably as they met with the edge of his
antique desk. Aziraphale paid no heed, reeling from the ever-growing certainty that he was VERY FAMILIAR with
this story. Fingers flying across the keyboard as fast as an annual internet user could manage, Aziraphale,
desperate to be wrong, searched for more information. Searching “Aziraphale story” made him wish he had
turned the cursed thing off and banished it to Alpha Centauri. “Aziraphale is in love with Crowley in Good
Omens,” written by someone called Mary Sue, hit him with a force usually only associated with Gabriel’s most
acerbic comments.
Feverently assailing every blue underlined section as Crowley had taught him (Crowley!) to find new material,
Aziraphale had no time to pause and examine the implications of this revelation. He was down the rabbit hole
now. Once, many moons ago, Aziraphale had explained to Crowley (who he was resolutely not thinking of,
presently) that he found his methods of expression a little difficult to follow. Many of these articles were the
same, requiring Aziraphale to search in a separate window (Crowley never expected him to need more than one
tab) for terms like “shipping” and “fanfic”.
When the “Organization for Transformative Works” came up as a result, Aziraphale was so relieved to see
something that sounded like a leading authority that he could even overlook the erroneous “z” in
“organisation”. Searching within a website for the first time (a non- celestial miracle if ever there was one),
Aziraphale resumed his search for “Good Omens”, expecting, as one would of an organisation, contact details,
terms and conditions - in fact, ideally, a cancellation policy for this farce, and memory erasure, to boot. That, he
did not find. Instead, he found a website full of stories about... himself. Or, at least, someone very much like
him, but doing things that he had most certainly never done.
In a way that he hadn’t pored over text since Agnes Nutter, Aziraphale devoured AO3. It felt like the authors had
seen into his dreams – his soul – and bared all for the world to see. Not only did they seem to know his deepest,
darkest secret, they all had the fantastical notion that Crowley felt the same way. The first time Aziraphale
encountered a scene in which his clumsy declaration of love was met with “Angel, I’ve loved you since Eden,”
his belly did a strange flip-flop that had nothing to do with the fact he hadn’t eaten for an hour.
Clicking on the underlined words “First Kiss”, he was delighted to discover there were hundreds, if not
thousands, of iterations of that scene. They often took place in the very room in which he now sat, which was…
exhilarating. Sometimes he was the first to confess his love, sometimes it was Crowley… but it was always,
always reciprocated.
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To Aziraphale, it seemed like tags (which, he learnt, set the expectation of a text) were the very epitome of
modern parlance: bewildering. “Denial is a river in Egypt” (he knew this, and couldn’t see what on Earth it had
to do with the content of the story itself). “Love is a spare pot of marmalade” (he didn’t agree with this, finding
quince jelly a more palatable option). “I will go down with this ship” (when there was not the merest hint of
water, never mind an actual vessel, in the whole piece).
After several glasses of red wine (yes, it was three in the afternoon, yes it was a Wednesday, but cocoa just
wasn’t going to cut the mustard here), Aziraphale began the ‘Explicit’ section. Here, there were stories that
went (improbably!) beyond the first kiss, into activities he had only dared to contemplate alone, in the dead of
night, after Crowley had gone home and he had drunk just enough that his imagination (and his hand) ran wild.
Some of the tags remained unclear (“BAMF Aziraphale” was a prime example), whilst others were as clear as
day (“wing kink” left little to the imagination). One tag flummoxed Aziraphale beyond all others. “PILLOW
PRINCIPALITY?!”, he thought. He knew that he had chosen a softer body than he could have, but ‘pillowy’ he
most certainly was not. It took him three stories before he understood that, actually, he might have preferred
his initial assessment of the situation.
Over the course of hours, of days, Aziraphale learnt the difference between crack and smut, edging and
rimming, a service top and a power bottom. The more he read, the more amused he became by the
speculations of the authors. Yes, Crowley had wasted a miracle cleaning his jacket (his heart skipped at the
thought) but usually, Aziraphale just unbuttoned, like everyone else.
Aziraphale was midway through a particularly steamy story involving chains in the Bastille when a surge of
demonic energy (and a bell above the door) alerted him to Crowley’s presence. He managed to minimise the
browser window, but the computer was still visibly on when Crowley slunk into the back room.
“Just doing my accounts,” Aziraphale announced, trying (perhaps too hard) to sound breezy.
“Wouldn’t have thought that would take long,” Crowley said, slouching on the sofa. “When did you last sell a
book?”
Aziraphale declined to answer that, busying himself instead with fetching some wine, painfully conscious of
glaring Windows 95 logo drawing attention to an incriminating minimised window mere feet away from where
Crowley sprawled. And, oh... how he sprawled. Fantasies involving Crowley draped over that sofa were not
exactly new to Aziraphale, but, having spent several days immersed in graphic descriptions of said fantasy, it
was rather distracting to now be presented with the reality. It was a true miracle his hands didn’t shake as he
handed Crowley his glass.
Safely seated across the room, Aziraphale searched in vain for the words to describe how he had spent the last
few days. The natural thing to do if you find something amusing, perplexing or endearing is to share it with your
best friend. But what if you find something bewildering, yearning, hankering... arousing?
If only Crowley were in the habit of reading books, he might have discovered this “Good Omens” phenomenon
himself, sparing Aziraphale the need to bring it up. But he couldn’t possibly have known, or he would surely be
gleefully relishing his newfound fame, instead of recounting the entire week he had apparently spent gluing
coins to pavements.
It was a childish tale, but Aziraphale was content to let Crowley talk, leaving him free to look and his mind to
wander. Crowley was especially beautiful when talking animatedly about his particular brand of evil, which was
really no more than low-grade annoyance. He had removed his sunglasses, providing Aziraphale with the
perfect opportunity to enjoy the intensity of his serpentine eyes. He thought about how those eyes were
described in fanfiction and had to conclude that writers did them a disservice.
About Aziraphale, though, writers were overly optimistic. In reality, he fell short of the standards fanfiction held
him to. Not forthright, not about this, and too daunted by the crushing weight of six thousand years to do
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anything to change the course of their relationship now. But, he could wonder. What might it be like to be
possessed of the confidence he sometimes exhibited in those stories? What would happen if he crawled into
Crowley’s lap, right now, grabbed his face, and kissed him? He knew what he hoped would happen next, but, in
reality, Crowley would be so shocked he’d probably unleash some demonic curse that would discorporate him,
or at least leave them both dishevelled for far less enjoyable reasons than Aziraphale hoped.
“You’re quiet tonight,” Crowley observed, interrupting the flow of Aziraphale’s thoughts.
“Oh, thinking about a book I read earlier,” said Aziraphale, skirting dangerously close to the truth.
“Well, that’s better than thinking about accounts, I suppose.”
Aziraphale’s gaze flickered guiltily to his computer. He took a large gulp of wine and, emboldened, added, “In
fact, I was thinking I might write one.” He half expected Crowley to ridicule the idea, as was his wont whenever
Aziraphale picked up a hobby, but instead he looked somewhere between amused and intrigued.
“You should,” he agreed. “I might even read it.”
No you most certainly will not, Aziraphale thought as he gave a noncommittal hum.
After Crowley left that night, Aziraphale, fuelled by newly vivid fantasies involving a demon sprawled over a
dusty bookshop sofa, returned to his computer. He had come to think of himself as something of a leading
authority in this odd online subculture (although, no matter how often he saw it, “Bottom Brian Clough” would
continue to confound him). After all, who knew the machinations of angels and demons in love, if not Aziraphale
himself? He cracked his knuckles, and began to write.
~ Continued in Part II ~
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The Invitation to Summer I
Electra Rhodes
Rating: Mature
Tags: A seduction by stealth, Crowley is a sneaky snek, Aziraphale is a smitten sausage if he’d just let himself
“So,” Aziraphale asked brightly, “now that we’ve thwarted Armageddon, what exactly do you think you might
do?”
Crowley took a pull on his glass of champagne and set it down. He eyed his friend from behind his shades.
“If it’s all the same, I rather thought I might seduce you.”
oOoOoOo
Aziraphale placed his hand flat on the tablecloth between them. The Ritz was quite as delightful as he had
anticipated. He leaned closer to his, well, his friend when it came right down to it.
“So,” he asked brightly, “now that we’ve thwarted Armageddon, what exactly do you think you might do?”
Crowley took a short pull on his glass of champagne and then set it down. He eyed Aziraphale from behind his
shades.
“If it’s all the same, I rather thought I might seduce you.”
He smiled as Aziraphale turned a fetching shade of pink, and tried to formulate some kind of response.
“Seduce me? My dear fellow... I mean. Why now? After all this time? Surely we...”
Crowley took another mouthful of the champagne. It fizzed pleasantly against his tongue. He watched as
Aziraphale tried first to cudgel his thoughts and then to find the words to express them.
Given the angel’s usual levels of emotional constipation he thought he could chalk up this particular moment in
his campaign as a success.
“Yup.” He said. Popping the plosive. “You. Me. Seduction.”
Aziraphale hastily finished his glass.
“I think I really must be going. Lovely meal. And the world not ending. That was. Also lovely.”
He stalled, Crowley watched a riot of feeling wash over his face. Like a tide before an imminent moon. He raised
an eyebrow in response.
“Lift home, Angel?”
********
Sometimes, well, more than just sometimes, Aziraphale stepped on the hem of his own desires, and tripped
himself.
As he leaned heavily against the closed door of the bookshop he took another gulping breath. He heard the
throaty start of the Bentley, revving against its own ready leap, a lion curtailed by brakes.
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Aziraphale knew what would come next. Crowley, speeding off, perhaps to his flat in Mayfair, the one with the
impossible view. Perhaps out of London, beyond the chanting widershin circle of hell that was still the M25.
Maybe even off into the countryside somewhere. South, through Surrey, and out onto the Downs. Maybe.
Possibly. Going fast, faster, fastest.
He adjusted his tie, clasped the bottom of his waistcoat and tugged it down. A comforting fudge against the
limits he claimed to like. He fiddled. He fretted. Thought of the casual smirk. The almost certain pop of that ‘P’.
That moment of assured confidence. As though Crowley knew something Aziraphale as yet did not.
He thought too, of all those other moments, when Crowley had laid before him a feast of small delights. A
cascade of treasures plump with joy. And oh, how he had been tempted. A cake there, a flacon of perfume here,
a small pouch of velvet, a gilt-edged book of hours, a fob for his watch, a small telescope to watch the comet
that came to be named for Halley. He’d kept a little notebook detailing each sampling of Crowley’s careful
imagination. And Crowley himself, well, there was never anything asked or expected in return. Not like that.
It might be an arrangement, but it was not a transaction.
He stood in the small galley of the kitchen at the back of the bookshop, a space barely worthy of its name, and
made a thoughtless cup of ginger tea.
When he sat down in the snug of an armchair he shivered as he thought of those words, casually thrown down
like the gauntlets he’d once been so proud to wear. And which Crowley had given him.
‘I rather thought I might seduce you.’
Good G... Heave... something. Aziraphale scalded himself on his too hot tea. Wreathed in the steam from his
drink he breathed in the unknowing cloud of its erotic pull. He glared at the mug. Angel winged. Crowley had
given it to him. It was his favourite. And the tea too.
“Dammit.”
********
The Bentley hummed contentedly as Crowley leaned against the bonnet and looked out across a sweeping
range of green. Summer was a coming in, merrily singing something or other. He scrunched up his nose. Pollen.
In drifts. Hazy. Sneezy. If he could be bothered. Probably not. He wasn’t especially suited to watery eyes or a
drippy nose. And the angel had never seemed like an especially good nurse. More a ‘there, there, oh dear is that
the time?’ pat on the head, kind of caregiver, than an empty the sick basin sort. Though he’d done well enough
with Warlock. At a distance. Crowley grinned to himself. There was a reason he’d been the nanny after all.
He pulled his mobile from the back pocket of his jeans and scrolled through the local estate agents listings. Well
then. He pocketed it once more and hauled the driver’s door open and slip-slid inside the car again.
“So. What do you think? Off to a good start.”
The car purred.
********
Aziraphale dithered. He was a past master at dithering. He could dither, if required, Olympically.
He had half expected to be bludgeoned by a late evening call. He’d rehearsed his steady refusal throughout the
afternoon. Gradually though a trickle of anticipation had treacled its way down the ladder of his spine. It sat in a
pool of unsteadying heat just behind his kidneys.
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But the bookshop was quiet.
There might have been a mouse in the wainscoting, or pigeons in the eaves, or just the rush and rumble of
water through old pipes, truculent and turbulent, ready to defy any plumber with sucked in teeth. It might even
have been the distant underground shudder of the night tube. Rushing through tunnels, disturbing the cold
cellars and graves and uncertain basements of central London.
He hoped the phone would ring, if only to catch up to his anticipation. It sat there, perched under his ribs. Giving
a gentle squeeze. Like indigestion, he thought sourly. Like the petty grind of too much, too rich, too fast.
Typical, he thought to himself, typical of that sly snake to give him indigestion even at one remove.
Making him wait.
He blew out his cheeks. A glass of something might not be a solution, but it might be a salve. For his frayed
nerves. Waiting for a phone that wasn’t ringing. For all he knew Crowley might have got himself discorporated,
or worse. It wasn’t kind. It wasn’t fair. Leaving him alone to worry like this.
He drained the small glass of amontillado, and eyed the bottle. Maybe another?
Maybe several. He’d have to drink Crowley’s if Crowley wasn’t here to drink his own. And wouldn’t that serve
him right?
It was never the same drinking alone.
********
A few days later, after easy nights in lazy half timbered pubs, and a crawl around any number of properties,
Crowley looked up, through the dark lace of treetops behind the brick built cottage slung low against a gentle
incline. He turned and smiled at the young man who was hovering with the keys, keys to the front door, the
back door, the cellar doors, the garage, the small potting shed, and the lurking thing at the bottom of the
garden the Estate Agent’s particulars suggested might have been an ice house. Crowley thought it was just
trying for a little glamour; more likely a falling down Anderson shelter.
“Show me the library again will you?”
He sat on the window seat in the shelf lined room. All dark wood and napped velvet fusty-ness. The old curtains
hung on brass rods at the windows and creaking french doors. There was a faded turkey rug on the floor. The
colours gleamed more brightly where furniture had protected the wool from the fade of years. It was an
Aziraphale kind of room. And not just because of the yards of shelving. It was the sun. And the evening glow of a
southern face. The angel of the eastern gate had seen each dawn, and here, in the summer of their lives, the
room’s orientation might almost mean the light would be in lockstep with the angel’s dream of a perfect day.
Aziraphale, Crowley hoped, might finally leave the winter of his life behind.
The young man, clearly trying not to loom, dried up in his enthusing about all the amenities.
Crowley smiled.
There would be terms. But he’d always been a skilled negotiator.
********
Aziraphale frowned at the telephone.
“Where? And perhaps more importantly, why?”
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He listened, some more.
“I suppose so.”
He set the receiver back in its cradle and stared at it. Well at least Crowley hadn’t mentioned the seduction
business again. Maybe he’d forgotten. It would be for the best after all. He stretched his neck and eased a finger
inside his collar. Just a tad on the warm side. He thought of the low insinuation of Crowley’s voice. The thrill of
possibility. The way he...
He shook himself. This was no good at all. He mustn’t. Not in the slightest. Better by far if he had forgotten. Or
set it aside. Or. He wouldn’t even think about it. They were friends. Nothing less. And certainly nothing more.
********
Aziraphale blinked. The waiter did his usual flourish and tucked the tray under his arm.
“Gentlemen.”
He stared down at his main course. A solid steak and kidney pudding. With an assortment of properly defeated
English vegetables. Crowley had opted for the game pie. Aziraphale frowned at both their plates. It was terribly
hard to flirt in the face of such starch and gravy. Not that he wanted to flirt. But hadn’t Crowley said? He felt a
short breeze of wistfulness tickle behind his ear. He should leave it all, well alone, say nothing. Hopefully the
naughty demon had forgotten it all.
“I see you’ve given up on the whole seduction thing then?”
Crowley smiled and spread the starch of linen across his lap.
“Did I say that? I don’t think I did.” He nodded towards Aziraphale’s plate “How’s the pudding? Suet crust firm
enough?”
Aziraphale shook his head, perhaps with a little edge of crossness, and ignored the question.
“Well. You haven’t tried anything. No little gifts. No fancy frills.” He glanced round the red and green and gilt of
Rules Restaurant. “No candlelight or frou frou nooks in little bistros.”
Crowley smiled and cut his pie into eighths.
“Seduction isn’t only about the externals Angel.” He did one of his terminal pauses again. “Eat up. Don’t let it go
cold. You don’t like soggy veg.”
Grumbling, Aziraphale did as he was told, and tried to ignore the benign smile curling up the corners of
Crowley’s lips. He wasn’t looking at his mouth at all. Or the way the light reflected on the spot of the good
Sauternes they drank with the proper queen’s pudding, that slicked his bottom lip. Or the way Crowley licked it
up. Just a flash of red tongue. Out and in again.
He flushed when Crowley asked him if he fancied a coffee.
********
Crowley carefully wrapped the last of the glassware and tucked it into one of the smaller packing crates. It was
amazing, over time, how things just accumulated. He’d been fairly disciplined, but there were still thirty crates
in the atrium. Nothing compared to Aziraphale of course. The bookshop was going to take a lot of packing.
He whistled to himself. Half smiling round the tune as it morphed into something by Queen. Still, he’d got the
facial dexterity to smile and whistle all at once. He was, indeed, a champion.
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He labelled the crate and surveyed the kitchen. Just the furniture really. And the plants. And the statue. And the
lectern. He sighed. There was always more to do than you really could conceive of when you packed up your
life.
~ Continued in Part II ~
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Frying Pan into the Fire
(or: No Man is an Island but Crowley Sure Looks
Good on a Kitchen One)
Madison May

maddiemaynot

Rating: Mature/Explicit
Tags: Kitchen island sex, Crowley is a soft idiot, Eskimo kisses, Nose rubs, Blowjob, No actual penetration of
anything, Unless you count Aziraphale’s mouth, Which probably does count, I’m writing these tags at
3am and I’m a tag ranter, So sorry for that
Aziraphale and Crowley have taken to saying goodbye to each other with nose rubs and things progress - rather
rapidly - from there.
oOoOoOo
They’ve taken to saying goodbye to one another with nose rubs – eskimo kisses, they were called once but
Crowley’s not sure if that’s the politically correct term anymore. Either way they’re acceptable, they think. Not
quite a kiss, but a way of showing affection.
Each one drives Crowley wild.
One evening in particular, standing outside the bookshop as Crowley prepares to get in the Bentley and drive
home, they say their goodbyes. Crowley dips his face down and Aziraphale raises his. Their faces touch and it’s
so close to a kiss, Crowley is centimetres away from the angel’s lips. He can feel Aziraphale's breath landing on
his jaw.
He can’t take it. He grabs the back of Aziraphale’s head, winding his fingers into the angel's hair. This is it. The
make or break moment. He alters the angle of his head, tilting his face further and presses his lips firmly to
Aziraphale’s. He feels the angel stiffen slightly under his touch and then relax.
They kiss for an age, it feels. Lips parting slightly and relaxing into one another’s mouths. Aziraphale's hands
wind their way up inside Crowley's jacket, clasped together and resting on the demon's back. Crowley had fully
intended to drive home that night, but somewhere between first deciding to kiss Aziraphale and actually
meeting his lips – in the infinite space between the milliseconds – that intention changed. He turns them, never
breaking the kiss, and walks himself backwards, back through the bookshop front door. He kicks it closed behind
him and Aziraphale pulls away for a moment.
"Crowley, do be careful, that door is over two hundr-"
Crowley cuts the angel's scolding off with another kiss, fiercer and more desperate than before. He lowers his
hands from the angel's head to his upper arms and uses them to guide the pair through the shop and…
upstairs...
********
Crowley wakes in the morning and for a moment he has forgotten where he is. But the soft cotton sheets don’t
feel like his own silk ones. He’s never used floral in decoration before and unless he got very drunk and rewired
his house, he’s never had wall lights above his bed… It clicks. He rolls over, and there is his angel – his angel –
platinum curls framing his face like a halo. Crowley watches the rise and fall of Aziraphale’s chest as he snores
ever so lightly and starts to let a soft smile form on his face.
“I can feel you watching me, my dear.”
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Crowley blushes - blushes. He’s never blushed once in 6000 years on this planet and yet! Aziraphale, eyes still
closed to the morning sun breaking through the gap in the curtains, reaches a lazy arm up to find Crowley’s face
and pulls him down into the softest of kisses. A kiss so light and gentle, so different from the fevered
earnestness of the kisses only seven or eight hours earlier, that something in Crowley’s stomach flutters.
The angel pulls away and opens his blue eyes to meet Crowley’s golden ones, before closing them again and
pulling Crowley into a second kiss, increasing the pressure and parting his lips ever so slightly to catch Crowley’s
bottom lip lightly between his teeth. Then he breaks the kiss and pulls away properly, leaving Crowley tasting
the air as he struggles to catch up to the fact that Aziraphale is no longer kissing him.
“I’ll miracle us up some breakfast,” the angel says and props himself up on an elbow to rub his nose against
Crowley’s own before climbing out of the bed.
Crowley lets a lazy arm grab after the angel as he walks away - completely naked - and then drops it back to the
bed, the rest of his body following suit. He lies on his back, staring at the ceiling, a wide grin splitting his face
from ear to ear.
********
When Crowley recovers himself enough from the morning’s kisses, he climbs out of bed to find Aziraphale. It
surprises him to discover he’s feeling much more modest than the angel and he pulls his shirt and underwear on
before padding out of the bedroom to the kitchen.
He follows his nose. The kitchen is the opposite of Crowley’s own. Where Crowley’s is all black glass and
stainless steel, cold and beautiful and never used; Aziraphale’s kitchen is wood panels and scuffed work
surfaces. It’s quite large too, considering the size of the rest of the flat. There’s a kitchen island in the centre of
the room, breaking the room into a horseshoe shape. At one end of the horseshoe, Aziraphale is standing at the
large gas hob, wearing an apron and absolutely nothing else. Crowley cannot fathom why but not a soul on
earth (or in heaven or hell for that matter) would ever catch him complaining.
Aziraphale doesn’t seem to hear Crowley approaching – his focus is entirely on the eggs in the frying pan in his
hand – so Crowley uses the opportunity to sneak up behind him.
He thinks at first that he’ll do something charming, suave even. He envisions wrapping his arms around the
angel and kissing his neck. Yet, his brain seems to fall at the first hurdle and instead of raising both arms to
envelop Aziraphale, only one arm reaches out and… pinches his bum.
Aziraphale jumps slightly and laughs. He swats Crowley’s hand away with the spatula in his hand. “My dear, if
you do that again, I think I shall have to eat your eggs myself. Why are you up? I would have brought these to
you in bed.”
Crowley, who has never really cared as much about food (or breakfast in bed) as the angel but cares very deeply
about Aziraphale’s bum, pinches him again.
Aziraphale turns to swat at Crowley again but seems to think better of it. He carefully places the spatula on the
worktop next to the hob and then grabs hold of the demon’s shirt and kisses him very firmly on the mouth.
Crowley’s eyes widen at the forcefulness of the usually mild-mannered angel and then relaxes into the kiss,
letting his hands find their way around and up Aziraphale’s back to rest on his shoulders. Aziraphale pushes
Crowley backwards until they bump up against the island in the middle of the kitchen. The angel presses his
whole body against Crowley and Crowley can feel the angel’s stiffness through his thin boxers and the apron.
Crowley digs his fingers in slightly to Aziraphale’s shoulders and the angel lets out a low moan from the back of
his throat. Smiling to himself, Crowley digs his nails in next. Hard.
Aziraphale growls and hoists Crowley up, so that he is now sitting on the island, his face bent down to meet
Aziraphale’s, fingernails still dug in firmly to the soft flesh on his shoulders.
Aziraphale, who had previously had his hands on Crowley’s hips, now brings them round to wrestle with the
buttons on the demon’s shirt. One button is undone, and then another, but the next is persistent. He grapples
with it for some time. Meanwhile, Crowley has scratched his fingernails as far down the angel’s back as he can
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reach, leaving red lines etched into the creamy skin, marking the angel. When Crowley’s hands reach the neat
bow tied at Aziraphale’s waist, he gives it a swift tug and then breaks the kiss briefly to pull the apron off over
the angel’s head, letting it drop to the floor.
Aziraphale growls again, but in annoyance this time. “This button…”
Crowley understands. “It’s only a shirt.”
So Aziraphale pulls and the shirt is undone through pure force, buttons scattering over the tiled floor of the
kitchen. Crowley is already shrugging it off his shoulders but before he can pull his boxers off completely, to join
the shirt and apron, Aziraphale has lowered his face to Crowley’s crotch.
The demon’s yellow eyes roll back slightly as Aziraphale begins to do something with his mouth that no angel
has any business doing. Especially not with a demon.
They continue like this for some time. Aziraphale’s tongue flicks and darts, and occasionally he takes Crowley’s
entire length in and in and in. Each time, just as Crowley thinks he’s going to lose himself completely, the angel
will resurface and instead give Crowley a few gentle strokes with his hand, before burying his face in between
Crowley’s thighs once more.
Crowley’s hands are everywhere. He can’t reach Aziraphale to return any sort of favour, so he settles for pulling
the angel’s hair, scratching his back and shoulders more, gripping his arms. It’s all he can do to not hold
Aziraphale’s head down and let the movement of his hips and Aziraphale’s mouth finish him off.
And then, finally and slowly and yet somehow all of a sudden, the next time Aziraphale lowers his head down
and down, Crowley knows he’s not going to be able to hold back any longer.
“Angel,” he says, hoarsely. Aziraphale looks up at him and the sight of the angel’s blue eyes looking up at him
like that, with Crowley’s cock in his mouth is all it takes. Crowley lets go with a guttural moan and lets the
orgasm wash over him, wave upon wave of pure ecstasy, fingers entwined in platinum curls, hips bucking
involuntarily, riding Aziraphale’s mouth until he feels completely empty.
He lies back on the island, panting, hands still in Aziraphale’s hair. After a few moments of recovery, he sits back
up and presses his mouth, still open and breathing hard, to Aziraphale’s own. Aziraphale catches Crowley’s
bottom lip in between his teeth and bites down oh so lightly, and Crowley is almost ready to go again. He is
desperate to return the favour and is going to suggest so when –
BEEP
BEEP
BEEP
The sound rings through the bookshop flat, piercing Crowley’s eardrums. The pair untangle their limbs in a hurry
as Aziraphale jumps back, and Crowley becomes aware of a very strange smell in the kitchen.
“What the –” Crowley is bleary eyed and unimpressed at the sudden interruption.
Aziraphale whirls around to find the source of the noise and realisation dawns on his face. His expression
changes completely, from half lidded eyes of lust to open and smiling, and he doubles over in laughter. He turns
back to Crowley, holding something blackened and stinking in one hand, the other holding onto his thigh as the
tears of laughter stream down his face.
“I think –” he stops to laugh some more, and he waves a hand shut the smoke alarm off. “I think I forgot about
the eggs!”
********
The pan is ruined.
After cleaning the rest of the kitchen up (“Please, angel. Let me finish you –” “I’m quite alright Crowley. Really,
the moment’s quite gone! Help me find the rest of these buttons, will you!”) Aziraphale sets to work at the task
28

of removing charred eggs from the bottom of the pan. He boils a kettle and leaves the pan to soak in hot water
and soap but the eggs persist.
Eventually (after much consultation with various out-of-date housekeeping guides found on the shelves of the
bookshop below), Aziraphale admits defeat and simply throws the pan straight into the black wheelie bin
outside.
Crowley, who would not describe himself as a sentimental sort of demon, waits patiently. Soon, Aziraphale finds
himself tied up with a customer that shows almost as much persistence as the eggs.
“I’m off, angel. Plants to tend to, demonic activities to… activity.” He touches Aziraphale’s arm as he walks past
and the distracted angel waves an arm in his direction as way of goodbye.
“I’m sorry, we simply don’t take credit card here, I find the whole concept of money that one can’t see to be
simpl – Oh, goodbye Crowley!”
But the demon has already gone.
A second customer walks in and Aziraphale resolves to close the shop as soon as he’s got rid of these two.
“Mr Fell, you’ll never believe what I saw! Some lanky fellow! Rifling through your rubbish!”
“Rifling through my –” Aziraphale gives in, distracted, to the first customer. “Look, just take the book and go.
No! No! Pay me in cash another day. Now get out!” He turns back to the newcomer, as the first customer rushes
out of the shop, looking equal parts pleased at having won the book and flustered at being thrown out of a
bookshop. “Rifling through my rubbish? What on earth are you talking about?”
“Exactly what I say! Lanky fellow. Head and shoulders right down in your black wheelie bin, Mr Fell. Throwing all
sorts on to the street. Nearly got me in the face, but I ducked. Anyway, he wasn’t doing it for very long. Got
what he wanted, though, and off he speeds in some big fancy car.”
“Big fancy… What was it he took?” Aziraphale feels the smile forming on his face. He suspects he can guess what
Crowley, the nostalgic old demon, had retrieved from the bottom of his bin.
“Well. It looked like a like a frying pan. All black and charred, but… definitely a frying pan!”
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Bath of Enlightenment
Nia_Kantorka
Rating: General Audience
Tags: Angelology, Pre-slash, Introspective
Here is what happens when an angel in disguise takes a bath in Hell.
oOoOoOo
An overwhelming riptide crashed over him and he had to close his eyes for a second, to keep himself and the
role he was playing in check. It took only a few seconds for the holy water to slosh around Aziraphale, who was
embodying Crowley in Hell.
********
God's army of angels had forgotten all about their Fallen brethren. A clever idea of the Almighty, who needed
them to be able to fight each other. Aziraphale understood Her reasoning. All of Heaven did.
It had never bothered him. Not even when he had become best friends with a demon. Technically, Aziraphale
had found more than his best friend, but that was a thought he usually didn't dwell on.
So, he had been happy. For centuries, he had enjoyed Crowley's company whenever the demon had been
around. Sometimes too much, and he had withdrawn, even though it had always left him feeling bereft. The
looming apocalypse-that-wasn't had also put a damper on their stay on Earth and a strain on their relationship,
but — however inept Crowley and he had been - they had survived. As had the world. Just by supporting Adam
Young, they had garnered the modicum of luck Earth had needed.
The relationship with Crowley was another matter; Aziraphale knew it was his turn to work for it, as the demon
had done so for more than a while.
********
After a night of being in each other's bodies and getting the other's help with sorting its functions out,
Aziraphale had become a pro at Crowley's saunter and swagger. He had handled those sunglasses as if they
were part of his body, and — most importantly — had had Crowley's expressive speech patterns down to an art,
eers and ahhs included. There had been a few lapses; Crowley would never say tickety-boo, not even when hit
hard on the head, but the demons around him had been far too elated about their catch to pay any attention to
it.
When Aziraphale and Crowley had reached Crowley's flat after the detoured bus ride to London, it hadn't taken
them long to work out what Agnes' prophecy meant. It insinuated that they would be able to survive in the
other's body, and so they had plucked up the courage to swap forms. They were from one stock, after all, and so
the switch had been easy-peasy. Seeing himself through Crowley's eyes had been the real challenge; it was both
wonderfully surreal and terribly frightening all at once. If they hadn't known that their respective head offices
wanted to get rid of them in earnest, it would have been good fun.
They had fed the other most painstakingly with the necessary knowledge. Aziraphale had talked the demon
through the most obvious changes in Heaven, as Crowley hadn't set foot in there for at least six millennia. The
demon had looked a bit constipated throughout the lesson and Aziraphale guessed that Heaven had changed a
lot since his fall. Neither had commented on how painful this topic might be for Crowley. The hypocrisy of
angels was glaringly obvious, though: they might look down at humans, but adapted fast to all of humankind's
fancier designs.
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Crowley had described the gloominess and narrowness of Hell with clinical precision, especially the inhabitants
that would want to bear witness to his demise, Hastur and Dagon, in full gory detail. It worked. Aziraphale, who
had never met them, knew immediately who was who when he saw them for the first time at Crowley's farce of
a trial.
********
Aziraphale put on a ridiculous show in Hell. Crowley was as fussy as the angel when it came to his clothes, so
Aziraphale didn't even have to pretend. Also, he knew only the best was good enough for the demon – so his
concern wasn't even exaggerated. Aziraphale only added a flair of drama to his own pretentious mannerisms.
He was still proud that he managed to get into that tub without getting his socks wet.
All thoughts about clothes vanished when the water hit him and, with it, a rush of memories. They flooded
Aziraphale's brain with a vengeance: How Heaven had been when they had all lived together. The demons had
been their former selves — angels. When they all had been with God, bumming around Her in worship, while
diligently maintaining the angelic orders according to their hierarchy1. The funniest thing: Aziraphale
remembered that he held a higher rank than that lot. A Principality was among the lowest group of orders, but
ranked above archangels and angels.
For a second, Aziraphale forgot about his and Crowley's plan and hoped Gabriel or Michael would pay him a visit
soon. He grinned and splashed water around, the shouts of horror only adding fuel to his mischievous
playfulness.
Then, more memories coursed through this body. Maybe being exposed to holy water in this hybrid state of an
angel's spirit inhabiting a demon's body was the catalyst needed. Now, he remembered Crowley as an angel,
and — goodness! — he had been equally gorgeous back then as he was now. Also, he had been way out of
Aziraphale's league.
Crowley had been one of three princes of the Seraphim that had fallen first. No wonder he sometimes talked
about Lucifer and the guys. He was not only the serpent of Eden, he was also known as Ouroboros. Humans
falsely associated him with a crocodile, but also knew him by his angelic name — Leviathan. Why he didn't play
a greater role in Hell's hierarchy was a mystery to Aziraphale. Maybe he had had enough of politics. Possibly, he
had had a spat with Beelzebub. She didn't seem very fond of him. Or, the Fallen had to wrestle for their place in
Hell, and Crowley had fought so much during their first war that it lasted him for another lifetime. Whatever the
reason, the latter seemed most likely to Aziraphale as it would also explain why the demon avoided
humankind's crueller side whenever possible.
Not much time had passed when Michael came to collect the holy water. Aziraphale couldn't pull rank the way
he wanted to; asking the Archangel to miracle him a towel was the best he could do in his current situation. For
sure, he would cherish the expression on her face forever. Revenge really was sweet.
After reaching a satisfactory understanding between Beelzebub and "Crowley", he couldn't wait to get back to
the surface to see how the demon had fared in Heaven. Aziraphale assumed it had gone without a hitch. Now
that Aziraphale knew where Crowley's steely and stalwart core was born from, he longed to see him with his
own eyes again even more. The yearning sat as a carnal knot in his belly and grew stronger, particularly while
being subjected to the holy water, than it ever had been.
Aziraphale vowed to this body, Crowley's vessel, that he would find the courage to tell its rightful owner how he
felt. The one person who had stood by his side since the beginning of Earth deserved to know how Aziraphale
felt about him. Aziraphale tried not to think about how soft he was, compared to Crowley, nor how wrong the
1

For everyone interested in the angelic orders according to Christian angelology:
Seraphim, Cherubim, and Thrones are of the first and highest order. Dominions or Lordships, Virtues or
Strongholds, and Powers are part of the second and middle order. Part of the third and lowest order are
Principalities, Archangels and Angels. The most powerful in each order are named first.
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conversation could go as a result, nor about the fact that, in Heaven, Crowley would have outranked him by a
country mile. If Crowley wanted to be with him, Aziraphale would happily spend the rest of his life with the
demon, however long that might be. If not, some wooing would be in order.
With firm resolution, he sat up, scrunched his nose in a very undemoniacal way, and smirked. Then he left the
tub.
It had, indeed, been a very enlightening bath in Hell.
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Unexpected Variables
Atalan
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Fluff, Humour, Love at first sight, Garden of Eden, God narrates, Aziraphale and Crowley have no chill, I
have thoughts about the ineffable plan
The Beginning Of The World isn’t going quite the way it’s supposed to, mostly because Aziraphale and Crowley
can’t keep their hands off each other.
oOoOoOo
It's called emergent behaviour, and in theory, it's very exciting. She knows every single piece She has put into
Her creation, and yet from those pieces, new patterns are emerging, and She neither predicted them nor
controls their shape. It's not quite the same thing as free will, which was always part of the plan. A thinking
being can freely make choices between several options, but those options are still defined by Her.
No, this is something She never expected, and that realisation is so thrilling it sparks a thousand new stars in the
night sky.
In theory.
In practice, She is watching the angel and the demon meet in the Garden again, and if She has to reboot the
universe for the fourth time this week, She's going to be more than a bit tetchy.
It's not supposed to be particularly complicated. Good, evil, make your choice, off you go. Shades of grey are
fine for the humans, but Heaven and Hell are supposed to be the absolutes on each end of the scale, something
to aspire to and something to rise above, respectively.
She's not sure what happened with these two, but She can already tell it's going to be a millennia-long divine
headache trying to sort it out.
The first time they meet, they talk for hours and then the demon kisses the angel and the angel lets him do it.
Both of them vanish into the trees of Eden for what She at first assumes is lustful cavorting (not ideal, but
demons are supposed to get up to that sort of thing and angels are still able to Fall, after all), but actually turns
out to be almost unbearably tender mutual wing-grooming. They're so caught up with each other that the
demon doesn't get around to doing any tempting and the angel absentmindedly leaves his flaming sword under
a bush, where it starts a fire that burns down the Tree of Knowledge before anyone can make any choices at all
concerning it.
She thinks it's a fluke, an amusing quirk of the new universe, and resets things without worrying too much about
it. It happens again. The details are slightly different (it takes a bit longer this time, and the angel manages to
remember that fire and foliage do not mix), but the outcome is broadly the same: the demon and the angel
latch onto each other like two halves of a clam shell and chaos ensues.
She resets things and takes a moment to consult Her notes. She wonders if the demon and the angel knew each
other in Heaven, if they were one of those pairs who shared souls and lost each other in the Fall (and She does
not feel guilt, She does not regret, all is as it should be but oh, She never knew they would learn to love like that
so swiftly, never knew what it would mean when Michael cast Lucifer down). She checks the records, but as far
as She can tell, these two never met. Which is probably just as well, frankly, since if they're carrying on like this
when they're technically on opposite sides, who knows what they would have got up to Before. They certainly
wouldn't have got anything done, and that would be a shame, since the demon made some of Her favourite
stars.
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The demon arrives in the garden, and this time She gives him just the slightest nudge in the direction of the
Western Gate, curious to see what will happen, if any angel will do for this oddly affectionate creature of evil.
The demon's a lot less enthusiastic about approaching the angel of the Western Gate, which turns out to be
quite sensible of him, since this angel smites him so thoroughly back to Hell that he doesn't even try to return to
Earth. She waits quite a long time for them to send somebody else, but when eventually Hastur arrives, he's so
annoyed by the screaming of Eve's recently born son that he transforms into a swarm of maggots and devours
all three of the humans before any of the guardian angels can intervene. Which rather puts a crimp in Her plans
for humanity as a whole.
She sighs, and resets things again. She really doesn't want to step in and micromanage everything, that isn't the
point, but She leaves the demon with the vague almost-memory of angelic wrath, which turns out to be enough
to stop him slithering up to any of the gate guards for now.
And Hallelujah, praise Herself, the demon finally takes an interest in the humans, pokes around the garden,
establishes the One Thing They Are Not Supposed To Do, and suggests they do it anyway. It's important, you
see, She has always known it is important that they have the choice, and that the temptation is put to them not
by anyone who wants to harm them, but by someone who really can't understand why you wouldn't eat the
apple, like this strange little kind-hearted demon who was once an angel who never stopped asking questions.
Is She disappointed or pleased when they succumb to temptation? When they choose the hard path with all its
stones and stumbling? She couldn't possibly comment.
And then the angel of the Eastern Gate hands them his flaming sword and She watches in disbelief as Adam and
Eve leave the Garden and immediately get started on the business of murdering Her other creations, something
which their descendants will, She sees as She casts a glance at the future, be raising to an art form.
And now the demon is talking to the angel again and honestly, if they start kissing this time —
They don't, although She sees the exact moment the demon gets himself smitten in a somewhat different
meaning of the term, struck down by the angel's unthinking kindness to the humans and to his so-called enemy.
They stand on the wall watching the approaching storm, and She glances with exasperation at Her notes and
wonders whether to start over yet again.
It's not, all things considered, quite the way She'd intended things to go, but She supposes it's close enough, and
She did want to see what they'd all do, if She gave them an outline and let them colour it in, didn't She?
The angel is sheltering the demon with his wing. It's probably too wet for them to get up to anything handsy in
the trees, and anyway, She thinks She's got the balance right now, just enough caution in both of them, just
enough awareness of where each of them stands.
It's not that She doesn't want them to love each other. The idea that they can is so utterly out of scope that She
wants very much to see what will happen. It's just that She does also have a universe to run, here, and it's a little
hard to properly examine the effect of specific variables on the environment when those variables are more
interested in interacting with each other.
It'll do, She decides, watching Adam and Eve seek shelter, watching the demon and the angel part ways for the
time being. She lets creation continue unaltered, and in the end, that makes all the difference.
(Six thousand years later, She will admit that perhaps there is such a thing as too much caution, but just as She's
considering a strongly worded note about getting on with things, they figure it out for themselves, and if Gabriel
doesn't like it, he can get in the sun, thank you very much.)
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Limericks From Bad Poetry Day I
ClassicHazel; Emma

StarofAntiquan; Electra Rhodes; AJ Wagner

There once was a demon named Crowley,
Who sat in a bathtub most holy.
At his black underwear,
The assembled did stare...
Who knew Azi could act so ignobly?
ClassicHazel
There once was a bookshop in Soho,
For mere mortals, an absolute no go.
For in there was whereAnd it’s not polite to starePornography was brazenly on show.
ClassicHazel
There once was a demon named Crowley,
Who fell in love with an angel most holy.
The only problem is this:
They still haven’t kissed,
For the angel wants to go slowly.
Emma

StarofAntiquan

When hatching a demonic plot,
It is vital not to get caught;
Or worse still, distracted,
By an angel’s [redacted]
That jiggles as he does the gavotte.
Emma

StarofAntiquan

An angel once danced the gavotte
And everyone thought it was hot
A demon slept through it
And he never knew it
And sadly missed out on a lot!
Electra Rhodes
"You go too fast for me, Crowley."
The angel said, you see,
"We're on our own side"
the demon tried
His hopes died
when the angel denied.
AJ Wagner

space_ally
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space_ally

No one would call it be-bop
Unless they were caught on the hop
A distraction misfired
A demon desired
A truly angelic flop
Electra Rhodes
Dog was his name,
Adam to blame,
A fearsome hellhound he was
Not anymore, for those who ask.
He bit Hunger and Tennant in the leg
To support what Wensleydale said.
AJ Wagner

space_ally

There once was a witchfinder who
Never knew quite what to do
Though his name rhymed with well
He saw never a spell
And sadly was just a buffoo
Electra Rhodes
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You’ve Got Kudos Part II
ClassicHazel and

Rhaegal

(See Part I for tags and notes)
oOoOoOo
Aziraphale was not being boastful in his opinions about his fics (it took him a while to stop calling them ‘stories’)
and was now the holder of an AO3 account in the name of TemptMeWithCrepes. He had first posted a drabble,
lampshading the tropes of ‘hurt/comfort’ and ‘only one bed’ (and clearly demonstrating his grasp of the ‘lingo’).
On the annual opening of his emails, nestled amongst the badly misspelled attempts to sell genital
enhancement products (to which he always politely replied, saying that assistance was not required, but
thanking them for their offer, and recommending a dictionary) was the receipt for his tax returns. There was
also a series of emails with the subject lines “[AO3] You’ve got kudos!” and “[AO3] Comment on Serpentine
Desiresss.”
People liked his writing! Never one to disappoint his public (unless they were attempting to purchase a book),
Aziraphale wrote more. The comments and kudos kept coming, hailing him as “the next Copperbadge” and his
fics as “brilliant, like Bangor”. He knew what neither of these things meant, but could take solace in “brilliant”,
alongside the other positive messages that flooded his now well-used inbox. Some of the comments, “DEAD”,
for example, were inexplicable; Aziraphale would only return to writing once he had ascertained that the poster
had commented more recently on someone else’s story and was, therefore, still very much alive.
All of the fic that Aziraphale penned became explicit, with a capital “E” (and, usually, a capital “X”, “P”, “L”, “I”,
“C”, “I” AND “T”, too). Crowley’s tongue, Crowley’s arse, Crowley’s eyes...Crowley. The more outrageously
explicitly he wrote, the more people devoured it. He particularly enjoyed writing Crowley in his serpentine form
doing wonderfully wicked and probably implausible things with dual appendages. Despite this being a niche
predilection, the effusive comments poured in. Six thousand years of observing, thinking, wanting, came out
through the medium of TemptMeWithCrepes.
********
If Aziraphale had thought that having an outlet for his fantasies would ease the pressure he felt in his chest (not
to mention somewhat lower down) every time he saw Crowley, he was sorely mistaken. There was barely
anything Crowley did or anywhere Crowley went that he hadn’t read, imagined, or written in erotic
circumstances. The bookshop, of course, but also St James’ Park (up against that tree over there, with the
judicious application of frivolous miracles keeping the passers by oblivious), the Ritz (oh, that fic where they
booked a suite for their first time!), even the theatre (Crowley would never burn a theatre down, of course - the
nonsense these writers came up with!).
It was all so easy in fanfiction. From the topic first being broached, they could be naked in the space of a few
paragraphs. In reality, how was one supposed to transition from “yes, dear, it’s lovely that you’re keeping up
low-level demonic deeds in your retirement” to “by the way, I think it’s about time we, well... fucked”? While
Aziraphale had a penchant for explicit stories, his favourites were those that made it seem so easy to just...get
on with it. But, he knew, from one or two aborted attempts at lovemaking, that it really was not that easy. He
could write the hottest, the smuttiest, the filthiest stories (his personal collection of erotica helped, naturally),
and yet those that he wanted to read were those that told you which way to tilt your head when you kissed,
whose legs went where when horizontal, how to not be embarrassed by the noises, when you should (indeed, if
you should) take your socks off...the list went on.
Sometimes, he wanted to think less about what went where and more about what felt more… natural. After a
particularly pleasant evening together, working through bottles of wine, or an evening stroll in the park,
Aziraphale would go in search of softer fic. There was a delightful story in which they raised a family of snakes
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together, and many ‘holding hands on the bus’ stories (which had happened, and Aziraphale revisited the
memory often, though - sadly - it had not led to anything further that night… nor any night since). The
‘Established Relationship’ tag led to an abundance of stories in which they moved to a cottage in the South
Downs.
One author who particularly excelled in this arena was GoodOldFashionedLoverBoy. In their fics, the established
- and very much in love - couple enjoyed tartan-rugged picnics where they sipped champagne, watched
beautiful meteor showers and fantasised about a life together on Alpha Centauri. The way they wrote
Aziraphale made the real angel blush; the fics themselves never even strayed close to a Mature rating, yet they
made his whole body ache for more. There were lingering glances and casual brushes of hands, but the fics
always ended with an agonising ‘fade to black’.
Aziraphale had learned first hand the gratification of a comment, so he clicked into the textbox and typed:
Your fic! Almost perfect! Your description of Crowley in the Bentley, gazing into Aziraphale’s eyes made my heart
beat a little faster. Two things, though, if I may? Firstly, I really, honestly and truly believe that Aziraphale would
never shy away from Crowley’s eyes. He loves him, as a snake, as a demon, as...Crowley. Secondly, my dear
writer: what on Earth happens next?!
The reply came within a matter of minutes:
Crepes!!! Wow, I can’t believe you read my fic! You’re, like, the master of writing Aziraphale and Crowley! But
yeah, I’m afraid, as much as I hope Aziraphale would learn to love Crowley despite the demon thing, the eyes are
just too much of a reminder. Sorry!
Well, that would never do. Without thinking, Aziraphale hit the ‘Reply’ button.
If I could write the beauty of Crowley’s eyes, and, in fresh numbers number all his graces, the age to come would
say, 'this author lies; such heavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly faces.’ Remember, dear LoverBoy, that Crowley
does not have an “earthly face”, but the most blessed of celestial countenances.
********
Whilst Aziraphale would never admit the sin of pride, it was an enjoyment of the amount of fondness others
had for his work that led him to Twitter. To be able to join in the conversation and share snippets of his reality
(“I truly believe that angels and demons wouldn’t waste miracles on undressing, but I do see where you are
coming from - no pun intended - with the lubricant”) made him feel… important. He rationalised it as a service
to the fanfiction community, rather than having to admit to hubris, supported by a recent direct message from
LoverBoy.

Aziraphale stared at the screen for a moment, confused, before typing his response.
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Aziraphale watched the ellipsis disappear and reappear several times, before going to make himself some more
cocoa. When he returned, the screen held a new message:

Aziraphale set his second-favourite mug down so hard he feared for its integrity, too (his third mug was a
travesty; he must be more careful). He considered his reply. Aziraphale was certainly not a prude, but
broadcasting and conversing about carnal pleasures were two very different beasts. His desire to help overcame
his embarrassment and he replied:

40

Aziraphale read the last message again. And again. And a few times more. He sipped his now-lukewarm cocoa
and closed his eyes. He could picture it, almost unbearably vividly; Crowley pacing nervously, as he attempted
his speech, tripping over his words (‘Ngk’ was an accurate tag, if ever there was one). To avoid any deeper
contemplation of his reaction to the imaginary situation, Aziraphale’s eyes snapped open, and he looked back at
the screen.
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Aziraphale leaned back in his chair and let out a long, shaky breath. His hand was sticky and the post-orgasmic
bliss was being overtaken by the creeping burn of shame at what he’d just done. With a stranger. The warmth
drained from him as now abject mortification required him to re-read what he’d written. Somewhere in the
middle he’d got carried away in his bookshelf fantasy and switched to the first person. At least LoverBoy had
responded in kind! “I”, they’d written. “You”. Damn decent of them to ‘get into character’...
Oh dear.
The thread on the screen suddenly jumped back to the bottom as a new message appeared:

Aziraphale hurriedly closed the browser and miracled away the mess - an entirely appropriate use of a frivolous
miracle, given the circumstances. It was only a small lie, he reasoned. Perhaps he could call Crowley and ask him
to join him for a glass (or ten) of Barolo? Although it was rather late, and Crowley did have a habit of sleeping in
the nighttime hours... perhaps it was best not to disturb him. Despite the weight in his chest, he allowed his
mind to drift over what might happen if Crowley were here, and willing. If Aziraphale were more like the
fictionalised version of himself that he wrote into his fics, he’d know exactly what to do. To take his mind off
the… situation, he opened a new Microsoft Word document and began to write.
~ Continued in Part III ~
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Love Is...
Caenn
Rating: Mature
Tags: Ineffable Husbands, Love, Fluff, Fluff Without Plot, Post Canon
What is love? Love is… (a.k.a. fluff without plot starring the ineffable husbands)
oOoOoOo
Love is watching him while he's reading. His eyes are sharp and focused on the book, but the corner of his
mouth is twitching slightly. He pretends to be so engrossed in the tome that he doesn’t realise Crowley is
watching. In truth, he enjoys his attention as much as Crowley enjoys looking at him.
Love is watching him while he's curled up in his snake form, sleeping. His black and red scales are smooth and
shiny. He looks very peaceful and comfortable there, on a fluffy pillow, and Aziraphale tiptoes close to cover him
with a warm blanket so he doesn't catch a cold.
Love is listening to him talk about his favourite foods. He excitedly chatters about ingredients and preparation
methods while Crowley smiles fondly. They will go for lunch later and, seemingly by chance, they will end up at
a restaurant serving exactly the kind of food he was raving about. He will exclaim at the happy accident,
knowing perfectly well that Crowley led them there for his pleasure.
Love is listening to him talk to his plants. He waters them and puts the fear of Crowley into them until they
shiver root to leaf, while Aziraphale pretends he's reading, smiling slightly. Later, when he's sleeping, Aziraphale
will talk to the plants himself, will soothe them and praise them so that they grow better than they would on
threats alone.
Love is the taste of him on Crowley's tongue, soft and delectable. He tastes like The Apple itself must have
tasted, seductive and sinfully sweet. Crowley loves kissing him and could do it all the time, every waking second
of eternity.
Love is the taste of his sweat on Aziraphale's lips when the angel is kissing him all over. His skin is soft and warm
and he shivers with every kiss. Aziraphale loves kissing him and would happily Fall if it meant he could kiss him,
and taste him, every waking second of eternity.
Love is the smell of his hair after a shower. He uses a fruit-scented shampoo that a sales person recommended
to him as a joke. But he likes it, and Crowley finds that it complements his natural scent well. When they cuddle,
Crowley likes to bury his nose in his soft downy hair and just breathe in his scent, mixed with the shampoo's
fruity notes.
Love is the smell of their lovemaking, musky and sharp. He could miracle away the sticky mess of sweat and
come, but he likes the perfume of Aziraphale's scent on his skin. Aziraphale likes to cuddle close to him and
breathe in their mingled scents.
Love is the way he tenderly touches Crowley's face before he kisses his demon. He softly caresses Crowley's
cheek, tracing the demon's lower lip with his thumb. He runs his fingers through the ginger hair, smiling up at
the demon lovingly. He has seen what Hell is like and knows Crowley hungers for gentleness. It breaks his heart
a little when the demon leans into his touch thirstily. With every caress, he silently promises Crowley an eternity
of tenderness.
Love is the way he casually touches Aziraphale every time they are close. He gives his angel a quick kiss when
he's passing by to grab a bottle of wine. He absentmindedly strokes Aziraphale's back when they are cooking
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together. He comes over to gently knead the angel's shoulder muscles when Aziraphale's been reading for a
long time. He has seen what Heaven is like and knows Aziraphale hungers for closeness. It breaks his heart a
little when the angel leans into his touch thirstily. With every caress, he silently promises Aziraphale an eternity
of closeness.
Love is the way his presence feels at Crowley's side. He radiates goodness and - yes - love. He is the gentlest
person Crowley has ever met, the best of all of the angels. He is soft, he is strong, he is, deep down, just enough
of a bastard to be worth knowing. He is Crowley's angel.
Love is the way his presence feels at Aziraphale's side. He radiates mischievous energy and - yes - love. He may
be a demon but he has never been cruel or malicious. He is the most agreeable demon Aziraphale has ever met,
the best of all of the demons. He is strong, he is soft, he is, at heart, just a little bit, a good person. He is
Aziraphale's demon.
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All’s Well That Begins
arcadian_asgardian
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Fluff, Post-Apocalypse
The Apocalypse happened – or rather didn’t – on a Saturday. But there were many Saturdays still after the world
had failed to end. On one particular one of them, Crowley decides to take two things into his hands: his courage,
and Aziraphale’s hand.
oOoOoOo
Crowley was thinking about ducks.
Specifically, he was wondering whether they could learn to recognise human faces, or human-shaped faces at
least. He and Aziraphale were in St James’ Park, where they’d just finished feeding the flock at the pond, and
were now enjoying a pleasant stroll along the shore underneath a pastel blue sky.
It was this one black drake. He would try to chuck some crumbs in its direction and every time the bastard thing
came flapping and squawking for him like it had a personal vendetta against anything and everything in
snakeskin shoes. Damned bird. Presumably it was angry that his bread wasn’t of the exacting quality it was used
to from the Iranian ambassador1. It reminded him of a particularly belligerent swan that wouldn’t seem to leave
him alone during the Industrial Revolution. Be a shame if something happened to itAnd then the back of Aziraphale’s hand brushed up against his, and suddenly Crowley wasn’t thinking about
ducks anymore. Suddenly he wasn’t thinking about anything except that one small patch of his skin that seemed
to be hotly tingling, and about the six thousand years and two inches separating it from the angel’s. He didn’t
know if he’d be capable of thinking about anything else, ever again.
He shook his head and tried to remember how to walk. One foot in front of the other, that was it. Like a normal
human. His amber eyes stared dead ahead and the offending arm, the movement of which he was now all too
aware of, he held stiffly by his side. His other hand was jammed into the tiny pocket of his trousers, where it
couldn’t get any ideas of its own. Overall, this had the effect of making him look something like a statue that
had been granted movement, though from only the waist down; all legs on the bottom half and stiff as a plank
up top. Less discreet passers-by might have compared him to a flamingo.
Aziraphale seemed to float along in comparison, treading lightly with a spring in his step that Crowley didn’t
think had been there in the past. The sunlight was lighting up his champagne-coloured curls so brightly they
almost hurt to look at, though Crowley was trying valiantly not to make eye contact at this point anyway. He
could feel the uncomfortable heat of blood flushing to his face. He just hoped it wasn’t too visible. Rosy cheeks
looked cherub-like and endearing on Aziraphale, but just tended to make him look like he’d had a few too many
glasses of wine.
By Satan, how he wanted to take the angel’s soft hand in his, and entwine their fingers together and squeeze in
a way that said I’m so glad you’re here, with me and stay? be mine? And then Aziraphale would turn to him and
he could flash one of his wicked grins that seemed to please the angel so, and say something suave to make him
beam with delight and squeeze his hand back, and they’d walk together hand in hand through the park like they
should be doing and the whole world would be so… perfect. He wanted it more than he could believe.
But he was too much of a coward. He’d always been too much of a coward. Six thousand years of opportunities
to say something, and all he managed was my treat and lift home? Oh sure, he told himself excuses about Hell
and Heaven and the dangers of ‘fraternising’, but the blessed truth of it was that he was too afraid. Afraid that
Aziraphale didn’t feel that way, that he would go ‘too fast’ and fuck the whole thing up completely. Better to
1

Or perhaps it had a good memory, and wasn’t fond of being drowned, however briefly.
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stick to friendship - glorious in its own right - than risk losing one of the few things that made existence worth
living.
But… with Hell and Heaven off their backs for good, and a future of possibilities stretching out in front of them…
why not? Why couldn’t a demon succumb to a little temptation, seize a chance just for himself instead of Team
Evil for once? They didn’t have sides anymore. Aziraphale had already chosen him in every way that really
mattered. He could do this. Fuck it. He was going to do it. How much of a mess could he make, really?
Crowley took a deep breath, then reached across the space between them, and looped a slightly-trembling hand
around Aziraphale’s.
He immediately regretted his decision.
You idiot, he thought. Why would you do that? That was beyond stupid. He doesn’t feel that way about you.
You’re friends. Nothing more. Maybe not even that now, you’ve gone and made it weird and ruined it allHe felt Aziraphale’s hand shifting within his, and froze. Then, very gently, as one would move not to startle a
wary animal, the angel squeezed back. The pressure was hesitant at first, but quickly became firm, insistent
even. It felt amazing. Like a final puzzle piece he hadn’t even realised was missing, but now that it had been
placed suddenly it turned out the puzzle was actually a masterpiece of art.
Neither of them spoke. A few geese hissed at Crowley as they passed. Slowly, Crowley began to relax. After a
few minutes he even remembered to pretend to breathe. Half of his mind seemed to have gone completely
blank. The other half was having the expected reaction, which involved a great deal of mental fist-pumping and
confetti. He couldn’t really believe he’d finally done it.
His risked a glance over at Aziraphale.
The angel was smiling. Not the simple contented smile that had been inhabiting his face since the War had been
averted and they had settled back into some semblance of normalcy. No, this was a wide, delighted and everso-slightly smug grin, one Crowley was surprisingly used to seeing, normally after Aziraphale had just twisted his
arm for a miracle of some kind, or got him to admit that the dish he’d persuaded him to try was actually quite
delicious. He loved that smile.
The angel turned and his blue eyes grazed Crowley’s briefly. Crowley immediately looked away, heat rising to his
cheeks again. He thought he heard Aziraphale chuckle quietly in response. So much for acting suave.
Aziraphale shuffled closer to him and their steps locked into the same rhythm. “About time, dear boy,” he
muttered.
“You-” Crowley stuttered, dumbfounded. He…? The bastard. The actual bastard. All this time…? And he’s here
tearing himself apart and agonising over every little thing and what happened to ‘you go to fast for me, Crowley’
and really how was he supposed to know?
Crowley snorted exasperatedly. Then he sighed. Then, slowly, an eager grin appeared on his face. It didn’t
matter really. They could argue about that one later. There would be all the time in the world to argue later.
They could walk together like this, two halves joined into a whole, with the sun shining and the Apocalypse
averted and a bottle of something-or-other waiting for them back at Aziraphale’s bookshop, and nothing in the
world was going to stop them.
He looked over at the angel’s shining face again, and his demonic heart flipped in his chest.
Everything was going to be just perfect.
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The Lift: Scenario One
Madison May

maddiemaynot

Rating: General
Tags: Pining, So much pining, They’re stuck in a lift, Pre-armageddon, Kind of angsty but
barely, Also kind of fluffy but barely
“What if Aziraphale and Crowley get stuck in a lift together?” Scenario One: In which they are still pining, hard,
for one another.
oOoOoOo
Aziraphale smacks his lips and then dabs at them delicately with his napkin. “That was delicious,” he murmurs
happily.
Crowley watches with a gentle expression. He’s never quite understood the angel’s fondness for food, but the
way Aziraphale picks carefully at a slice of cake with a fork or expertly handles a plate of sushi is a source of joy
for the demon. He enjoys watching Aziraphale eat. His careful way of tasting everything on the plate, the little
contented noises he makes when he tastes something particularly pleasing – every aspect is addictive to
Crowley.
As Aziraphale folds the napkin onto the plate in front of him, Crowley begins to stand up out of his chair,
shrugging his jacket on as he does so.
“C’mon, angel. I’ll give you a lift home,” he offers. Usually these lifts home end in an evening of good wine,
better whiskey and great conversation. He enjoys this part the most. Watching the angel get steadily drunker
and less inhibited, opening up to Crowley… well, Crowley has many reasons for being a firm believer in the joys
of alcohol consumption, but the time Aziraphale told him sotto voce, as if heaven were listening in, that he
secretly didn’t understand what It Was All About, either, was definitely in Crowley’s top ten.
The pair walk towards the lift that will take them from the fourth-floor tearoom at Harrod’s to the ground floor,
where the Bentley waits patiently. As he walks, Crowley glances up and slows a bit. The stars in the night sky
twinkle down through the glass ceiling and Crowley thinks briefly and wistfully of the constellations he helped
build. He would love to show the angel those stars one day. He shakes the thought out of his head and jogs a
couple of steps to catch up to Aziraphale, who has already reached the lift and pushed the button.
The lift dings on arrival.
“After you,” Aziraphale gestures for Crowley to get in first. He complies, the tiniest of smiles on his face.
Aziraphale is so old fashioned. It’s adorable. And Crowley rather enjoys being treated well. The angel follows
him into the lift and Crowley taps the ground floor button.
The elevator closes its doors on the beautiful tearoom and begins its steady descent. Crowley taps his fingers on
the gold bar that runs around the perimeter of the lift. He opens his mouth to say something to Aziraphale. He’s
sure it would have been witty, funny – possibly even groundbreaking, but before he gets a chance to speak, the
lift grinds to a halt and the lights die.
“Wha-” Crowley starts.
“Ah. The power has gone out.” Aziraphale interrupts. Crowley feels rather than sees the angel shift nervously
from foot to foot.
“So we’re stuck then,” Crowley’s finger tapping increases in tempo. Tap tap tap. His foot joins in. Tap t-tap tap.
Tap t-tap tap. He is unsure of what to do with himself. He can feel Aziraphale, the space between them. He
wants nothing more than to close that gap but…
An echo in his ears, from some 35 years prior. “You go too fast for me Crowley.” He holds his muscles stiff, stops
tapping.
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He understands, he really does. He’s had Hell’s denizens breathing down his neck for the past 6000 years.
Always in the back of his mind, every time he sees the angel, speaks to him, he imagines what torture awaits
him when he’s found out.
The difference is, to him, Aziraphale is worth it. Sure, he’ll be found out one day. It’s inevitable. And Hell has
ways of making disobedient demons suffer. Hell has ways of making obedient demons suffer. Crowley knows he
would suffer an eternity of torture in exchange for these small meetings and meals and evenings with
Aziraphale.
Crowley understands. He narrows his yellow eyes behind his sunglasses as he imagines what Aziraphale might
be feeling right now. Aziraphale, ever reluctant. Terrified of incurring the wrath of Heaven. Crowley knows firsthand how terrible that wrath can be.
Crowley hears Aziraphale slide down to sit on the floor. “Angel? Are you okay?”
“Perfectly alright, my dear. I’m not sure how long we’ll be here, might as well save some energy.”
Crowley snorts. Save energy, like their celestial bodies could ever grow tired. Sure, Crowley is fond of sleep. But
he doesn’t need it. He just enjoys it. The way one can shut their eyes on the horrors of the world and wake up in
some new and improved century. Although he promised Aziraphale he wouldn’t sleep for a hundred years
again, not without warning him.
He folds his knees and joins Aziraphale on the cool lift floor. “How long do these things usually last?”
In the dim light he sees Aziraphale’s shoulders move up and down in a shrug. “A few seconds usually? The storm
of ’87 kept the power out all night though…” the angel trails off.
Crowley’s eyes widen slightly at the simultaneous horror and joy of being stuck in an elevator all night with
Aziraphale. Every hair on his body is standing up on end.
“Lot of things can happen in a night…” Crowley winks at Aziraphale and hates himself, remembering his
sunglasses and the dark of the space. He tries to recover himself by nudging the angel with a bony elbow.
“Ow,” Aziraphale says, “Crowley, that hurt.”
“Sorry.”
“Besides, I don’t think the power will be out that long. The weather was perfectly pleasant earlier. Bit windy
perhaps, but nothing quite so terrible as that storm.” Crowley almost believes that the angel nervous, with the
speed he’s talking.
Crowley captures this thought in his brain. Why would the angel be nervous? He holds the thought out in front
of him, lets it take form and shape. Nervous because of the dark? Surely not – they had lived through the literal
dark ages. No, something else then. Nervous about being stuck in a lift with a demon? Again, that doesn’t seem
to quite fit. It’s on the edge of being right, Crowley can feel it. The answer is there on the periphery of his mind’s
eye. He turns away from that train of thought.
Another thought process (one he often plays out in his head usually when he’s alone in his apartment) begins.
He takes the thought and places it in a stuck lift in London – a golden haired angel and yellow eyed demon
trapped in a lift. The angel turns to the demon.
“Six thousand years together on earth? Of course I’ve grown to love you. Forget heaven, forget hell. Forget God.
It’s love, how could She protest anyway?”
The demon placing his hands either side of the angel’s face and leaning in. Foreheads touching, tasting one
another’s breath. “I’ve waited so long to hear you say that…”
Crowley shakes his head, hard. Throw the thought away, it’ll never happen. If he prayed, he’d be praying now
for the power to come back and the lift to descend. Or praying for the power to never come back. He’s in two
minds – one wants to sit here, next to the angel, almost touching, words hanging unspoken in the air forever.
The other wants the open air, space, wants the torture of being this close to Aziraphale and yet so far from him
to be over. He begs for the power to come back and he begs for it to never come back.
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“Crowley? Are you alright? You’ve gone rather quiet.” Aziraphale’s soft voice breaks through Crowley’s racing
thoughts.
“Hmph. Motion sickness. Probably.”
“Ah.”
There’s a beat and Crowley’s thoughts are about to start whirling through his head again when:
“Motion sickness? The speedometer in your car has never dropped below 90 miles per hour in the 80-something
years you’ve had it!”
“Cars are different, angel. They go forwards and backwards, not up and down, and I tell it where to go.”
“Well I suppose that makes sense…”
Another beat. Crowley imagines winding a long arm around the angel’s shoulders, pulling him in close. Perhaps
burying his face in those soft curls…
“Crowley?”
“Yes, angel?” Crowley is almost exasperated at the interruption. He was enjoying that thought.
“The lift isn’t moving.”
“I know that angel, that’s why we’re sat here.”
“So how on earth can you have motion sickness?”
“I… The… It’s psychosomatic or something, angel, I don’t know.” Crowley shifts uncomfortably, the floor hard
under his too-skinny frame.
“I think I know what you mean.” Aziraphale reaches out a hand to Crowley. He pats the demon’s hand, once,
twice, three times, before giving it a squeeze. Bolts of electricity shoot down Crowley’s spine, and it’s all he can
do to not grab hold of the angel’s hand and hold on as tight as he can and never let go. Instead, he stiffens,
staying stock still.
Aziraphale’s hand rests lightly on Crowley’s. The demon is counting the seconds, the years, the millennia that it
seems to rest there. He begins to relax into the touch and tries to coax his mind into doing the same. It’s
nothing. A friend comforting another. It’s nothing.
“We’ll be out of here soon enough, my dear.” Aziraphale murmurs, giving Crowley’s hand another squeeze and
another bolt of electricity runs through the demon.
He thinks to himself. Enough. Flip your hand. Palm to palm. A small thing. Nothing really. Two friends holding
hands in the dark.
A whoosh. And the hum of electricity. Four things happen simultaneously. Crowley turns his wrist to hold
Aziraphale’s hand. The lights glare back to life. Aziraphale jerks his hand away, as if the hosts of heaven
themselves have descended to see. The lift judders and begins its steady descent.
Crowley blinks hard in the light and scrambles slightly to his feet. His palm is still tingling from the millisecond of
contact. His heart is racing and breaking and repairing itself. We held hands. He snatched his hand away. We
held hands.
Aziraphale rises to his feet somewhat more gracefully than the demon. “I think I’ll walk home, if it’s all the same
to you, my dear. I feel I could do with a spot of fresh air after that.”
Crowley nods, mute. He doesn’t dare to look at the angel. We held hands. He snatched his hand away. We held
hands.
“Perhaps. That is to say. Would you join me one evening next week instead? I have a couple of bottles of a
delightful rioja just begging to be drunk.”
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“Hm? Yeah, sounds lovely, angel. I’ve got to report to Hastur and Ligur one evening, something about some
great nefarious plan or the other, but… call me I suppose?”
“Or you me, my dear.”
The lift doors open, revealing the rather empty ground floor of Harrods. Crowley waves away a flustered shop
assistant (“We’re fine, no harm done. Leave us alone.”) and the pair walk through the shop to the front door.
Standing outside under the green awning adorning the front of the shop, Crowley turns to Aziraphale. The soft
artificial glow of the street lamps makes the angel look… well, angelic really. Crowley can’t bear it. He swallows
his pride and decides. One last attempt. “Are you sure I can’t give you a lift?”
“No, no, I’m quite alright my dear boy. I’d much prefer the open air after all that. I’ll see you soon though.
Goodbye!” Aziraphale turns and begins to walk off in the night and Crowley watches. He feels remarkably empty
every time he parts ways with the angel and resolves to drive even faster than usual to make up for it. He clicks
his fingers and the Bentley unlocks itself and starts its engine as he walks around to the driver’s door. The radio
blares to life and Crowley growls at the song.
“I… was booorn… to looove you,” sings Freddie Mercury, and Crowley revs the engine hard, twists the volume
knob down and pulls out and away.
A pedestrian jumps back onto the pavement and shakes his fist at the rapidly disappearing classic car.
“Shouldn’t be allowed on the road,” he grumbles.
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Summoned
Rhaegal
Rating: Explicit
Tags: First Time, Pining, Masturbation, Rimming, Anal Sex
Aziraphale accidentally summons a demon while enjoying a pleasant evening in with his own company, so to
speak. Crowley is not displeased by this turn of events.
Author’s note: Beta’d by the lovely ClassicHazel.
oOoOoOo
Humming along to the Beethoven on the gramophone, Aziraphale folded his clothes neatly and placed them on
a chair in the corner of the room. The many pillows that decorated his bed were nicely fluffed, and, on the
nightstand, he had his book and a glass of whisky, to finish the evening in the manner to which he had become
accustomed.
Everything was set for the perfect evening in.
Fully undressed, he climbed onto the bed, settled back against the cushions and picked up his book. It fell open
automatically at a particularly well-thumbed chapter. He hummed in pleasure as he let the story take hold of his
imagination: a red-headed demon – sorry, pirate – seducing the innocent blond deckhand.
As the story took hold, he began to touch himself slowly. A gentle petting really, just the faintest hint of
sensation to build up his appetite. His flesh began to fill and gradually rose to stand firm against his belly.
By the time the demon pirate had the deckhand bent double over the side of the ship and was taking him
roughly, Aziraphale was tugging frantically at his erection as pleasure stormed through his veins.
Before long, the book fell from his hand and dropped to the floor, forgotten. Aziraphale lay back, legs splayed,
as his hand worked fiercely. His imagination warped the scene in his head; the deckhand became an angel, and
it was Crowley fucking him over the side of the ship.
With Aziraphale’s free hand, he reached down behind his balls and scraped nails very gently against sensitive
skin. Ah, to feel Crowley’s serpentine tongue right there…
With the pressure building, pooling and spilling through his limbs, he thought Crowley, Crowley, Crowley…
“Yes?”
Pleasure exploded through Aziraphale’s body and, with a final, wild thrust into his clenched fist, he was spilling
his seed over his hand and stomach.
Through the fog in his brain, he almost thought he’d heard something.
With a deep sigh of contentment, he hauled himself back up to a seated position and glanced towards where
Crowley was standing in the doorway, before turning to pick up his whisky.
Wait.
“Crowley?” Aziraphale hastily scrambled to pull the duvet over his lap. “What on Earth…?”
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Crowley leaned back against the wall, arms folded across his chest and a smirk curling his lips. “No need to be
embarrassed, angel.”
“It’s not what it looks like –“
“Eeeeeh,” said Crowley, “I think it’s pretty much exactly what it looks like. But I’m not exactly shocked. You’re
the biggest hedonist I’ve ever met. I’d be shocked if you didn’t indulge every now and then.”
Aziraphale grumbled something incoherent as he miracled himself clean and dressed, wondering if he could
discorporate from sheer humiliation.
Crowley watched him impassively. “Since it looks like you’re finished, dinner?”
Aziraphale wanted to shout at him to go away, and, actually, he liked to indulge in a bit of a nap – a terrible
habit he had picked up from Crowley, no less – after a session of self-pleasure. But, as soon as Crowley
mentioned dinner, he began to crave something sweet. Before he could think better of it, he mumbled, “Yes, all
right.”
Crowley watched him climb off the bed and straighten his waistcoat, inclining his head. “Curious to know why
you summoned me...?”
Aziraphale’s brain faltered. “I didn’t summon you.”
“Uh-huh, you did though. I was minding my own business, messing with the ticket machines at Oxford Circus,
and suddenly poof.” He made an explodey gesture with his hands.
“I’m sure I haven’t the faintest idea,” Aziraphale said, as casually as he could manage. “Do you have a restaurant
in mind?”
“Hmm, Ritz again?”
********
The next time it happened, he had quite deliberately selected a book with no redheaded participants at all. The
stableboy was blond, and the nobleman had long black hair that fell about his shoulders in waves. Nothing to
remind him of Crowley at all.
Of course, telling himself not to think of Crowley was the surest way to ensure that he did, and, before long, he
was idly thinking about how much he liked Crowley with long hair. He wondered what it would be like to grab
handfuls of it while Crowley swallowed his cock. That got him back onto Crowley’s tongue, a constant source of
fascination. The things that tongue could do!
He wasn’t actually certain what that tongue could do, but he’d been having a lot of fun speculating…
As the stableboy was bent over a bale of hay, being roughly taken from behind, the book fell off the bed as
Aziraphale dedicated both hands to his task. He was definitely not going to think about Crowley taking him like
that… after a long night of drinking in the bookshop… being bent over the sofa… what Crowley’s fingers – his
tongue, good Lord! – might feel like against –
“Again?”
Aziraphale froze. With one hand on his cock, and a finger pretty firmly wedged up his arse, he would do
anything for a convenient blanket right now. Unfortunately, he seemed to have lost all motor functions.
“Well,” Crowley sighed dramatically, “looks like I have some catching up to do…” He shrugged off his jacket and
began to toe off his shoes.
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“What are you doing?” Aziraphale exclaimed, suddenly recovering enough functionality in his limbs to abandon
his effort in favour of grabbing a cushion to cover his crotch.
Crowley was unfastening his belt. “Isn’t this what you summoned me for?”
“I absolutely did not summon you. And it is extremely rude to enter without knocking.”
“Didn’t get much of a say in the matter. I was at home, quietly enjoying Gardener’s World when, all of a sudden,
I’m whisked here to enjoy a very different show.”
Crowley was beginning to tug his jeans down now. Desperate to put a stop to this, Aziraphale pleaded, “Please
leave.”
“Did you summon me here just to send me away?”
“For the last time, I did not summon you!”
“But you did!”
“I don’t even know how to summon you.”
Crowley paused with his jeans around his knees. He actually had the gall to look confused. “You’ve summoned
me before. Lots of times.”
“I most certainly have not.”
“Have you forgotten the Bastille? The Blitz? The time I rescued you from that really boring party with Lord
Byron?”
“I am, of course, most grateful for the many occasions on which you have assisted me, but I am quite certain I
have no idea how you came to be in any of those places.”
“You were thinking about me.”
“Excuse me?”
“In situations of… extreme stress. You think hard enough about a specific demon. That’s how you summon us.”
“Aren’t there rituals? Candles? Recitations?”
Crowley shrugged. “Nope.”
“That seems inefficient.”
“Works quite well, usually. When people are desperate is when they’re most susceptible to temptation.”
“Well, there must be some mistake, as I am under no particular stress at this moment and most certainly do not
require assistance, other than to exorcise the demon from my private quarters.”
“Well, yeah, this particular situation hasn’t come up before, as far as I know. I guess the Powers That Be don’t
get out much, can’t tell the difference between I’m-about-to-be-discorporated stress and I’m-about-to-have-amindblowing-orgasm stress. Not many people thinking about specific demons in the latter case, I’d guess.
Although, I have my suspicions about Gabriel and Beelzebub…”
Aziraphale grimaced. “Thank you for that image,” he grumbled.
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“In any case. Works out well, because you were apparently imagining me doing some very fun things, and – tada! – here I am to do them. For real.”
“Absolutely not!”
“Why not? You know I love you.”
“Well, yes,” Aziraphale could hardly deny that; he could sense love and it had been growing for centuries. “But
you don’t… not quite like that.”
Crowley rolled his eyes. “Yes, very much like that. And I’m guessing, from these repeated summonings, that you
have at least some interest.”
“It’s really none of your business.”
Aziraphale’s voice sounded firm enough, but he felt disappointed when Crowley shrugged and started to pull his
jeans back up.
“Okay, if you’re sure,” Crowley sighed. “Just seems a shame for us to sit in our respective flats wanking over
each other when we could be killing two birds with one stone.”
“I don’t want to kill any birds.”
Crowley started doing up his belt. “I’ll call you later, then. Still want to check out that new production of A
Midsummer Night’s Dream before it closes?”
“Yes, of course,” Aziraphale agreed. A beat, then, “Wait. Are you saying you’re going to go back to your flat
and…”
“Wank myself silly over you? Abso-fucking-lutely.”
“Is that…” Aziraphale looked down and idly traced out a pattern on his duvet with one finger. “Is that something
you’ve done before?”
“All the time. For centuries.”
“Well, in that case… in the interest of efficiency…”
Crowley’s jeans were around his ankles and being kicked off into the corner of the room in an instant. “All right,
tell me how you want me.”
“I don’t know,” said Aziraphale, blankly. “What do you want?”
Crowley tugged his shirt over his head and tossed it absently into the corner, and oh, Aziraphale’s deflated cock
was very much regaining interest in the proceedings. Crowley knelt on the edge of the bed. “Tell me exactly
what you were picturing when I rudely interrupted you.”
“It’s not important,” Aziraphale muttered.
“Oh, come on. It’s not a big deal. You’re getting a bit too human if you get embarrassed about this.”
“Fine, we were on the sofa.”
“The one in the back room of the shop? Nice.”
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“I was bent over it and you were… well, you were behind me.”
Crowley held up a finger. “Question: in this scenario, I’m fucking you, yes?”
“Uh, yes. Is that all right?”
“Yeah, ‘course, just making sure I’ve got the right Effort. All good. Can I make a suggestion?”
“Certainly.”
“This bed is much more spacious. And we’re already here, so...”
“Oh, yes, that’s quite all right.”
“Okay, then.” Crowley made a twirling motion with his finger to indicate that Aziraphale should turn around.
Still slightly dazed, he complied.
On his hands and knees, arse pointing directly at Crowley, Aziraphale felt a blush rise on his face. An all-toohuman reaction, but then this was an all-too-human experience.
He felt the mattress shift as Crowley knelt behind him, and then deliciously cool hands were running down his
spine. He felt two thumbs part the cleft of his arse. Exposed, his heart started pounding. “Er,” he said, “before
you get to the… point, as it were, I wondered if you might…” He trailed off as he felt a finger circle his entrance.
“Hmm?” Crowley prompted.
But Aziraphale’s higher brain functions had evaporated. He was still mentally trying to piece together a sentence
when he felt something light and quick flicker against his perineum.
Oh, so that was what Crowley’s tongue felt like. It was even better than he had imagined. “Yes,” he gasped.
“That, exactly.”
There was a small chuckle, and then that delightful tongue was flicking against his arsehole, causing Aziraphale
to make a most undignified whimpering sound.
Oh well, what was the use of dignity when one had one’s bare arse shoved in the face of one’s best friend? He
decided to lean into it, both literally and figuratively, and let out a delighted squeal when that tongue breached
him.
There was definitely some sort of demonic miracle going on back there, because he was quite certain Crowley’s
tongue wasn’t usually so long and – oh! – forked. Yes, definitely forked. It dived in and out in rapid succession,
then circled him, before slipping inside again. Aziraphale grabbed handfuls of duvet and whimpered. His
shoulders gave way and he dropped his head down onto the pillow, panting, his arse still wantonly thrust in the
air. “That’s enough,” he gasped, when he couldn’t take any more.
Crowley finished with a long, wet lick, and withdrew. Aziraphale shivered as he felt cool air against his exposed
arse.
“So, how do you want this?” Crowley asked in the same tone he used when they were perusing restaurant
menus. “Slow? Rough?”
Aziraphale turned his head to the side. “Um. Not rough exactly, but… hard.”
“Got it. Uh, could you grab the headboard for me?”
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Before his eyes, Aziraphale’s antique wooden headboard transformed into vertical iron bars. He tutted. “You’d
better change that back when you’re done.”
“Yeah, sure.”
Aziraphale grabbed hold of two of the bars and braced himself. He felt blunt pressure against his entrance, and
then, with one rapid snap of hips, Crowley was inside him. They groaned in unison. Crowley began to rock,
landing deeper each time, until, finally, he was entirely buried in Aziraphale’s body.
“Harder than that,” said Aziraphale, between clenched teeth.
“All right,” Crowley grumbled. “Just getting in place. Ready?”
Aziraphale nodded and tightened his grip on the bars. Crowley pulled out and slammed in hard enough that the
headboard knocked against the wall. He did it again and again and Aziraphale’s knuckles turned white. He could
see bits of plaster flying off the walls, but he couldn’t bring himself to care, because it felt glorious. Like the burn
of whisky going down his throat, but everywhere all at once. Crowley’s fingers dug into the flesh of his hips and
his grunts of effort mingled with the obscene slapping of skin on skin.
Aziraphale released one of the bars to reach down and take himself in hand, but Crowley slapped his hand away
and wrapped long fingers around him. Aziraphale moaned his approval and thrust into Crowley’s hand. It felt so
much better than his own. He met Crowley’s increasingly frantic thrusts, rocking forwards into Crowley’s hand,
then back to impale himself on Crowley’s cock. He felt he might discorporate right here and now.
Crowley fell forward against his back, and a forked tongue traced the outline of his ear. “You have no idea how
many times I’ve pictured this,” Crowley growled. “You feel better than I ever imagined.”
“Ah – same – “ Aziraphale managed to gasp between thrusts.
“You’re such a good angel,” Crowley murmured against his ear. “So willing, so warm. Such a heavenly arse.”
Heat coursed through Aziraphale’s body and he came with a shout of blasphemy. He dropped his head down to
the pillow, panting, while Crowley rode out his own climax. Then Aziraphale collapsed, boneless, on the bed,
Crowley plastered over his back.
“Mmm,” said Aziraphale against the pillow. “Thank you.”
Crowley kissed that sensitive spot just behind his ear. “Y’know, next time you could just call me. The oldfashioned way.”
“Yes, of course. Sorry for interrupting Gardener’s World.”
“Eh,” said Crowley, who was definitely nuzzling the back of his neck. “That’s what DVRs are for.”
“What’s a DVR?”
“A magical device that lets you interrupt me for sex any time.”
“Oh.” Aziraphale gave a delighted wriggle. “Splendid.”
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The Literary Merit of Myth and Legend
Emma

StarofAntiquan

Rating: General
Tags: Literature, Pining, Heists, Holy Water, Robin Hood and his Merry Men, The Sheriff of Nottingham, How
The Arrangement Began, Aziraphale Will Do Anything For The Sake Of Books, Ineffable Husbands Being
Ineffable Idiots, Surprise Scorpions, Aziraphale's Angelic True Form
When Aziraphale discovers that the notoriously wicked Sheriff of Nottingham has laid claim to one of the rarest
works of fiction ever written, he simply cannot let that situation stand – not even if it means working with the
demon who’s supposed to be his mortal enemy...
oOoOoOo
Nottingham, 1193
In Aziraphale’s most esteemed and holy opinion, there was no form of injustice more frustrating than when an
unworthy individual managed to acquire a book of exceptional significance. Books, after all, were precious
cultural relics, fonts of wisdom and knowledge - it was simply unthinkable that the finest of literary
masterpieces should be allowed to fall into the hands of ruffians who wouldn’t even appreciate them properly!
At present, he was feeling that frustration rather keenly. King Richard had been having a dreadful run of ill luck
on one of those wretched Crusades he was so fond of, and Prince John was taking the opportunity to sow
dissent and discord among the populace in his brother’s absence. Of course, that was all terribly unsporting, but
the worst part was that one of the Prince’s most loyal minions, the dreaded Sheriff of Nottingham, had dared to
move openly against a monastery that had proclaimed allegiance to the absent King, claiming its treasures for
himself - including an illustrated manuscript dating from several centuries prior, utterly unique in all the world,
that was rumoured to depict the tale of the Black Knight, the one rebel that King Arthur’s Round Table had
never been able to defeat, and the Knight’s eventual brush with divine ecstasy and resulting redemption.
Oh yes, Aziraphale harboured a great desire to lay his hands on that manuscript and read it for himself. And the
Sheriff was so terribly wicked… it couldn’t be wrong to hatch a plot against him, surely?
********
Several months of planning later, Aziraphale’s goal seemed entirely within reach; all that remained was to hold
this covert meeting with his hired associates to go over their plan for tomorrow night“Aziraphale! Is that you, angel?” For a moment, Aziraphale felt a shiver of excitement at the sound of that voice,
before a bubble of embarrassed alarm rose up in his throat - if Crowley were to discover that Aziraphale was
seeking a book based on stories about him, he might misinterpret the entire situation quite unbearably!
He whirled around and found himself face-to-face with his demonic counterpart, who was lounging casually
against one of the pub’s other tables. “Crowley! My dear fellow!” Aziraphale was horribly aware that the pitch
of his voice was several octaves higher than normal, but continued regardless, “What brings you here?”
Crowley paused before answering, and quirked an eyebrow. “Matter of fact, I was about to ask you the same
thing - what’re you up to, with all those sketches and stuff over there?” He flapped a hand in the general
direction of Aziraphale’s table, and glancing back, Aziraphale was reminded that there were indeed diagrams
depicting the layout of the Sheriff’s castle, copies of his guards’ rotas, and various other incriminating
documents scattered all over the table, right where anyone could glance over and see them. Hmm. That really
was a bit conspicuous, now he thought about it.
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“Oh! Nothing, nothing at all,” he replied, forcing a chuckle and casually flipping the closest page over to hide at
least some of the evidence (and almost tossing his tankard in the process). “Just, ah… studying. You know,
learning about the town - the pursuit of knowledge is, after all, a sacred undertaking, not that you’d know
anything-”
“Cut the bullshit, angel,” Crowley interrupted lazily, and Aziraphale couldn’t help pouting - he’d been getting
into his stride there! It had surely been very convincing! Sauntering over to the table, Crowley plucked up the
map that Aziraphale had just attempted to hide and let his eyes trail over it. “Looks to me like you’re studying
the most efficient way of getting into that castle unnoticed, is that it?”
Oh, that simply would not do. Aziraphale drew himself up into the most dignified, offended, imposing stance he
could muster, exclaiming, “I cannot believe that you would insinuate - as you well know, I am an angel, here on
sacred business of the highest - the most secret - and, of course, the very idea that I would - well! The cheek!
How very - outrageous!”
Crowley, to his dismay, looked not one whit intimidated - if anything, he was starting to smirk! “Y’know, I didn’t
imply anything about why you might be wanting into that castle, so no need to deny anything - guilty conscience
working overtime, is that it?” he drawled. Aziraphale floundered momentarily, unsure of how to proceed (he’d
never been caught in a lie before - not, of course, that he ever really lied, that would be unbecoming of an
angel), until Crowley continued, “This wouldn’t have anything to do with the rumour I heard about the Sheriff
owning some tremendously important book, would it? I remember you going on some awful rants about how
much you like those old things-” Crowley’s words were starting to trip over each other with something akin to
nervous bluster, but he paused momentarily before continuing, “Anyway, if you are heading into the castle,
don’t suppose you’d mind letting me tag along? Could always help out with getting the book, or whatever it is
you’re up to, but I’ve some business of my own to be getting on with too, so I could stay out of your hair once
we’re inside. Y’know. If you prefer.”
Feeling that old emotion rise up within him again, the one that so often reared its head when Crowley was near,
and determined to suppress it, Aziraphale burst out, “Absolutely not! Out of the question, Crowley, I’ve told you
before-”
But Crowley seemed to know exactly what he was going to say, and was having none of it: “Look, I’ve heard you
trot out that sorry old argument about a dozen times by now - they don’t care if we’re not always actively at
each other’s throats, angel! Besides, it just so happens I have a team of operatives here - great folk, very
underhanded - and I think they could be a real, y’know, asset-”
The pub door slammed open, and Aziraphale turned to see a cluster of his hirelings striding into the pub: the
Friar, a ruddy ale-induced flush already colouring his cheeks; Will Scarlet and Allan-a-Dale, their eyes darting
warily to the shadows; and their leader, cloaked in wool and legend: Robin Hood himself.
“Ah, good,” Aziraphale said primly, hopping to his feet. “Right on time - well, Crowley, I mustn’t keep you…”
Aziraphale trailed off, noticing that Crowley’s mouth had fallen open in shock. A pause. Then, the indignant
outburst: “How do you know my associates, angel??”
********
24 HOURS LATER
Will Scarlet crouched beside Aziraphale, his shallow breaths seeming terribly loud in the tension of the moment.
Shouts and footsteps echoed through the corridor, but Will seemed unconcerned, and turned to Aziraphale with
a smile: “So why didn’t you tell us Mr Crowley would be joining our band tonight, Mr Aziraphale? Don’t get me
wrong, I love surprises, and of course I’m delighted to have such a formidable gentleman along with us-”
“Will, my dear boy,” Aziraphale hissed through his teeth, sounding almost like Crowley for a moment, “now is
the time for a bit more quiet, don’t you think?”
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With a burst of angelic strength, Aziraphale slammed the heavy treasury doors shut behind them, while Crowley
leaned against the stone walls, and declared, “Well. Dunno about you, but I wasn’t expecting the scorpions.”
Littlejohn streaked past Aziraphale’s hiding place in a blur of burly shoulders, a wriggling bundle of black pincers
dangling from his nose as he yowled “Get it off, get it off!” at full volume. Casting about for a friendly face,
Aziraphale finally caught a glimpse of Crowley across the courtyard, his expression etched in the same
bemusement that Aziraphale was feeling, and began making a beeline in his direction.
Aziraphale barely heard him - despite all the setbacks, all the myriad traps they had failed to evade, they had
made it to the Sheriff’s inner sanctum! Somewhere in here, less than a wingspan away, was the tome he had
spent so long searching for, had so longed to read…
He suddenly became terribly conscious of the fact that the subject of the book he was seeking was, in total
defiance of their carefully constructed plan, standing right next to him. And that he presumably wasn’t going to
conveniently wander off in the next two minutes. And that he was therefore going to witness Aziraphale’s
unconcealable delight when he finally unearthed his prize.
Suddenly, he was feeling rather hot around the collar - perhaps some of those flaming arrows had grazed him
after all?
“You go on ahead! I’ll take care of these fools!” Robin shouted over his shoulder, notching three arrows to his
bow at once. Aziraphale wavered for a moment, contemplating a quick miracle - but no, actually, the Sheriff’s
men were firing so haphazardly that even a surge of divine power could hardly obstruct their aim any further,
and besides, Robin had somehow just managed to take five of them out with a single shot - and, of course, there
was the book to think about! But as he turned tail and fled, he almost thought he saw Crowley’s fingers tracing a
protective sigil in the air beside Robin.
The glint of gold leaf on leather drew Aziraphale’s attention towards a manuscript lying on one of the far
shelves. He took a step towards it, then paused, still hesitant; and suddenly, Crowley had beaten him to it.
“Whadd’ya reckon, is this that old book you’ve dragged us all here to look... for...” Crowley trailed off as he
tugged the book out into the torchlight, revealing the title inscribed on the ancient leather cover: Ye Ballade of
Ye Blessingge of Ye Moste Banefull Blackke Knight.
Angel and demon alike let out a breath of reverent silence, then spoke in unison: “Ah, yes, that’s the one, I’ll be
taking that!” Aziraphale blurted out, and reached out for it - perhaps if he got it away from Crowley quickly
enough, the demon wouldn’t realise what it was!
Then he realised that Crowley had just whispered, “Been looking for this for years - thought I’d lost it for good.”
For a beat, angel and demon simply stared at each other in mutually flabbergasted silence; until the doors burst
open once more, a cluster of guards swarmed into the room, and they remembered that they hadn’t bothered
to lock and bar the doors behind them.
Really, thought Aziraphale in exasperation, this heist wasn’t going to plan at all.
The guard at the front took a few cautious steps in their direction, and Aziraphale felt an inexplicable burst of
nervousness as he shouted “We do not fear thee, foul fiends!” in a voice that nonetheless shook with fear, and
pulled a small bottle from his pocket.
Before he had given his feet the conscious instruction to move, Aziraphale found himself leaping towards the
man, angling his corporation so that it caught every last drop of the holy water being splashed towards them.
He didn’t pause (the other guards might be carrying similar flasks - he couldn’t protect Crowley from all of them,
not if they all attacked at once), but drew himself up to his full, heavenly height, letting his wings spread,
65

opening the eyes dotted all over his body, and magnifying his voice to its fullest bone-rattling potential to
thunder, “BEGONE, MORTALS! KINDLY DESIST FROM MEDDLING IN THE AFFAIRS OF THE DIVINE!”
Instead of fleeing, as he had intended, all twenty guards crumpled to the floor in a dead faint.
Well, he supposed, that did accomplish much the same thing.
Whirling around, relief coursed through him at the sight of Crowley clutching the book to his chest, both safe
and sound - though he had never seen such tension wracking Crowley’s frame before. “CROWLEY, MY DEAR
FELLOW - er, sorry,” Aziraphale said, and quickly shifted back to his fully human form. “I do apologise - had I
known the humans would carry holy water, of all things, I never would have asked you to come with us!”
“Didn’t exactly ask me, angel,” Crowley replied with a strained laugh, an almost incredulous expression
spreading over his features. “Seem to recall you actively trying to dissuade me from coming, actually.”
Aziraphale had the grace to look abashed, but ploughed on: “Well, nevertheless, I must insist you get yourself
out of here at once - your safety is clearly at risk if you stay!”
Crowley’s eyebrows creased, and his voice was soft when he replied, “The temptation, remember? I haven’t
made it to the Sheriff yet, and if I don’t do my job, I’ll be in trouble with someone far more dangerous than
those guards.”
Driven by some mad impulse, Aziraphale didn’t even hesitate before replying, “Oh, nonsense, I’ll take care of
that for you - isn’t that what you’ve always wanted, anyway? That ‘Arrangement’ you keep trying to talk me
into? I’ll sort it out, Crowley, just go!”
There was a pause, charged, laden with meaning. Crowley’s lips twitched, as though he was on the verge of
saying something, but in the end, he simply stepped into the shadows, letting them engulf him, and vanished
from Aziraphale’s sight.
For a few moments, all he felt was relief, knowing that his friend - his enemy - oh yes, alright, his friend - had
made it to safety… until suddenly, he realised that the precious book, the treasure he’d sought for so long, had
disappeared into the shadows along with the demon.
The most curious thing was, he almost didn’t mind.
Almost.
********
Crowley flicked through the pages of his long-lost masterpiece, revelling in the satisfaction of finally having it
back in his hands. Crafting it had taken many years - shaping the idea in his mind, overcoming the mortification
of putting his dearest wishes to paper, willing the words into a form approaching literary perfection, learning
the art of manuscript illustration in an isolated monastery and embellishing the pages with the beauty they
deserved - but it had all been worth it. He had been utterly heartbroken when some enterprising literature
enthusiast had somehow stolen it from under his nose, and despite years of searching, he’d given it up as a lost
cause.
Turning the final leaf to the full-page, gold-limned painting of the Black Knight being embraced by the
personification of Heavenly Grace, Crowley allowed himself a moment of gratitude that Aziraphale hadn’t
actually managed to get his hands on the book - it would have been unbearably mortifying if the angel had
opened it up, only to find his own face staring back at him from nearly half of the illustrations. Aziraphale had
probably never known exactly what the book contained - had probably just heard that there was some sort of
rare book in the Sheriff’s vault, as Crowley had, and been irresistibly tempted by such a unique prize. That was
all, surely.
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On the other hand, the possibility of a more permanent Arrangement between the two… an idea that Aziraphale
finally, finally seemed to be warming to… that certainly was a possibility full of promise. Really, this ill-fated
venture into the Sheriff’s castle had turned out rather well, all things considered.
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You’ve Got Kudos Part III
ClassicHazel and

Rhaegal

(See Part I for tags and notes)
oOoOoOo
By morning, he had ten thousand words of pure smut involving interchangeable genitalia and more than a little
‘snake-on-angel’ action. Ready to post it on AO3, he opened Internet Explorer. Twitter was still open on last
night’s embarrassing exchange, but now with a new message at the bottom:

Aziraphale was not the only one who had been up all night writing erotica, apparently. With a smirk, he replied:

A minute later, the computer dinged to let him know that he had a new email from LoverBoy4004@gmail.com:
Hey Crepes,
Thanks for your help (and your company…) last night. It was… inspiring! Attached is my take on the old bookshop
trope. Please be kind!
LoverBoy
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PS: I saw on your profile that you live in London. Would you be up for meeting sometime?
Aziraphale read that postscript again and again. A part of him was curious to see what sort of person wrote
these achingly romantic stories (and, what sort of a person participated in such late night… discussions).
Perhaps Aziraphale’s resemblance to the angel of their fictional works could be written off as what had learned
was termed ‘cosplay’? There was something appealing, too, about the idea of finally sharing his thoughts with
another. He had never been able to speak about any of this before, and now here was someone who
understood, who had read - and enjoyed! - his most torrid fantasies.
Aziraphale opened the attached Word document and began to read.
********
The angel’s lips brush over his ear and pour forth whispered endearments that flow like molten gold into
Crowley’s bloodstream, warming him from within and gathering in his groin to fill the turgid flesh that strains
towards Aziraphale....
Aziraphale was so startled by the bell over the shop door that he vanished his computer into oblivion. He hastily
picked up the closest book and was studiously pretending to read it when Crowley slid into the back room.
“It is customary to telephone before turning up unannounced at a person’s residence,” Aziraphale said, without
looking up from his book. His careful veneer of nonchalance barely withstood the lewd imagery currently racing
through his head, and he hoped Crowley couldn’t tell that his heart was stubbornly insisting on racing.
“Actually, it’s customary to text,” said Crowley as he dropped into his sofa, “but you won’t discover mobile
phones until the day they finally switch off landlines.”
Aziraphale carefully set down his book, realising too late that it was Mrs Beeton’s Book of Household
Management. He tried to discreetly push it under some papers on his desk. Contrary to Crowley’s assertion, he
did know about mobile phones; people on Twitter talked about them constantly. He wasn’t sure how they could
read fic on those tiny little screens, let alone write it, but he could see the appeal of not being confined to his
uncomfortable computer chair when messaging with LoverBoy...
“I am quite capable of keeping pace with the humans,” he said. “I simply choose not to. Where would one
procure a mobile telephonic device?”
Crowley looked at him, reminding Aziraphale that he had a serpentine form (snakes!) owing to his almostunhinged jaw. “Uuuh… there’s an Apple store on Regent Street…”
So it was that an hour later found them on their usual bench in St James’ Park, huddled over a new iPhone XS,
whilst Crowley demonstrated text messaging.
“You don’t need the rest of these buttons,” Crowley was saying. “Just ‘Phone’ and ‘Messages’.” He indicated the
two green icons.
Which one is Twitter? Aziraphale desperately wanted to ask, but couldn’t bear the resulting Spanish inquisition.
He settled instead for asking if he could file his tax return on this tiny computer, which resulted in a debate
about which of their former sides was responsible for taxes (conclusion: both), and prompted Crowley to show
him Safari, “the same as the big blue ‘E’, angel…”. That will do it, thought Aziraphale; he’d worry about
‘applications’ later.
********
Later, it struck Aziraphale as rather amusing that a day on Regent’s Street with Crowley was not as bad as he
had feared. He had enjoyed Crowley mocking the overly-helpful Apple Store employees, asking trivialities like
which way up the phone should be held and how to answer a call (“The red button? You should always press the
70

red button…?”). In reality, his enjoyment was less in the exasperation of the employees (he was still an angel,
after all) and more in the fact that it saved him asking what were, clearly, amazingly obvious questions to
anyone other than Aziraphale himself. A part of him allowed himself to wonder whether his education was the
reason behind Crowley’s mischief on this occasion; after all, he was just a little bit of a good person. Yet...that
way, madness lay. A sumptuous lunch in Aubaine, complete with “selfie” on his new phone did not a date make.
True, Aziraphale had got a little closer than strictly necessary to Crowley during the aforementioned selfie, but
the restaurant was designated as “Instagram-worthy”; it seemed rude not to participate (Aziraphale had not yet
ventured into Instagram, but liked to be prepared). True, Aziraphale’s unnecessary heart seemed to have found
its purpose whenever he saw Crowley recently, merging his fantasies with his reading material, but...but.
True, he seemed to be in love with Crowley.
The realisation was less of a crashing tsunami and more of a lapping wave, one that had been tugging at the
edges of his mind for...millennia. Aziraphale sighed; pragmatically, it would seem, this was not a new problem.
What was rather new, not to mention unexpected, was that LoverBoy had sent another email:
PPS: To be clear, that was an offer of a date. I’m not in a relationship at the moment; there was someone, but
we have been dancing around the subject for ages. I’m ready to...dance to a different tune and wondered if
you’d care for a spin? J
This was really all too much. If reading his emails was to act as a distraction from thinking about Crowley, it had
failed miserably. He was in a catch-22 (a small smile; he did enjoy a literary comparison); whilst meeting
LoverBoy may cure him of his Crowley conundrum, meeting LoverBoy also felt like...cheating.
His reply was swift, and surprisingly painful to write, considering they had just ‘met’:
LoverBoy, how kind. Regrettably, there is someone else, for me. I think that he is unaware of the situation...yet,
sadly, I am not. Friends, though, dear boy, I hope; would you care to join me Aziraphale stopped.
He had been made aware by his ‘pocket friends’ of a convention, happening in Lane End, Buckinghamshire. It
had been a delightful thought to visit Anathema and Newton again, perhaps even to call on any erstwhile Them
still in the area (although he had heard Wensley was now a purveyor of over 100 flavours of ice cream in Norfolk
and Brian was Head of Quality Control at Walkers, in Leicestershire). He had booked his ticket to The Ineffable
Con poste haste, not in the slightest bit influenced by the photographers that frequented the bookshop
remarking on how perfect his “costume” would be, because vanity was a sin. Should he invite LoverBoy? In all
honesty, if they were to meet, he felt it would be more comfortable in a place where there would be other
people; the situation was less likely to be misconstrued. They may have shared… an evening, but it could never
be anything more.
Decisively - one could never have too many friends, after all - Aziraphale continued:
- at a convention? A little bit of fun, I hope - there will be costumes, contests, conversation - and possibly crepes!
It would be lovely to see you there! https://theineffablecon.org.uk/
Later, with cocoa in hand and slippers on foot, Aziraphale checked his email before returning to his latest fic. A
reply, short, yet perturbingly thrilling:
Sure - see you there...
********
Getting to Buckinghamshire without Crowley’s help took a few minor miracles, but a bus, a train and a taxi later,
Aziraphale found himself at a corporate-looking conference centre in the countryside. The receptionist directed
him to a nondescript building behind them. Nervously, he ventured inside.
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It was a cacophony of noise, with groups of people talking, laughing. Some of them wore imitations of his beige
clothing, others were dressed in black, with vivid red hair.
“Oh, absolute goodness!” a fluffy-haired cocoa-carrying woman in a reasonable facsimile of his own clothes
cried, coming to stand in front of him. “Your costume is truly wonderful! You even did the wear around the
buttons!” She reached towards him, and then hesitated. “May I?”
“Of course, my dear.”
She touched the buttons of his waistcoat almost reverently, muttering things like “the buttons are spot on!” and
“oh, good heavens, the pocket watch!”
He heard someone shout, “It’s the bookshop dude! I knew he worked for Amazon!”
“Oh, most definitely not,” Aziraphale bristled. “Just a fan.”
Before long, there was a small crowd gathered around him, cooing over his jacket, his hair, his - “You’ve even
got tartan socks!”
These people were much more forward than those in the shop, but being the centre of attention like this was
really rather exciting so Aziraphale basked in it for as long as he could, before he really did need to consider it
vanity.
“That coat is immaculate,” someone was murmuring, fingering the lapel.
“Why, thank you!” Aziraphale preened. “I’ve kept it in tip-top shape for over two hundred years!”
It was a slip of the tongue, but the best thing was, people laughed. He could be completely straightforward here
and people thought he was playing a role; it was liberating.
“Excuse me, the new Aziraphale over there,” called a voice from behind him. Aziraphale turned around to see
an officious-looking blonde women dressed - horrifyingly - as Gabriel, standing behind the registration desk.
“Good afternoon, my dear,” he greeted her with a smile that was only a little forced. Despite the blonde hair,
her energy was the very embodiment of Gabriel.
“Badge name?” Gabriel demanded.
“Uh, TemptMeWithCrepes.”
“Ah, yes! Quite the author… I have heard your snake porn is second to none. Your ability to stand in line and
actually queue for a badge, though…” Gabriel rolled her eyes and stared.
“Ah, yes, I suppose…” Aziraphale fiddled with the chain of his pocket watch nervously. He hadn’t really thought
this through, hadn’t counted on having to discuss his pornography out loud, particularly with Gabriel. Perhaps
using his AO3 name on his badge had been a terrible idea...
Gabriel was drumming her fingers on the desk, waiting for him to take his bag and badge.
“Chr-, Sa-, Someone help me, not only can you not queue, now you have lost the ability to move altogether?!
Honestly, Crepes,” she said, cuttingly, “quizzes to have, cocoa to drink, people to chastise, I don’t have all
evening. Move along! Move along!”
Aziraphale, feeling suitably Gabrielled, took his bag and badge and moved to the side. At the mention of
“Crepes”, one of the red-headed attendees had come over to express their (overenthusiastic) enjoyment of his
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snake fics, saying how one of the convention chairs was seriously into it and there were apparently snake porn
colouring pages around here somewhere… Aziraphale could actually feel the blush creeping across his face and
finally understood what people meant when they said they wanted the ground to open up and swallow them
whole.
As disturbing as the thought was, it was Fanatical or Gabriel at this present juncture; everyone else seemed
occupied.
“You again…” Gabriel stared. “I am sure that I gave you everything you could possibly need, because - why
wouldn’t I have done?”
“I wanted to ask,” said Aziraphale, twisting his badge around, “I am meeting someone. Has
GoodOldFashionedLoverBoy checked in? He sometimes goes by LoverBoy?”
Gabriel scanned her list. “Not yet. But, if you’re that keen to know who’s here and who’s not, why don’t you
help out on the desk?”
Aziraphale liked the idea of being useful (he liked less the idea of working with Gabriel), and putting a desk in
between himself and the crowd of excitable people seemed like an excellent idea. He moved over to the other
side. Gabriel - or Bethany, she introduced herself as - showed him the list where he was to check off names
(“Exactly like this, with this pen. If you lose the pen… well, I wouldn’t, if I were you…”). How the badges were
ordered (“By number, obviously”), where the vegan options were and how to hand out the bags (“There’s no
need to be polite, we’re about accuracy, not friendship, on this desk”) was ‘explained’, in a series of rapid-fire
bursts. Fortunately, he found solace in the food-related instruction, which had him excitedly checking inside his
own bag – chocolates! He happily unwrapped a chocolate and settled down to his new job.
It was quite a fun job, as it turned out, once you got used to Gabe. He got to welcome everyone and, while he
couldn’t always answer their questions, he soon found the map in the back of the programme book inside his
bag. Pointing at that made him very useful indeed.
He was checking in a rather lovely young lady with the odd badge name “Anathemmawww” when he heard a
low voice state his name as “LoverBoy.” A constricting combination of excitement and nerves clutched at
Aziraphale’s insides, and he had to take a couple of deep, steadying breaths before he forced himself to look up.
LoverBoy was tall and slender, dressed entirely in black, with vibrant red hair. Okay, so he was dressed as No.
It was Crowley.
~ To Be Continued… ~
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Limericks From Bad Poetry Day II
Electra Rhodes;

ClassicHazel; Maelibe; Han; Nathalie Fortier

There once was a vision in grey
Whose purpose in life was to slay
But a cute demon’s plan
Made the archangel stan
And their future got started that day
Electra Rhodes
There once was a group called the Them,
The devil did Adam condemn.
When his Dad awoke,
He sent him up in smoke.
The congregation? A hearty “Oi Shem!”
ClassicHazel
There once was an angel named Fell
Whose love he dared not to tell
A demon desired
Isn’t heaven inspired
So in longing he sadly did dwell
Electra Rhodes
There once was a Bentley in black
To whose driver it liked to talk back
As Queen was its choice
He gave Freddie a voice
And always the perfect soundtrack
Electra Rhodes
A demon who'd never drive slowly
And an angel not entirely holy
Once sat in a car
Though they didn't move far
Because "You go too fast for me, Crowley"
Han
Sargent Shadwell, a Witchfinder General,
Was certainly not intellectual.
One concern had he,
With nipples, you see...
His questioning was quite unprofessional!
ClassicHazel
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An angel bureaucrat
Meets a smol demon brat
They look very different- yet,
The angel's heart burns for the brunette
Maelibe
There once was a demon who sauntered
When his questions had been too well vaunted
He’d been sad to fall
And felt terribly small
Until with an angel he flaunted
Electra Rhodes
There once was an angel who flirted
Who then smirked and giggled and hurted
He kept the faith long
And tried to be strong
But he knew that old serpent was worth it
Electra Rhodes
There once were some plants in a flat
Whose owner cursed at them like brats
Then one day an angel arrived
His voice full of love not infernal chide
Plants & demon lived happily after that
Nathalie Fortier
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Playing With Fire
Atalan
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: No Bodyswap, Angst, Happy Ending, Alternate Universe - Canon Divergence, Michael is the reasonable
one, I will die on this hill, Crowley has definitely played Ace Attorney, Aziraphale has no intention of
shutting up and dying
Crowley catches Agnes’s last prophecy instead of Aziraphale. Unfortunately, he was never as good at solving
crossword clues and jumps to the exact wrong conclusion...
oOoOoOo
They came for Crowley the day after the Apocalypse-That-Wasn't. Trust Hastur to make it as painful as possible;
Crowley decided there was no shame in losing consciousness for a bit after the crowbar cracked into the back of
his head.
He opened his eyes as they were dragging him into their makeshift courtroom, and despite the pounding
headache, he couldn't help but laugh.
"Sssseriously?" he managed, trying to put on his usual bravado. "A trial?"
"Traitorszzz get what they deszzzerve," Beelzebub replied from the throne.
"Well, in that case, I object. That's how it works, right? Someone shouts objection—"
"Objection overruled," Beelzebub snapped. "You stand accused of destroying a fellow demon—"
"This is about Ligur? Seriously? Ligur, the guy who got taken off damned soul duty for being too nasty?"
"You used holy water!" Hastur spat. "Even he wouldn't have done that to you!"
"Oh, come off it, he'd have done it to me years ago if he'd thought of it first!"
"And what about the rest of it?" Dagon put in, smirking toothily. "Disobeying direct orders? Kidnapping our
master's son? Conspiring with the enemy to stop Armageddon?"
"I didn't kidnap anyone, there was just a bit of mix-up—"
"And the angel?" Beelzebub interrupted, making a face like the word tasted disgusting.
For the first time, Crowley had no comeback. He didn't want to bring Aziraphale into this any more than he had
to. Didn't want them to get any ideas about taking additional vengeance...
"He was useful." Crowley tried for a shrug. "Bit gullible, maybe, trusting a demon and all—"
"Oh, don't think you can fool us, Crowley," Beelzebub said, leaning forward. "We know all about you two now.
Nice coszzzy little arrangement you've had all theszzze centuries, isn't it?"
Crowley went cold. Beelzebub grinned with cruel satisfaction, while Dagon leered at him, openly gloating.
"What's the point of all this?" Crowley said finally, trying to sound bored. "Look, we all know you're going to toss
me into the fire whatever I say. Why bother with all this trial nonsense?"
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"Fire?" Hastur repeated, a slow, horrible grin stretching his mouth. "Oh no, Crawly, oh no. Not fire, not for you.
We thought the punishment should fit the crime, you know."
There was a ding. Crowley spun towards the sudden spill of white light from the little-used lift, and watched,
open-mouthed, as the Archangel Michael walked towards them, carrying... carrying a jug of crystal-clear water...
and suddenly Crowley realised that the old bathtub behind him wasn't just Hell's usual bizarre choice of decor.
His insides turned to jelly. He had to clamp his teeth together to keep from screaming. His heart gave a terrible
leap of regret and grief. Fire. It was supposed to be fire. The prophecy had said fire! The scrap of paper had
stayed in his hand when he tossed the book back to the girl with the glasses, and Crowley had thought he
understood at once what it meant. Hell would come for him, and if he wanted to keep Aziraphale safe, he had
better pretend he hadn't a care in the world, so that the angel wouldn't be there when it happened.
"Do you have your half of the deal?" Michael said.
Beelzebub gestured, and a minor demon stepped out of the shadows, clutching a leather satchel. He held it up,
letting the flap loosen just enough for a flicker of hellfire to curl out. Michael nodded. The demon started to
walk towards the lift.
"Wait," Crowley burst out, another, worse fear suddenly taking hold of him, "what's— what's he doing with
that? Where's he going?"
"We're just following your example," Beelzebub replied, eyes glinting. "Collaboration with our ancient
enemieszzz. To make sure all traitorszzz get what is coming to them."
The world broke apart under Crowley's feet.
"No," he croaked, "no, no, you can't— you can't—"
The demon disappeared into the lift. Michael offered the holy water to Hastur, who shook his head.
"I'm not going near that stuff. You do it."
"You can't," Crowley repeated hoarsely. The demons on the other side of the glass were laughing. Dagon and
Hastur were lapping up his distress. Beelzebub just watched, unsmiling, unmoved. "Please!"
"Begging for your life, Crowley?" Hastur sneered. "Go on. Try harder."
He heard water sloshing into the bathtub, turned to see Michael pouring a seemingly endless stream from the
glass jug. Her eyes were on him, cold and calculating, her hand steady, her expression remorseless.
"Michael," he tried, taking a desperate step towards her. "Michael, you can't! You can't do this to him!"
She blinked, the smallest hint of a frown creasing her brow.
"He's— he was only trying to be good! He did the right thing! He'd never betray Heaven, you can't believe that!
Not after so long— he's tried for so long to do what you wanted! To do what She wanted!"
Crowley was babbling, pleading, but he didn't care what anyone thought now, didn't care about dignity or
bravado, didn't care that he was giving all of Hell the satisfaction of seeing him break. Michael just watched him,
silent and remote. The bath was almost full; the jug was almost empty.
"Michael, please! Stop them!"
"Oh, this is too perfect," Dagon muttered behind him. "Do you think he'll cry?"
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Crowley would cry in a heartbeat if he thought it would help, would fling himself on his knees and grovel if it
would save Aziraphale, but Michael was a warrior, had always been Heaven's blade. There was nothing in her to
soften at the sight of his anguish.
"It isn't just," he tried. "It isn't right. Angels destroying one of their own— it's different for us, we're supposed to
be like this! You're supposed to be better! And he's the best of all of you!"
There was no water left in the jug now, but Michael still held it over the bath, her attention entirely on Crowley.
The frown had deepened, creasing her perfect forehead.
"Please!" Crowley cried, and he did drop to his knees then, penitent and humbled as nothing but the fear of
losing Aziraphale could have made him. "I'm begging you. I'll jump in there all on my own, you can fucking
watch if you like— just don't let them burn Aziraphale!"
"Right, that's enough," came Beelzebub's voice, something ugly in its undercurrents. "Dunk him, lads."
The guards grabbed him by the shoulders. Crowley struggled, still looking at Michael, still hoping against hope...
But she didn't move, didn't say a word as the guards started to haul him to his feet.
It was funny, they all still called him Crawly sometimes, to put him in his place, but it seemed like nobody
actually remembered that he'd been a snake. Or perhaps they thought he'd spent so much time in human form,
he could no longer take that shape. They were wrong. He didn't like doing it, all that stuff about crawling on
your belly and so on, but he still could. If he had to. If he had no other choice.
There weren't a lot of choices left. And handcuffs weren't designed to keep hold of a writhing, frantic serpent.
He hit the floor with a thump and slithered away from the bath, the guards, and all the yelling that immediately
broke out in his wake. The lights went out as he lashed out with a desperate flicker of power. The darkness of
Hell wasn't like the darkness of Earth; even demons couldn't see through it. The shouting turned rather more
alarmed.
"Stop moving!" he heard Beelzebub yell. "If anyone trips and falls into that bath—"
Crowley didn't need to see, not when he could feel the vibrations beneath his scales, taste the air. He made a
beeline for the corridor, but just as he reached the threshold, the lights came back on, and someone seized him
by the back of his neck.
Crowley hissed and flailed - and then froze, as he was clutched close to someone's chest with a whisper of,
"Quiet!"
The courtroom was in chaos, demons rushing in to help search, Beelzebub yelling orders and Hastur shrieking
with thwarted rage, but Crowley's captor was walking away from it all, taking rapid strides down the corridor,
holding him in such a way that he was shielded from view. A long-fingered hand pressed the button to call the
lift; Crowley stayed as still as he could, made himself as small as he could, as the seconds dragged by and the
indicator began to plunge down through the floors.
There was a ding. The doors slid open. Right up to the last second, Crowley was waiting for the shout, the
running footsteps, but even as he held his breath, the doors closed behind them, and the lift began to rise.
He uncoiled himself carefully, raised his head to look at Michael, who was studying him with narrowed eyes and
a strange set to her mouth.
"Why?" he asked, coiling around her arm to get a better look at her face.
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Michael pointedly shook him off. Crowley hit the ground, muttered something rude, and shifted back into his
human form. When he got shakily to his feet, he realised he'd lost his sunglasses in all the hassle of
shapeshifting. He really, really wished he had them to hide behind right now, with the way Michael was looking
at him, looking into him, as if she were studying every notch and smear and patch of tarnish on his soul.
"You're not what I thought," Michael said, finally. There was no apology in her eyes, but the disdain that had
been there was gone. "Perhaps Aziraphale isn't, either."
Crowley's heart clenched. He started to pace within the confined space of the elevator, stopped when Michael
glared at him.
After what felt like forever, the lift slowed down.
"Stay back and stay quiet," Michael told him, just as the doors opened.
Hellfire leapt towards Heaven's pristine ceiling, a vengeful column of fury. There was a small group gathered
around it. Gabriel stood to one side, face twisted in disgust and anger. Aziraphale was between Sandalphon and
Uriel, being dragged towards the fire as he dug in his heels and fought with all his strength. Crowley would have
run to him, but Michael swept out ahead, strode across the floor.
"Stop."
The command rang through the halls of Heaven. Gabriel swung towards her in astonishment. The others froze in
place. Aziraphale immediately kicked Sandalphon in the shin.
"Michael?" Gabriel stared at her as she bore down on them, Crowley trailing in her wake. "What's going on?"
Michael didn't answer, her attention on Aziraphale. She gestured pointedly to Sandalphon and Uriel, who
reluctantly released his arms.
"Tell me," Michael said, looking back at Gabriel. "Did he beg for his life?"
Gabriel scowled.
"No," he said, "he wouldn't shut up about—"
Michael stepped to the side, gesturing to Crowley.
"Him?"
Gabriel's eyes nearly bugged out of his face. Aziraphale made a soft sound that was almost a cry, and the next
thing Crowley knew, his arms were full of frantic, clingy angel.
"Crowley—" Aziraphale choked into his shoulder. "They said you were—"
Crowley crushed Aziraphale close and made up his mind right there and then that he would fight every angel
and Archangel in Heaven if he had to. He glared over the top of Aziraphale's head to make that clear to
everyone present, but no-one was looking at him. They were all staring at Michael.
"What in Heaven, Michael?" Gabriel demanded. "We all agreed—"
"That the demon had corrupted Aziraphale beyond salvation, yes. I don't think that's the case," Michael said. "If
anything, it seems to be the other way around."
Gabriel's jaw hit the floor.
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"That's impossible."
Aziraphale raised his head, looking searchingly into Crowley's eyes. Crowley swallowed, still afraid they were
both about to die, trying to convey everything he hadn't said using only his gaze. The ghost of a smile touched
Aziraphale's lips. He pressed his hand lightly against Crowley's cheek, then stepped back and turned, shifting so
they were side by side. A moment later, his arm threaded through Crowley's, locking them tightly together.
"Impossible or not," Michael replied, "I just witnessed a demon beg for an angel's life and offer his own in
exchange."
Aziraphale's arm tightened on Crowley's. Crowley wished for the ground to swallowed him up - or the clouds, or
whatever - as Gabriel and the others all turned to stare at him.
"They can't do that," Uriel stammered, shocked and maybe even afraid.
"I assure you, they can," said Michael. "This one can, at least."
"But— but what does that mean?" Gabriel burst out, looking desperate and furious and outraged. "This isn't
how it works—"
"It's not how we thought things worked," Michael said quietly. "What else have we got wrong?"
There was a fraught silence. Gabriel had gone as white as a sheet, doubt blossoming over his arrogant face.
Uriel looked like someone who needed a stiff drink. Even Sandalphon seemed disconcerted.
"We can't be wrong," Gabriel said, but there was a yawning terror under the words. "Michael, we—"
"Perhaps we should discuss this further in private," Michael cut him off. She shot Aziraphale and Crowley an
unreadable look. "You can go now."
"Oh, well, thank you," Aziraphale replied, not even bothering to hide his sarcasm, and while Crowley was still
gaping, he steered them both towards the exit.
Behind them, Gabriel's voice rose in what sounded like a meltdown of epic proportions, but nobody called them
back. Crowley shot a bewildered glance at Aziraphale, whose mouth was set in a determined line as he guided
them both towards the escalators.
"Don't look back," he murmured.
"Why not?"
"I don't know, it just seems like tempting fate. Orpheus and all that."
Crowley started to argue that Orpheus had certainly not been walking out of Heaven, but decided that
comparative mythology could wait. They stepped onto the escalator and began to descend to Earth. The voices
of arguing Archangels faded away. Crowley took his first free breath since he'd opened his eyes in Hell.
Aziraphale was still clinging tightly to his arm.
The second they reached the lobby, Crowley snapped his fingers, and then they were in the bookshop.
Some of the shelves were crooked, books on the floor as if there'd been a struggle. Crowley felt rage belatedly
rise up in his chest, but before he could dwell on it, Aziraphale turned to him, his thin veneer of calm cracking
open, and after that they didn't speak for a long time, just held each other tightly and shook until they were
both exhausted from it.
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"What," Crowley said finally, slightly muffled against Aziraphale's hair, but with no intention of moving, possibly
ever, "the flying fuck just happened?"
"They tried to kill you," Aziraphale said into Crowley's collar. His voice caught. "When they told me about the
holy water—"
"They tried to kill you!" Crowley replied, clinging even tighter, if that were possible. "When I saw the fire—"
It hit him then, and he let go of Aziraphale, fumbling in his pocket for the scrap of paper. He stared at the
writing on it for several seconds.
"You obnoxious old witch," he snarled at it. "You couldn't have just made it clear—"
"Crowley?" Aziraphale reached for the paper. "What on Earth is—"
The prophecy caught alight, burning away to nothing before Aziraphale could read it.
"Nothing," Crowley said, dusting the ashes off his hands. "It doesn't matter. Angel—"
He reached out, cupped Aziraphale's cheek with his hand.
"Listen, I— there's something I should've— ages ago—"
Aziraphale took a shaky breath, smiled, covered Crowley's fingers with his own.
"Yes," he said. "Me too."
Crowley kissed him.
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Revolution Later
elizajane and Crowgirl
Rating: General Audiences
Tags: Get Together, Anniversaries, Idiots in Love
One year to the day of the world not coming to the end, Crowley and Aziraphale finally figure out what’s missing.
oOoOoOo
Aziraphale is reshelving an armful of books left on his wooden step ladder by a careless customer when he
glances at the volume he’s shelving, sees Novel of the Year! glaring at him in bright gold letters, and realizes why
the date had snagged at his memory this morning. It was one year to the day since the world hadn’t come to an
end. He sits down on the stepladder with the books on his knees. “Well,” he says to the empty shop. “Well.”
The same thought occurs to Crowley as he’s standing in Seven Dials, considering a theatre marquee and
whether or not it’s worth the effort to introduce a typo. “Well. Shit.”
On the other side of a bookshelf, the front door of the shop jingles open. Aziraphale leans slightly to the right
and catches a glimpse of the balding ginger head of a neighborhood regular, George, who can manage a perusal
of the latest acquisitions on his own for a few minutes at least. That’s a relief; Aziraphale doesn’t want to chance
standing up when his legs feel wobbly.
A year. An entire revolution of the earth around the sun.
And nothing’s changed.
Crowley’s so distracted by the shock of the remembrance that he leaves the marquee unmolested and
actually pays for an espresso at the cafe beside the theatre. He picks a side street and walks, sipping at the
coffee until the cup is empty and a few more times because he forgets it’s empty.
The end of the world was supposed to change things. The fact that it hadn’t happened didn’t seem to make
much difference at all.
“Nothing’s ... changed,” Aziraphale mouths soundlessly to himself, trying the idea out to see if airing it helps
make sense of the unaccountable ... regret? … that’s washed over him. How could he possibly regret that they
managed to stop the apocalypse? Hadn’t the whole point been to stop change, stop the world as they knew and
loved it from divinely-mandated expiration? So that they could go on knowing and loving ...
Oh.
Crowley isn’t at all surprised to look up and find himself in front of the bookstore. It was even odds it would
be there or the park bench. Where else does he ever spend time?
“Angel, I – oh.” He isn't expecting an actual not-Aziraphale person to be there, but there's an elderly man
with a fringe of bright ginger hair around a very bald head and a pair of half-moon spectacles halfway down
his nose.
The man tilts his head back slightly, eyeing Crowley through the lenses rather than over them. “Oh, it’s you.”
Having come to that conclusion, he turns his attention back to the book in his hands.
Crowley blinks, unsure whether to be upset or amused. “Sorry, am I interrupting you?”
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“No, but – d’you think you could tell your friend I left cash on the desk?” He fishes a crumpled tenner out of a
pocket and waves it at Crowley before dropping it on top of the scree of papers on Aziraphale's desk. “I’d wait
but I’m late to meet my daughter.”
“Yeah – sure – what’d you buy?” Crowley asks, almost automatically as the man walks past him. It’ll be the
first question Aziraphale asks.
The man gives him a slightly offended look. “None of your business, lad!” and slams out the front door.
Distantly, as if he’s under water, Aziraphale hears Crowley’s voice and another voice in response to it: must be
George although why he’d be chatting with Crowley – The door jangles again and there’s a slight pop of air
pressure as Crowley steps into Aziraphale’s space. Not unpleasant. Familiar. Beloved.
He gingerly smooths his palm over the dust jacket on the cover of the book that’s top on his stack. A midtwentieth century history of Cornwall, he notes, dimly. He recalls purchasing it for 50p at a charity shop in
Tadfield during one of their visits. February. He remembers it had been snowing, wetly, and Crowley had
insisted they stop at the Costa Coffee for hot chocolates, encouraging the girl at the counter to top them both
with extra whipped cream and then nicking Aziraphale’s cup to suck off a good bit of Aziraphale’s cream once
he’d finished his own.
“The chap at the door gave me this,” Crowley says, appearing at the end of the aisle with a coffee cup in one
hand and waving a tenner in the other. “Wouldn’t tell me what it was for. Rude.” He moves down the aisle until
he’s standing just a step or two away from Aziraphale’s step stool.
“George,” Aziraphale supplies, looking up at him and feeling winded. “It’ll be – it’ll be one of the new French
histories.”
“They write new ones now? What will they think of next.” Crowley flourishes the note in Aziraphale’s face.
“What d’you want me to do with this?”
“Oh – whatever you like.” Aziraphale waves a hand, still looking very closely at something in the middle
distance.
Crowley shrugs and pockets it. He’ll use it later to buy something for Aziraphale anyway, so it hardly makes a
difference. ‘You all right? S’not like you to leave the shop unprotected.’
“Mm.” Aziraphale nods slowly.
“Hot chocolate?” Crowley takes the lid off and waves the full cup carefully under Aziraphale’s nose. “Your
favourite.” It hadn’t been but hot chocolate is a step up from burnt espresso.
“Oh ... yes, thank you.” Aziraphale takes the cup absently.
Crowley shoves his hands in his pockets for lack of anything else to do with them. “It – er – occurred to me.
Earlier. What today is.”
“Yes.” Aziraphale nods again. “To me, too.”
He takes a sip of the hot chocolate. It’s rich and sweet with just a hint of cinnamon, the way Aziraphale himself
makes it when they need a little something to warm them up on a cold winter evening. Had Crowley purchased
it with him in mind? He cannot immediately identify why the thought flusters him. He’s observed for centuries
that Crowley does little things like this, things that make Aziraphale aware that Crowley pays attention. But
coming on the heels of Crowley acknowledging the date makes it feel like something of an anniversary gift.
Crowley had barely acknowledged their survival at all, one year ago today, when the bus come to a stop outside
of the shop and disgorged them onto the pavement. The Bentley, as restored as the bookshop, sat waiting. As
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the bus pulled away, Crowley had stalked over to it and run a hand over the roof from windshield to boot.
Kicked a tyre. Then shoved his hands in his pockets and looked at Aziraphale over the car roof.
“Well,” he’d said. “What do you say, angel. Fancy lunch at that place ‘round the corner this Thursday?”
Aziraphale, who could still feel the imprint of Crowley’s jacket on his cheek from where he’d dozed off on the
ride back to London, had felt both reassured and crushed by the invitation. He stood on his side of the road,
hand on the doorknob of the shop’s front door, and couldn’t think of what else to do.
“Thursday. Yes. Let’s.”
Crowley watches Aziraphale sip at the hot chocolate and damns the angel’s ability to maintain a perfect poker
face. “Good?”
“Mm.” Aziraphale swallows and runs the tip of his tongue over his lip, then smiles at Crowley. “Delicious.
Sweet of you to remember how I like it.”
Crowley clears his throat and digs his hands further into his jeans pockets. The last thing on this damned
planet he needs is to start getting stiff because Aziraphale said thanks for some cocoa. “Thought maybe you’d
want to ... do something.”
“Do something?” Aziraphale echoes, cradling the cup in both hands.
Crowley shrugs. “Well. Seems worth remembering. Y’know.” He pulls one hand free and flourishes it, lets the
molecules spark around his fingertips so he traces glitter through the air. “The day the world didn’t end.”
‘Because of us,’ Aziraphale says softly, lifting the cup again and inhaling the steam.
Crowley’s heart does something physiologically unlikely and he resists the impulse to smack his chest. What is
he even doing here? He’d just started walking, let his feet choose the path, and ended up ... here. He always
bloody well ended up here. And just because a year ago he’d been daft enough to think perhaps here might
change ... he’s here again.
Crowley doesn’t respond and Aziraphale looks cautiously up from his cocoa.
“It was a very nice lunch,” he says, testing out the words. “That Thursday. I had prawns.”
Crowley shudders. “Bottom feeders.” His shoulders ease. “But if I remember, the wine you selected made up for
that.”
Aziraphale smiles, in remembrance. They had lingered on that beautiful summer afternoon until the dinner
crowd began to trickle in and the waiter hovered meaningfully by their table after clearing away the second
round of dessert plates. Aziraphale had wondered, feeling the pleasant magnanimity that came with drinking
two bottles of wine with one’s dearest friend on a gorgeous summer day, if perhaps they might now – But there
his imagination had failed him.
He’d blinked at Crowley, casually sprawling as much as the tiny al fresco patio could accommodate, and thought
that he simply ought to be grateful that Crowley was interested in continuing their friendship. Crowley had
seemed remarkably at ease, in fact, all afternoon – happy, even. Carefree was a word that came to mind
although Aziraphale was too tipsy to decide whether the word meant something Crowley was or something he
himself was feeling. They had been through too many near-misses not to appreciate the fact that now they had
a chance to continue. To exist. Together. How incredibly freeing a thought that was.
And yet Aziraphale’s mind had drawn an absolute blank when he presented it with the opportunity to express
an opinion or two about what, exactly, they were now free to do.
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A year later, he feels none the wiser.
Except.
“Crowley,” he says, before he can think too hard about it. “Crowley, what would humans do. On a significant
anniversary like this?”
“Er.” Crowley’s brain locks up, just slightly, just enough that words seem inordinately difficult. “Get sloshed?”
Aziraphale nods and puts the cup of hot chocolate down on a nearby shelf. “Yes, but – well, not to put too
fine a point on it but we do that fairly frequently anyway.” He smiles at Crowley. “Not that I'm complaining,
mind you.”
“No,” Crowley echoes.
“And the same with a good meal, really. There must be something else.”
“Um - throw a party?” Crowley hazards.
Aziraphale frowns. “Us and four twelve-year-olds? I don’t think so, no. Charming though they are.” He lets
out a long breath and brushes invisible dust off the cover of the book in his lap. “It just seems – it seems as
though – there should be – as though we should be doing something - different.”
Crowley swallows. “As though things should be different, y’mean.”
Aziraphale purses his lips. “I said what I meant, Crowley.” He brushes away more invisible dust, then looks up
at Crowley. “Didn’t you ever think that? After last year? Everything went back to - just the way it was before
and –”
“Aziraphale, what are you talking about?”
Aziraphale wishes he knew. If God Herself had strolled into A.Z. Fell, Booksellers that morning and asked him
how he was enjoying life here on Earth he would have answered without reservation that the post-notapocalypse life had everything to recommend it. His bookshop. Global cuisine and beverages – including hot
chocolate – for every occasion. The wonders of modern communication that meant he was, just the day before,
able to locate an obscure reference for Anathema at the British Library and send pictures of the relevant
footnote from his mobile to hers! The fact that not a day goes by when he doesn’t have a text or a picture or a
phone call or a visit from Crowley.
“I should have invited you in, that night,” is what he blurts out.
Crowley tweaks the chair from behind Aziraphale’s desk a little nearer because he needs to sit down. “After
the prawns, you mean.”
Aziraphale shrugs. There’s a slow flush of pink rising up from his collar. “Yes. And…” He pauses, licks his lips
again and if he keeps doing that Crowley’s attention is going to be shot for the rest of the day. “...and any
other night. Really. If I’m being honest.” He looks up, pushing his shoulders back so he’s sitting straight and
Crowley recognizes the position: Aziraphale Being Brave.
And whatever expression is on his face isn’t the right one because Aziraphale’s expression is solidifying. “No!
No, don’t do that.”
“Do what?”
“Do ... that.” Crowley waves at Aziraphale and then hunches into himself dramatically. “You do this thing like
you want to make yourself invisible. I hate it.”
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“Ah. Oh.” Aziraphale freezes in position and looks slightly bewildered.
Crowley sighs and yanks off his sunglasses, pinching at the bridge of his nose. “What do you mean: You
should have invited me in. Because. I mean. I know what I mean when I think that but –”
“You think that?” Aziraphale interrupts, the pink flooding back into his face.
Crowley swallows. “Yeah.”
“That – I should have invited you in or –”
“Bloody hell, angel, does that matter?”
Aziraphale feels the ripple of energy that means Crowley is feeling strongly in some way and he takes a careful
breath. He can’t taste the energy as Crowley can, but after six thousand years (plus one) of feeling Crowley’s
emotions, Aziraphale’s grace is responsive enough that he can separate anger from fear and excitement from ...
He blinks.
Excitement from Aziraphale.
He’s never stopped to think about what it means that Crowley has a feeling that Aziraphale associates with
himself.
He’s never stopped to think about what the qualities of that feeling might be.
He licks his lips before speaking, and notices the slits of Crowley’s pupils expand in response. He does it again.
“You thought about it. Think about it. About me, inviting you …” Aziraphale pauses, because the thought is so
new he barely has words for it, and because he’s invited Crowley over hundreds, thousands, millions of times
and clearly neither of them are talking about that sort of invitation. “... you, inviting …” He moves the books off
his knees to the floor. They’ll still be there to put away when he comes down to reopen the shop in the
morning.
Crowley’s close enough that all Aziraphale really has to do is slide off the stepladder onto his knees – never
mind the grit on the floor – and he’s close enough to reach up and slowly, slowly – Crowley doesn’t pull back
and seems, in fact, to have stopped breathing, possibly also circulating blood – put his palms against Crowley’s
chest, either side of the vee where the top buttons of his black button-down shirt has been left unbuttoned.
“Crowley,” Aziraphale says. And then, because it’s the only other word left in his head: “Yes.”
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And the Way You Touch, I Lose
Control and Shiver (Deep Inside)
Thette
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Mutual Pining, 6000 Years of Pining, First Kiss, Healing Kiss, Foot Kissing, Love, Confessions, Non-Graphic
Depictions of Violence, Minor Emetophobia Warning, References to Shakespeare, References to the
Bible
Aziraphale can take care of himself. So why does he insist that Crowley should heal his twisted ankle?
A short fic, full of yearning, written for Bethany's prompt "kiss it better”.
oOoOoOo
It was ridiculous. Absolutely ridiculous, and so very Aziraphale. He wore the same corporation for six thousand
years, and could bloody well take care of himself. Crowley remembered a particularly gruesome time, at the
edges of the Mongolian Empire, when he'd seen the angel wrench a sabre from his own guts and run it through
a riding warrior, while still bleeding profusely.
Come to think about it, that particular instance of senseless violence had been to save Crowley's sorry ass. He'd
been bound in blessed ropes, lying on the ground in the path of the warrior band, and if Aziraphale hadn't been
prepared to risk his own corporation…
Crowley wasn't particularly interested in finding out what would happen if you discorporated while unable to
access your infernal powers.
Aziraphale had looked down on him, blood soaking his white deel tunic, and snapped his fingers. Pristine
clothes, presumably unblemished porcelain skin below. Not that Crowley spent an inordinate amount of time
thinking about Aziraphale's skin…
The point was… His point was that Aziraphale was an ethereal being, as old as humankind itself, and he could
bloody well take care of himself. He'd twisted his ankle while stepping down from a ladder, and now, he was
lying on the couch, propped up with tartan pillows, as if he were human. His injured foot was elevated, the
cream coloured sock and sensible shoe removed, and he was looking at Crowley with the most ridiculous pout.
Crowley tilted his head instead of answering, and raised one eyebrow, enough that it'd show above the rim of
his dark glasses. Aziraphale wrinkled his forehead, and seemed to shrink into himself. Fine. "What d'ya want me
to do, angel? Kiss it better?" he asked, with all the weary sarcasm he could muster. He'd do anything for the
spoiled brat, but someone be damned if he wasn't going to make the angel beg. He moved in closer, and stood
beside the couch, getting his miracle fingers ready.
Aziraphale would usually stutter and circumlocute and lie (badly), but he wasn't the kind of being who would
ever shut up. This time, no answer was forthcoming, and Aziraphale's eyes widened in what looked like terror.
Crowley shut down his immediate response, which was to fill the silence with desperate excuses.
His own corporation made itself known, as bitter acid mixed with wine filled his throat and the back of his
mouth. He swallowed, grimacing. The thought that his touch would be so repulsive and frightening to
Aziraphale was an unwelcome reminder of his nature. Brick by brick, he built a defensive wall to keep his
emotions in check. Not wanted. Not welcome. He needed to remember that Aziraphale may tolerate him, but
that didn't mean he wanted his company. He turned, preparing to leave.
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"Crowley… Don't…" Aziraphale trailed off, lifting a hand and dropping it back to his round belly.
"Of course I won't, angel," he snarled, the full force of his bitterness pouring out. "I didn't come here to ravage
you or anything. Do you want your fucking foot healed or not?"
Aziraphale pursed his mouth, turning his whole face from adorably pouty to viciously sharp.
"What I was saying, when you so rudely interrupted me, was 'Crowley, don't leave me.' And it wasn't because
I'm temporarily inconvenienced, and need your help." He relaxed, softening slightly, but still warily observant. "I
just never knew kisses were on offer."
Crowley's snippy defensiveness over the baseless accusation of rudeness glitched and dropped, leaving nothing
behind. His heart lurched in his chest, skipping a beat, and he could feel his entire being come to a halt.
Aziraphale studied his hands, turning his golden ring around and around. The golden angel wings were moving,
from the back of his finger to a hiding place near his soft palm, and then resurfacing again.
Crowley watched the movement, mesmerized. He wanted to speak, but no words were forthcoming. God had
turned his tongue into a serpent's when he fell, and it felt like he had never recovered his faculties of speech. He
made a noise in the back of his throat, harsh consonants and gurgles, his tongue tied in a knot, like a cherry
stem trick gone horribly wrong.
"Crowley," Aziraphale whispered, reaching out a hand. His touch, gentle fingers on the back of Crowley's wrist.
Gentle, almost tickling, but it didn't tickle, it burned. Burned like Hellfire, like falling into a lake of sulphur. He
wanted to shy away, and he wanted to indulge. Embrace the fire, like slamming back a glass of vodka, neat, or
crunching a hot pepper between his teeth.
He took a shuddering breath, and in the bravest act of his life, he turned his hand. His palm, cold and clammy,
met Aziraphale's warm and soft palm. The tip of his fingers rested against a rapid pulse.
"And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss," Aziraphale quoted, his voice even softer than his hands.
Crowley closed his eyes. "You know I like the funny ones better," he croaked out, proud of having his voice back.
The full realisation of what Aziraphale had said struck him like a blow to the gut, and he sank down to his knees.
Aziraphale gripped his wrist, as if Crowley ever would let go.
In this position, he was mere inches away from Aziraphale's injured ankle. With his free hand, he drew careful
lines on the bared skin, his thumb making the journey from prominent bone to tender ligaments. Aziraphale
inhaled, and Crowley gave in. He let six thousand years of longing wash over him, sweep him away on a current
of emotions.
Dry, chaste lips met bruised skin in a barely there touch, and a demonic miracle tingled through him. This time,
he didn't imagine that the accident had never happened. No, if it hadn't happened, he wouldn't be on his knees
in supplication, healing the angel with his lips. This was a true healing miracle. Broken collagen fibers knitting
back together, blood cells absorbing themselves back into newly reformed vessels, taking inflammatory
substances with them on the way, nerves putting down their rapidly firing endings in a signal substance cease
fire.
Aziraphale gasped, the sound quickly drowning in his throat. His grip on Crowley's wrist tightened.
One more kiss, on the top of his foot. No miracle.
That was a lie.
88

Aziraphale letting Crowley kiss him, letting him touch, that was a bloody miracle. He let his fingertips slowly drag
through the sparse, pale hair, towards the long toes. Then back again, on the underside, the carefully pedicured
pads, the rounded heel.
"Angel," he murmured. He could worship here, pour out all his devotion like the fallen woman, the forgiven
sinner at the feet of Christ. Never leave, never stray, as long as he was allowed to stay. His obedient servant.
"Aziraphale…"
Aziraphale pulled his wrist, and he reluctantly followed, his free hand trailing behind, touching everything he
could reach. He wasn't ready, didn't dare, couldn't look at him, not even with his glasses in place. The softest of
touches, plump lips on his fingertips, and it was still too much. Demons don't cry, especially not serpents, but he
could feel his overwhelmingly human eyes fill up with unshed tears. He swallowed hard, trying to make words,
to communicate.
“My dearest Crowley," Aziraphale said, his voice seemingly booming as it broke the silence. Careful, careful
kisses trailed up, up, ever upwards; fingers, palm, the sensitive skin on the inside of his wrist. "I have waited far
too long," he said, his words mixed in with his kisses. "I'm so, so sorry." He paused, hovering above Crowley's
pulse point, his breath warm and humid. "May I?" he asked, not moving.
Crowley didn't know what he was asking, and he didn't care. "Anything," he replied.
Aziraphale attacked him, hungry, biting, licking and nibbling at Crowley's wrist, as if Crowley was a particularly
delicious dessert.
"Please," Crowley begged, wanting ever more.
"Kiss me," Aziraphale commanded, and for maybe the first time in a hundred lifetimes, Crowley didn't mind
doing what he was told.
He took hold of Aziraphale's round cheeks, stroking his thumbs gently along his cheekbones. "I may never stop if
I start," he whispered.
Aziraphale's hands came up to grasp at his hair, finding little traction. "I miss your long locks," he said, before
pulling Crowley in with a firm grip. "Always wanted to run my fingers through it, always managed to pull back at
just the last second." The words were breathed into the small space between them, and Crowley couldn't resist
licking them off Aziraphale's lips. It was Aziraphale who twisted their heads, who slotted them together
perfectly, mouths open, tongues twisting together.
Heaven had nothing on this. The love of God had been ripped out of him, his celestial being torn apart as his
wings burned. Aziraphale's love, bright, all-encompassing, radiant, slipped inside him, filled the cracks of his
demonic being. Like that Japanese thing, what was it called? "Kintsugi."
He hadn't meant to say it out loud, hadn't meant to break the kiss.
"No, my love, my dearest." Aziraphale fixed his ever-shifting blue-grey eyes on him. His hands were gentle, no
longer grasping but caressing. "You're not broken. You're whole. You're you, and you're the one I love."
If anybody asked him, Crowley would deny it under torture, but Aziraphale saw his tears, and kissed them away.
"My darling," he kissed him under the right eye, "I am yours," then under the left one, "and you are mine,"
leaving the most tender kiss to the forehead. He held Crowley tight in his arms, pressing him to his chest, and
Crowley inhaled the delicious scent. Old books, vanilla and musk. Pure, angelic comfort. Aziraphale's chest was
rumbling, soft words that didn't resolve into meaning in Crowley's ears, and yet, he couldn't stop listening.
Crowley let himself be held, until he could trust his voice again. "Aziraphale?" he asked. "Shut up, and kiss me
with the kisses of your mouth."
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A Jigsaw With Only Two Pieces
Electra Rhodes
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Pre-canon; Canon; Post-canon; Hurt/Comfort; Angst; Happy Ending; Only Love Can Hurt Like This;
Screwed Up Chronology; Reasonably Reliable Narrator
Afterwards, Aziraphale finally remembers how they fit together.
oOoOoOo

7.
Aziraphale sat on the park bench flexing his fingers. He fizzed with all the memories that had flooded back.
Crowley. CROWLEY.
Still. First things first.
When they dined at the Ritz, Crowley raised his glass.
“To the world.”
He smiled back unreservedly
“To the world.”
3.
God considered her Principality.
“Aziraphale. I have a task for you. In a Garden.”
“Yes Lord.” He sighed. “At your command.”
She watched him shoulder his sword, and, with some regret, meted out the punishment for those who had
harboured rebel angels.
He forgot. Everything.
5.
They met each other countless times and in many places.
They broke up.
“Fraternising?!”
“You go too fast for me.”
They made up.
“Lift home?”
“I forgive you.”
And there was an Arrangement. Aziraphale changed, in his own slow ways. Crawly became Crowley and added a
name.
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1.
They huddled in the lee of some broken armour. Aziraphale covered his own face, as he reached for his beloved.
“My heart.”
He held tight. Hoped.
But his beloved’s eyes, when he opened them, were changed, and his wings burned away.
Aziraphale still screamed when they took him.
2.
Crawley stood before Beelzebub.
“Seemzz like the boss has a zzoft spot for you? Got a nice job up top. Zzmall temptation. A Garden.”
He nodded. Anything had to be better than this damnable place. Though that was kind of the point.
He crinkled his nose.
“Sure. A Garden.”
4.
On top of the Garden’s wall Aziraphale frowned at the Snake.
“Crawley?”
The name didn’t ring any bells, though there was something familiar about him. Some. Thing.
It rained then.
It was only later, much later that Aziraphale realised Crawley had never asked him his name.
6.
Eventually an Antichrist chose and Armageddidn’t, and with a final prophecy in their hearts and minds they
prepared to meet their masters.
Crowley occupied all the spaces of Aziraphale’s body, and wondered, with trepidation, if he finally remembered.
Anything.
From before the fall.
8.
Crowley drained his glass, and Aziraphale placed his hand on the table between them. His eyes were bright.
“I’ve remembered. Everything.”
Crowley nodded.
“I never forgot.”
“We were both punished then.”
“Yes. So. Our side?”
Aziraphale took his hand. And smiled. Properly, for the first time in 6,000 years.
“Yes. Ours.”
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Tea or Coffee?
Sugarmouse
Rating: General
Tags: Humour, Fluff
Aziraphale accidentally opens a tea shop. If only someone hadn’t opened a coffee shop on his street.
oOoOoOo
It all started with an overheard conversation. Overheard entirely by accident because angels didn’t intentionally
listen in to private conversations. Unless it was for the greater good, which Aziraphale would find himself hard
pressed to justify in this specific scenario.
It was a conversation about books, though, so it had immediately piqued his interest and so he’d had no choice
but to overhear their lament on the decline of their favourite bookshop, really. It was rather sad that a
bookshop should have to close down because of all the people who might buy a coffee or tea, and of course
would read the books but never bought them. Then again, most bookshops were commercial affairs attempting
to make a profit.
Aziraphale found himself pondering people reading his books but not taking them away. The taking them away
part was the one element of his business he was not a fan of, hence why he ran his store in such a way as to
make that as difficult as possible. His books were technically for sale but more or less for show as far as
customers were concerned.
All it took was a rather lovely sandwich board, which Aziraphale had been a fan of before they’d become so
ubiquitous as to clog up the footpaths and become a tripping hazard. Still, a simple sign, and some extra chairs
and Aziraphale had the kettle on for his first tea shop customers to have a cuppa and read his books and he
could listen in to them discuss them and it put a wide smile on his face. Aziraphale liked to smile.
He soon had a mug collection cobbled together, mismatched and well-loved and a rather silly milk jug shaped
like a cow and some of his new patrons called it “trendy” and “hip” and they actually seemed to prefer that
there were only two options (tea or hot chocolate if he was in the mood to heat the milk). Aziraphale wasn’t
sure what to make of that. He just wanted people to read his books and to have a pot of tea always brewing.
The cakes and biscuits came later but were just as enjoyable.
Things were nice, when he did open, people slowly appearing and quietly picking through his books and reading
them and enjoying them and not trying to take them home with them. Even when they did he was able to defer
them much more easily by insisting they return the next day to finish reading, that he’d have a different
selection of biscuits by then.
It was too nice to last, he really should have realised, but then the other side never seemed to rest either. The
nice people who wore rather spiffing tartan and wore rather peculiar facial hair stopped coming, drawn down
the road to the new “hip” and “trendy” spot. Aziraphale was a little disappointed, though he tried not to let it
show.
It was the patron of the new spot that upset him though, when he eventually found himself following the source
of the smell and found an ugly green coffee shop with a familiar face behind the counter. He frowned and
pushed through the door, past the line of dead eyed customers and coming face to face with Crowley.
********
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Crowley smiles and Aziraphale smiles back despite himself, before managing to wipe it from his lips. “Angel.”
Aziraphale tries to look stern at Crowley’s preferred address to him and fails.
“You...you’ve done this on purpose,” he hisses.
Crowley raises his hands in surrender before swiping the next two waiting cups and saunters around to
Aziraphale’s side of the counter. He gives a withering look at the waiting customer before they can protest.
“Sit with me,” Crowley says, leading the way to the only open table in the packed establishment. Aziraphale
follows, trying to make his disapproval show on his face and directing it to Crowley’s back. They sit and Crowley
slides one of the cups across to him.
“Coffee?” asks Aziraphale, looking at the cup. It’s hard to tell what’s beneath the plastic lid. Crowley grins.
“Try it, you’ll like it.”
“Like I’d trust you! What is it? What are you serving them all?” Aziraphale asks, lowering his voice. Crowley leans
back, one arm slung behind the back of his chair and he raises an eyebrow high enough that Azirpahale can see
it behind his dark glasses.
“Latest thing, it’s mostly sugar and milk, but they think it’s coffee, willing to spend a fortune and buy all these
disposable cups filled something that’s rotting their teeth and making them gassy - lactose intolerance, great
stuff and oh, then they argue with each other! They complain about whose sugar milk is better! They each have
their own complicated order. The staff are miserable.”
Crowley grins.
“That’s... not quite as evil as I’d feared,” says Azirphale with a sigh. He notes Crowley’s sudden adjustment in
posture, sitting upright. “I mean...it’s still really...terrible. Bad demon.” He’s unable to hide his smirk.
“Well it’s... um, it’s pretty bad, they feel terrible without coffee in the morning. It’s addictive.”
“I prefer tea,” says Aziraphale quietly. “Or hot chocolate! I used to like having tea or hot chocolate with them at
my bookshop. I mean before they started to come here.”
“Oh is that around here?” asks Crowley, attempting to appear nonchalant. He clears his throat. “Don’t worry
angel, just a flash in the pan, some American chain that’s attempting to expand, I didn’t... I didn’t mean to steal
your customers away. The British like their tea!”
“Are you... apologising?” asks Azirapahle, unable to hide the smile on his own face. “Because I forgive you!”
“I’m not,” Crowley stutters, standing up. “I’m... uh... you know I think I’m done with the whole coffee thing, I bet
I can convince everyone to waste a lot of time on this new internet thing. Dancing hamsters, you know, that sort
of thing. Very evil.”
Aziraphale magnanimously decides not to rub it in that Crowley appears to feel bad about stealing his
customers and instead beams a smile at him and stands up and says, “My shop is very quiet if you’d like some
tea, or maybe even hot chocolate?” Crowley doesn’t even object, just follows Aziraphale out the door,
discarding his green apron on the way.
Aziraphale feels his footsteps light on the footpath as he weaves between the overabundance of sandwich
boards and wonders if perhaps Crowley had anything to do with that, too.
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Limericks From Bad Poetry Day III:
The NSFW Ones
ClassicHazel; Madison May
The husband's anticipated first kiss,
Was more than a little hit or miss.
"Too fast for me, Crowley"
"I need to go slowly!"
Oh dear. Azi reached "epic bliss"
ClassicHazel
“You go too fast for me Crowley"
Made the demon feel ever so lowly
So he psyched himself up
And had a good fuck
With Shadwell - a witchfinder holy
Madison May

maddiemaynot

The angel, a gramophone owner,
Developed a rather large boner,
When, in the corner, he saw
A demon losing their drawers
His appendage: far-removed from mediocre!
ClassicHazel
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maddiemaynot

Miraculously Clean
Malu
Rating: General Audience
Tags: Miracles, heavenly reprimand, biblical times, cleaning miracle
Crowley and Aziraphale get dirty in ancient Mesopotamia and Aziraphale gets a first reprimand from above for
frivolous miracles.
oOoOoOo
“Now that was truly unnecessary.” Aziraphale wiped the stinking mud out of his face as best as he could with his
soiled cloak.
“You don’t say.” The caustic remark emanated from a figure next to him. Crowley had been clad in his signature
all black moments before. But as of this moment his clothes were soiled with a brown sludge consisting of
manure and the local wet clay.
The demon wiped experimentally at his stained chest. “I will never get that clean again. And I doubt this village
has black cloth readily available.” He shot a deadly look at a small group of children of the other side of the
street. The kids were pointing at them and laughing. One of them had even fallen down and seemed not able to
stop his laughter.
The angel next to him sighed. “The well’s just over there. At least we have contributed to the amusement of
some people.”
As the two figures moved on muttering under their breath the village children looked on in equal parts
bafflement and amusement. They knew of course that the herd of cows always ran along that path at this time
of day and thus knew to stay away from the hooves and the usual clouds of dust. But the two strangers that had
shown up out of the blue apparently did not know to keep their distance from a herd of cows. Especially during
the rainy season.
At the well, Aziraphale tried half-heartedly to clean his formerly white cloak. Crowley’s black cloak was now
wetter than before but the shiny black had turned into an ashen grey brown tone.
“Whose idea was it to come here?” the irritated demon demanded.
Aziraphale sighed. “It’s the only village with a tavern for miles. And you were quite fond of the idea of a carafe
of wine in the shade.” Aziraphale had stopped soaking his cloak. He wouldn’t get dirt out with simple water.
“I am still fond of the idea of wine and shade. But I am even more fond of dry and clean clothes right now.”
Crowley had bent over trying to wash clumps of dirt out of his red curls.
The demon looked like a drenched crow. The wet cloak clung to him as if wanted to drown him. Aziraphale
didn’t look any better. His wet clothes stuck to him and the angel was starting to feel uncomfortably cold. He
looked around conspicuously. The kids had not followed them. They were probably spreading the word that two
hapless strangers had arrived and given them a free slapstick show. If he was quick no one would see. He
tapped Crowley on the shoulder.
“Get out of the water.”
“Excuse me? Do you think I enjoy running around like this?” the indignation was palpable in the demon’s voice.
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“No. And neither do I.” Aziraphale snapped his fingers with a mischievous smile. A millisecond later it looked as
if the unfortunate incident had not happened at all. The angel was dressed in his usual white tunic and cloak.
The demon was clad in shiny black without a hint of any specks of dirt on his billowing cloak. even their hair was
clean again and Crowley’s braid was in its usual place.
The restored demon was taken aback. “I suppose a thank you is in order, Angel?”
Aziraphale beamed at him. “Oh, don’t mention it. I mean,“ he halted for a moment before he continued, “it was
my idea to come here so… But what about a carafe of wine? I think I’ve had enough water for one day.”
********
A piece of papyrus appeared in front of the angel and slowly drifted downward. Aziraphale looked surprised on
as it landed in front of him on the table. It turned itself around on its own accord so that the neat script was no
longer upside down for the angelic being.
Aziraphale,
Principality,
Guardian of the Eastern Gate of Eden.
We have reports of unscheduled minor miracles over the last months that did not increase the human belief or
elevated worthiness of believers. We would like to remind you to stay on plan and stick to scheduled and preapproved miracles for the time being.
Furthermore, We strongly advise you to be more cautious and aware of your surroundings. A demonic force has
been sensed close by.
Michael
Office of the Archangels, Subdivision Earthobservatory
PS: Be more careful, getting you a new corporal form required an awful lot of paperwork on my part. Michael
PPS: By the way please do shorten your reports. I’m drowning in paper. Michael
“Anything of interest?”
Crowley was lounging on the wooden chair in a manner that made one suspect gravity was merely optional for
him. He was watching the angel across from him studying the note in his hand. Aziraphale’s brows drew ever
closer as he read on. His eyes had lost their usual gleam of curiosity and kindness instead an expression of
despondency washed over his face.
The demon raised an eyebrow: “I assume it’s from upstairs?”
“Yes.” The angel sighed. ”I was told not to perform miracles while demons are lingering nearby.”
“Oh, really?”
“Yes, and to stop performing miracles that are not pre-approved.” Aziraphale carefully folded up the message.
One fold, two folds. His hands were working slowly and with preternatural care and neatness.
“Doesn’t sound very nice.” The demon kept his face clear of any expression and his tone decidedly neutral.
“Well, I guess I might have overdone it a bit.” Aziraphale forced a small smile on his lips. “So, what are your
plans? Anything interesting coming up?”
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Crowley decided not to comment on that obvious deflection. If the angel did not wish to share his concerns he
wouldn’t press any further.
“I’m supposed to tempt some guy next month in Gomorrah. Forgot the name, but you know the type, family
man, firm believer.”
“Not your usual crowd then?”
“Well, tempting one of those wouldn’t be work would it?”
“I guess not.”
Aziraphale looked down on the neatly folded bit of papyrus in his hands. He put it back on the table intently
staring at it as if he was waiting for something to happen.
After a minute Crowley was starting to wonder if the angel was still mentally present or if above had somehow
intervened. He cleared his throat and was about to get up, if some ethereal being found him sitting by the angel
Aziraphale would be in real trouble. And he would probably find himself back in hell. The mere thought of
having to go back there was enough to scare him away from the companionship of the angel.
As he was about to turn away a hand caught the sleeve of his tunic. Aziraphale was looking questioningly at
him.
“Would you please get us another carafe of the wine, please? I’m afraid a miraculous refill would be a bad idea
at this moment.”
The demon was speechless for a second. Shouldn’t he just go before there would be real trouble? He had been
present while an ANGEL had performed a miracle. Even worse he had been affected by a holy miracle. He
doubted that a sternly worded letter would be all that hell had to offer for such transgressions. On the other
hand… He had no reason to hurry anywhere for the next two weeks. And he quite enjoyed the easy
companionship with another supernatural being. He didn’t have to pretend around Aziraphale. And the angel
did not seem to be too bothered by the letter. If he thought it was save…
“Yes, I’ll get us another round.” Crowley once more turned away from Aziraphale.
Before he could get very far he heard the angel’s voice again. This time he sounded just like carefree Aziraphale
again:
“And some olives. And some cheese and bread would be nice.”
Crowley smiled at the angel returning to their usual repartee.
“And how dear Angel, am I supposed to carry all of that?”
Aziraphale got up and joined Crowley on his way to the bar.
“I’ll come with you.”
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The Invitation to Summer Part II
Electra Rhodes
(For tags and summary, see part 1)
oOoOoOo
“Crowley, I want you to know that this is a rum sort of seduction. It seems to me I’m doing all the work!”
Crowley continued to look at the painting on the wall of the Tate Gallery’s special exhibition.
“I thought you liked William Blake?”
Aziraphale looked around the busy room.
“I did. I do. Odd chap. Kind wife. And thank you for the ticket. But really. It seems to me this retirement project
of yours isn’t going terribly well.”
Crowley stepped back from the painting and put his head on one side.
“Kind of you to be concerned. But I wouldn’t worry. I think it’s all going swimmingly.”
“But you’ve done nothing. Said nothing. I know you said it wasn’t externals. But. All we seem to do is the usual
run of things. A trip here. A meal there. There’s nothing new.”
Crowley smiled and glanced at him, head still tipped to one side.
“Thinking about it are we?”
Aziraphale sighed.
“Honestly? I’ve done little else. It’s been weeks.” He murmured. “I did wonder if we meant the same thing by
seduction at all.”
Crowley looked at him properly.
“Something like the ways one partner convinces another to pursue an intimacy originally considered
undesirable. Thinking about what I might do for you, or you for me.”
Aziraphale looked at him miserably.
“Well, yes. Both. And.”
“Ahh, so. Wondering if it was a bit of a tease? Or were we hoping for a grand gesture?”
Aziraphale sat heavily on one of the benches that ran along the centre of the room.
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“Possibly both.” He grumbled.
Crowley sat down beside him. Aziraphale turned to him expectantly. Crowley leaned a little closer.
“The tea room here is really good. Or we could walk along the Thames. I’m easy. Which would you prefer?”
Aziraphale watched as he sauntered casually from the room. He sighed. Crowley really did have the most
splendid bottom.
********
Aziraphale’s nose twitched. He fussed at some books, frowning at one inserted into the shelving upside down.
Perhaps to remind someone to purchase on a future occasion. Or to indicate how far along they had browsed.
None of that, he thought to himself, none of that. He righted the book.
They had continued to dine together, they had got drunk on a decent Chateau Neuf du Pape, they’d even been
on two drives into the countryside. But not a word. Just the usual interested attention. The careful curation of
possibilities.
Aziraphale sniffed again. Of course he’d noticed the appreciative looks whilst they were out. It was hard to miss
the casual flirtations, the interest. He knew people found Crowley attractive. With his slinking hips and tight
behind. His quirking eyebrows. His mobile mouth. The way he...
He flumphed into his favourite chair. Of course people found Crowley attractive. Sexy. He wriggled against his
thought. Well. Yes. Sexy. Crowley was all sex on long legs.
Aziraphale’s thoughts halted like a train that has finally understood the meaning of the word terminal. Slinky,
sexy, interested Crowley. Who was hell bent on seducing him.
He ahemed to himself, startling his heart as it found an effort had been made. An effort that was just stirring
into attention. Aziraphale glanced down at his lap. Oh dear.
********
Crowley smiled slightly as Aziraphale dealt with a customer. He could almost taste Aziraphale’s desperate
capitulation. Still, faint heart never won fair maid. It wouldn’t do to overplay his hand.
“Anything planned this week?”
Aziraphale looked at him sharply.
“What have you got in mind?”
“Nothing in particular. I just wondered. Might go for a putter around.”
“Oh yes? Country pub is it?”
Crowley smiled.
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“Thinking about finding a place. Retirement. You know.”
Aziraphale pouted, a small pooch of his lips.
“I thought I was your retirement project!”
Crowley glittered at him from behind his glasses.
“Do both at the same time. Don’t you think. Nice house, good view, bit of garden, a mile of shelves. Somewhere
to cherish. Something precious.”
Aziraphale paused, and considered his punctuation.
“I’d have to look. I wouldn’t want to commit to anything sight unseen.”
Crowley shrugged.
“Sure. Wouldn’t imagine anything different.” He straightened up. “Be seeing you then. Give me a ring if you
fancy it. Or I will. If I decide to pop off.”
He was out of the door before Aziraphale could stop him. The echo of that plosive ‘p’ bouncing around the
atrium of Aziraphale’s mind. Again.
********
Crowley had thought Aziraphale might hold out for a week. In the end it was just three days.
“Where are we going then?”
Aziraphale sat in the passenger seat of the Bentley. He’d made several efforts for this little sojourn. And rather
hoped he hadn’t been to obvious about any of them. It wouldn’t do to seem too keen.
Crowley didn’t reply but Aziraphale followed the drift of the route down through the southern reaches of
London heading for the A3.
He watched the speedometer with a frown. For once, to his chagrin, Crowley moderated his speed.
Ninety minutes later he pulled into a lay-by next to a small red brick cottage set back from the road. There was a
for sale sign slumped against the garden gate.
Aziraphale followed Crowley inside. He didn’t ask how it was he already had the key.
In the room with all the shelves he stared out of the french windows down the garden. Squinting in the golden
light that suffused the room. Warmed him through. He felt something clenched unfurl inside. A shiny acorn
heeding the call of spring, putting forth shoots. He hardly knew what to say.
He was quiet throughout the journey back to Soho. Crowley kept his face impressively still.
101

********
“Come to dinner. I’ll make something, nothing fancy, don’t get too excited.”
Crowley managed to keep the smile out of his voice as he listened to his angel down the line. Aziraphale always
sounded short when he was trying to agree to something without being too obvious about it. As though there
were more gaps in longer sentences where his hopes might leak through.
“Shall I bring something?”
“Decent loaf would be kind. Maybe some milk. Sixish do you?”
“Sixish it is.”
He arrived on time and Aziraphale half expected him to come bearing flowers or chocolates or something
declarative. But Crowley wordlessly handed over a litre of milk in a waxed carton and a loaf of bread from the
french bakery near his flat.
They sat and ate, crowded into a table in the back room, next to the unnameable kitchen.
It was a passable chicken risotto. There was a crisp bit of endive to go with it. And some wild greens to offset
the sweetness of the rice. The bread sopped up the juices.
Dessert was a creme caramel. The taste a slippery moan of pleasure.
Aziraphale watched as Crowley sucked his spoon clean. He tried not to swallow too obviously. Desire and terror
were twin demons harrying him with little pitchforks. But he couldn’t go on like this. What if Crowley left
London? That glorious house with its promise of summer days. He shuddered. And summer nights. That
bedroom. Crowley hadn’t even laboured the point. One beautiful bed fit for two kings. With an adjacent
bathroom, and that positively sinful tub. Certainly better than the one in hell, which really ought to have been
the last word as these things go.
He watched as Crowley leaned back in his chair, and closed his eyes against the low light of the candles. He was
the picture of contented satisfaction. Not even hiding behind his glasses as he stretched languorously.
Aziraphale licked his lips, his mouth a little dry, probably the wine he thought desperately, wondering what
Crowley would do if he rolled over now, and faintly horrified at the image that threw up in his mind. Crowley,
rolling him over, his long hands, his wicked tongue, that firm bottom, his laughing insufferable insinuating gravel
of a voice. He shivered. He looked at his friend and saw that Crowley was watching him. Maybe it was going to
happen tonight. Maybe this careful indifference was all a calculated ploy. Well, he was ready. He sat up a little
and smiled. Crowley smiled back and eased forwards in his chair.
“Need a hand with the washing up?”
Aziraphale wondered if it was possible to discorporate, on the spot, from thwarted desire.
********
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The following morning Aziraphale lay alone in his own comfortable, but rather narrow bed, staring at the ceiling,
his wings, for only the second time in countless millennia, fully extended and hanging off over the edges.
He’d woken, startled by the complexity of his own mental erotica. Usually the limits of his daydreamed passions
involved a quick cuddle, something vague and blurry in the middle, followed by a nice hot cup of tea. The dream
that had woken him though had been complex, rich in texture, saturated by sensuality, alive with a heady, nay
veritably throbbing pleasure. Wings stretched outwards, yearning like a budding green leaf, hurtling towards a
welcoming pulse of startling brightness.
He’d taken care of that quickly, and now lay basking in its afterglow.
It had all been rather lovely. He let out a long breath he hadn’t realised he’d been holding.
He pulled a pillow over his heated face and held it there. Perhaps he could hide from his own desires? He could
almost hear Crowley laugh at him. Yes well, it was working out too well, he could admit to that. Sneaky serpent.
Leading him on. Teasing. Making suggestions. Promising. Tantalising him.
He threw the pillow across the room and was somewhat relieved when it didn’t add insult to injury and burst in
a feather filled flummox. He rather thought he might. He persuaded his wings to tuck neatly away.
********
Crowley suppressed a smile. Aziraphale was standing at the camera phone entrance to his flat. He was a little
awkward, standing there, not quite hopping from foot to foot, with a large bunch of peonies tucked under one
arm, and a box of pralines under the other. Come to show him how it should be done he shouldn’t wonder. He
buzzed the front door open.
Aziraphale took the stairs two at a time. At the door he’d barely had time to knock before Crowley opened the
door.
“Come in angel.” He stepped back to let Aziraphale in. “Those are pretty? Off somewhere nice after?”
Aziraphale thrust the flowers and chocolates at him.
“For you. Thought you’d like them. Plants. Those nice chocolate thingies. Thought it’d help.”
“Help?”
“Get on the same page. Catch up.” He frowned and jiggled the two gifts a little in Crowley’s face. “You know.
How it should be done.”
Crowley accepted the flowers.
“You know what peonies mean don’t you angel.”
Aziraphale flushed. Romance. Prosperity. Good fortune. Compassion. A happy marriage.
“Bashfulness? I looked it up.” He held out the chocolates more firmly. Crowley took them too.
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“I’m sure you did.”
Aziraphale followed Crowley into the kitchen. He watched as Crowley set down the chocolates and then
trimmed the peonies’ stems and settled them with a tender hand into an old fashioned wide-mouthed milk
bottle.
“I’ve packed all the vases.” He explained.
Aziraphale looked around. Through the revolving door he could see a stack of wooden packing crates.
“Packed? You’re leaving?” He couldn’t help the note of panic that fluted his voice. “For that house? With the
garden? And the mile of shelves?” His words tumbled out. “That glorious bed? You’re leaving me for that tub?”
Crowley smiled at him.
“It would fit two you know.”
Aziraphale stared at him. Crowley’s eyes crinkled at the edges. He held out a hand. Aziraphale looked at it, he
looked at him, he looked at it again.
“I suppose I ought to try and keep you fully occupied? Make sure there’s not too much time left for tempting?”
Aziraphale let himself be tugged closer.
“I expect I’m a bit of a handful at times.” He continued. “I expect that’s a good thing.”
Crowley tightened his arms round Aziraphale’s waist. Buried his face in the crook of Aziraphale’s neck. Breathed
in the warm cologne and scent of angel he knew so well. There was a subtle shift there. The scent of winter that
usually clung to him was gone. He pulled back a little to look Aziraphale in the face.
“A bit of a handful? I expect you are. Perhaps I should find out?”
He slipped his hands lower and squeezed him again, and then smiled when Aziraphale squeaked..
“Really I’m doing everyone a favour letting you seduce me.”
Crowley closed his eyes.
“You’re too kind Angel.”
Aziraphale smirked.
“Generous to a fault.”
“Determined to have the last word too, I dare say.”
Aziraphale opened his mouth to protest, and then closed it again. He kissed Crowley instead. Anything to stop
him saying anything else. Seduce him, indeed. He’d show him.
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Autocorrupt (*Autocorrect)
K
Rating: Mature
Tags: Crowley’s inventions constantly backfiring at him, Autocorrect is dangerous, Autocorrect is hell
Crowley invents autocorrect to annoy humans. Like everything else, it ends up backfiring on him in the worst
ways possible when Aziraphale decides to start texting.
oOoOoOo
A: Hello, Crowley! I decided to buy a smartphone.
C: finally!!
C: youre gonna enjoy sexting
A: What do you mean, my dear?
C: TEXTING, you’re gonna enjoy texting.
C: sorry angel, the autocorrect sometimes changes what i moan
C: *MEAN
A: Good evening, Crowley. Did you finish redecorating your place?
C: yeah
C: wanna come?
C: ill give you a snake peck
C: *sends picture of the flat*
C: SNEAK PEEK, I could send you a sneak peek
A: Snake peck hehe
A: Good morning, Crowley. Unusually warm day today, don’t you think dear?
C: yeah, im so hot…
C: wanna grab a cock?
C: A COKE
A: Hehe
A: Yes dear, that would be lovely.
C: ok, ill go by the bookshop to lick you up
C: *PICK YOU UP
A: Hello Crowley, could I ask your opinion about something?
C: sure angel
C: bit of a hurry rn though
A: Since it’s so warm lately, I bought this tank top. But I’m not sure it fits my style.
A: *sends picture of himself with the tank top*
C: looks very cool
C i must love you now
C: I MEANT LEAVE YOU
C: AARRGHH AUTOCORRECT LET ME LOVE!!!!!
C: *LIVE ………...………
C: Hey Angel, im making a cake
C: half naked now
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A: Mmm… Scrumptious...
C. (i obviously meant *half baked…)
A: Yes, of course.
C: Angel
C: cock is ready, are you horny? you could come to my place and have a bite
C: *CAKE
C: AND HUNGRY, ARE YOU HUNGRY
C: FFS IM THROWING THIS HOLY THONG OUT THE WINDOW
C: *THIIIIING!!!!!
A: You go too fast, Crowley.
A: You should write slowlier :)
C: SHUT UP
A: Look Crowley, my new tartan bow tie arrived!
A: *sends picture of himself smiling widely with his new bow tie*
C: tartan bow tie...
C: make me wanna kiss
C: *HISSSS
C: HAIL THE AUTOCORRUPT
C: HATE THE AUTOCORRECTTTT!!!!¡¡¡!!
A: Crowley, do you want to get some *eggplant emoji**peach emoji*
A: (I’ve decided to start using emojis. These ones of food are lovely)
C: ANGEL DONG
C: *DON’T
A: Hello Crowley, could you help me later with some things at the bookshop?
C: depends
C: are you gonna give me a hand job?
C: *HARD JOB!!
C: Angel where are you?
C: we have a problem
C: we need to fuck
A: Ok, I’m at the bookshop.
C: A PROBLEM WE NEED TO FIX
C: WHAT DO YOU MEAN OK?!?!!?
C: anyway Angel, we should meet
C: wanna feed the dicks?
C: THE DUCKS JESUS FEED THE DUCKS
C: or we could make out on the bus
C: MEET ON THE BUS
A: Whatever you want, dear. Or we could have dinner at the Ritz, perhaps?
C: perfect
C: we will drink quite extraordinary amounts of jizz in the ritz
C: *FIZZ
C: what about sex thirsty?
C: *SIX THIRTY
A: Tickety-boo.
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C: i think we should have a good wedding today
C: satan, i cant resist it anymore...
A: Oh dear, I thought you’d never ask *heart emoji*
C: i deactivated the fucking autocorrect
C: WAIT WHAT
C: I MEANT WEATHER!!!
C: ARE YOU REALLY GOING TO MARRY ME?!?!?
*KEYBOARD APP NOTIFICATION: “You’re welcome!”*
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The Lift: Scenario Two
Madison May

maddiemaynot

Rating: Teen and up
Tags: Love confession, That’s it, Just 1.4k words of build up to a love confession, Soft, Fluff, I guess, Crowley
has a vendetta against pigeons because I couldn’t work out how to make a duck work in this scenario,
And Aziraphale hates swearing
“What if Aziraphale and Crowley get stuck in a lift together?” Scenario Two: In which Crowley has finally worked
up the nerve to tell Aziraphale how he feels.
oOoOoOo
There’s a clunk and a whir and the diminuendo of a low hum as the electricity dies in the famous London
department store. The loss of power is unusual – back-up generators all around London spring to life to keep
the more important parts of the capital city functioning. Yet, the spark of life fails to ignite in the generator that
serves Harrods. Perhaps it’s some divine intervention from a God who wants to create opportunities, because it
leaves an angel and a demon – who had just enjoyed a rather lovely cream tea on the fourth floor tea room –
trapped in the well decorated elevator, headed down.
“Well shit,” Crowley says.
“Language,” Aziraphale replies. He is standing upright, politely, hands clasped in front of him. The ideal figure to
share a lift with.
Crowley, by contrast, is slouched against the wall. One leg bent up behind him to rest his foot on the wall. His
arms are crossed which, combined with the sunglasses, gives him a closed off and bored appearance. What the
sunglasses hide is the twinkle in his yellow snake eyes – a spark that is ignited only when he has completed
some piece of particularly fun demonic activity; or when he’s just spent an evening watching his favourite angel
enjoy scones and tea.
Since the Not-Apocalypse, Crowley had relaxed somewhat on the demonic activities. Sure, it was still fun to
cause mischief every now and again but since the debacle with the M25, he’d found keeping the demonic
activity to a minimum to be a much more pleasurable way to live. So, when Aziraphale says “Is this your doing,
Crowley?” Crowley isn’t lying when he denies all knowledge of the power cut.
He’s happy. These past few weeks, he suspects he’s been as happy as he’s ever been in the 6000 years he’s
spent on Earth. The apocalypse has been averted. Heaven is no longer peering down at Aziraphale’s actions and
the angel is much more relaxed and open. Hell is no longer peering up at Crowley and it’s like a 6000 year
pressure has been relieved. He’s happy because he’s spent more evenings with Aziraphale in the last month
than he had in the past six millennia. He’s happy because he’s finally worked up the nerve to define the
relationship between himself and the angel. He’s happy because they are now trapped in a lift together and he
can’t put it off any longer.
He’s not entirely sure if he should be happy about the last one. His procrastinator nature should be screaming at
him to start up a very uneventful game of ‘I Spy’ or similar. Instead, he’s focused. He’s got the words formed in
his brain and they’re on the tip of his tongue. All he needs to do is open his mouth and spit them out.
He’s tried before of course. Not just in rehearsing the scenario in his daydreams – he’s actually got as far as
“Angel, I’ve been thinking-”. And every single time something happens. He loses his nerve, he gets distracted.
He’s started too quietly and Aziraphale has just continued talking without hearing him. One fateful time, while
they were picnicking in St James’ Park, a particularly hateful pigeon had chosen that moment to do its business
right on Crowley’s shoulder. He had snapped his fingers, hard, and sent the pigeon flying in circles in its own
personal tornado, which Crowley had enjoyed watching immensely until Aziraphale simply said “that’s quite
enough my dear” in that quiet way of his. Crowley, ever subservient to the desires of his angel, had released the
pigeon, which flew off looking rather more dazed than it had before.
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“Pigeons.” Crowley says, out loud.
“What was that, dear?” Aziraphale asks. He has moved from his position in the centre of the lift and is peering
intently at the buttons next to the door.
“I said: “Pigeons”,” Crowley responds. “What are you doing, angel?”
“I’m sure there’s supposed to be a way to call for help on one of these buttons in these contraptions.”
Crowley blinks and in the crook of his arm he snaps his fingers quietly. Any button labelled ‘Help’ on the panel
had now ceased to exist. Crowley might not have caused the power cut, but he’s damned if he isn’t going to
take advantage of the situation now that it’s arisen. “No pigeons in metal boxes.”
Aziraphale straightens up and sighs. “I’m afraid I shall have to have a sharp word with the manager of this
establishment. It does rather seem to be against health and safety precautions to not have a way of contacting
the outside world. Why do you keep talking about pigeons, my dear boy?”
Crowley shifts his weight guiltily from one foot to the other. He resolves to leave a large tip the next time they
come here, by way of apology. He’s been on the end of Aziraphale’s sharp tongue before and he wouldn’t wish
that on his worst enemy. Well. Maybe on Gabriel but…
“Remember the pigeon that shit on my shoulder?”
“Language. And yes, I do. You sent the poor thing flying off with a very sore head. Took a minor miracle to make
sure it got to roost safely!”
“It shit on my jacket, angel. It’s lucky I didn’t pluck it and cook it right there and then!”
“Crowley if you insist on cursing in every sentence then I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”
“I’m a demon, angel. We swear. Besides, I can’t go anywhere, we’re stuck in this lift, remember?”
“Ah, yes. Good point. About the lift, mean. You can still watch your language.”
Crowley growls slightly under his breath and then steels himself. “Anyway. Aziraphale. Angel. I’ve been
thinking–”
Aziraphale cuts him off, slightly too loudly, “Perhaps, after all this is sorted, we could go on the hunt for a proper
supper. Something more substantial than scones. There’s a fabulous new restaurant opened up in the west
end–”
Crowley shakes his head and interrupts in return. “No, angel. Listen to me. I’ve been thinking.” He pauses to
gather his thoughts and he’s once again interrupted by the angel.
“Of course, we could always go back to the bookshop and I could miracle us up something tasty. A hearty
something or other to round the day off, perhaps some sort of meat pie and ma-UNF!”
“Will you stop talking about food, angel!” Crowley has darted, like the snake he once was, across the lift and
pressed a hand over the angel’s mouth. The blue eyes widen as Crowley hisses: “Lisssten to me,” and he pauses
once again to gather his thoughts. He’s never reached this point before. In his fantasies, his internal rehearsals,
he’s always been smooth, suave. He would be lounging against something, peering at the angel through the
dark lenses of his glasses, and he would say something cool like ‘Really, after six thousand years together, it only
makes sense that we take this… further…”
He’s never got this far in reality before. And never once in his daydreams has he got one hand over Aziraphale’s
mouth, the other pressed into those soft curls. They’re as soft as they look and Crowley’s brain is going into
overdrive – he imagines grabbing hold of those curls and bringing his thin lips to meet the angel’s plump ones.
He imagines all but wrapping himself around Aziraphale’s body, pressing himself as close as he canNo. Thinking. He’s supposed to be thinking, talking right now. What was it? Oh yes.
“Angel, the thing is, I’ve been thinking, it’s really. Well. Six thousand years. Together. Or adjacent. And we nearly
ran away to Alpha Centauri. Except we didn’t because of Armageddon but we could have. So, it’s not a huge
step really. And there’s no pigeons in this metal box. But Armageddon. We stopped it, didn’t we? Because we
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love humanity. I love humanity. But not really. Well, I am fond of them, but it turns out, really, that it’s not them
I’m in love with. It’s pigeons. No! Sorry. Not pigeons. You. That’s it. You, not humanity. Or pigeons.”
It’s a garbled mess of a speech and Crowley hates himself with every word that seems to force its way out of his
mouth. Shut up, shut up, shut UP, he’s screaming at himself.
Aziraphale’s eyes have relaxed again now. They’re forming those familiar crinkles in the corners that often
accompany a smile. Crowley could melt under those smiles. His brain is a whirling mess of self-loathing and
angel smiles of yore, when Aziraphale’s hand comes up and gently nudges Crowley’s away from his mouth.
“Crowley,” Aziraphale looks straight into Crowley’s own eyes, a feat that should be impossible given the dim
light and the sunglasses. “My dear boy. I love you too.”
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Chocolate Stains
Angel Grace
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Wingfic, Food in Unconventional Locations, First Time
When Aziraphale is in a spot of trouble, of course Crowley will come to his aid.
oOoOoOo
“Angel, you won’t believe what…” Crowley’s voice trailed off, the little chime of Aziraphale’s shop door closing
behind him suddenly impossibly loud.
“What. What are you doing?” He stared at the angel who was standing in broad daylight in the middle of his
Soho shop, his open to the public little bookshop, with his wings FULLY CORPOREALISED!
Taking a deep breath, Crowley was ready and raring to go into a rant at Aziraphale’s irresponsible behaviour,
when the man - celestial being - turned miserable eyes on him.
“Crowley. How lovely to see you.” The greeting sounded truly wretched as Aziraphale tried to squish his wings
down... and failed spectacularly.
“Angel, what’s wrong?” Crowley took two steps forward, his hand extended towards the feathery expanse. He
caught himself before he did something truly stupid, of course. There were some rules even he didn’t ignore.
“I… fell asleep.” Aziraphale looked even more unhappy, if that was possible.
Crowley frowned. With a snap of his fingers, the shop’s door was locked and the blinds drawn. Add a little
demonic protection and nothing short of god or satan themselves was getting in now.
“You fell asleep. Right. And how does that translate to you standing in the middle of your shop with your wings
out for all and sundry to see?” He wasn’t jealous, he really wasn’t. Aziraphale could show his wings to anyone he
wanted, really. Maybe not mere mortals, but still…
“I didn’t mean to!” Aziraphale dropped down on the nearest chair, his wings instinctively shifting to lift over the
back. “I was reading and I fell asleep and I dropped…”
Crowley waited, but Aziraphale didn't seem inclined to continue, merely fidgeting in his seat and shifting his
wings in tandem. No demonic torture could ever get him to admit it, but the angel looked adorable. More like a
cherub than the seraphim he really was. Finally losing his patience, Crowley prompted: “And you dropped…
what exactly?”
“...mnmnnm…”
“I’m sorry, what was that?”
“My CHOCOLATE alright! I fell asleep and somehow I manifested my wings and they knocked into my coco and it
spilled all over them! There, are you happy now?” Aziraphale hunched over, his wings curling protectively
around him to hide his embarrassment. Their shifting did indeed reveal a few brown streaks amongst the dowy
white, trailing up towards Aziraphale’s back.
Ah yes, chocolate. Claimed and despised by heaven and hell equally. After all, something that devine must be
sinful, right? The confection’s dual nature meant it possessed some rather strange properties. As it was, no
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miracle, be it divine or demonic, worked on it. It was literally outside both of their scopes. Why Aziraphale,
who'd always been such a stickler for toeing the company line, had developed a taste for the stuff, was anyone's
guess. However, it meant that his wings were firmly stuck on this plane of existence until all traces of cocoa had
been removed.
“Right.” Crowley wrinkled his nose. “I assume you still haven't gotten around to miracling yourself a nice little
bathroom in this place?”
Aziraphale shrugged, his wings following and exaggerating the motion. “Never really saw the point.”
“Point of what?” Crowley replied distractedly, his eyes tracking the minute shifting of the Angel's wings.
“Of taking up valuable space with a room I have no use for,” Aziraphale sounded exasperated.
“You mean, a room you can't fill with books,” the demon snarked back. “And I'd say you've got a use for it now.
A shower would clear that chocolate out pretty quickly.”
“As if,” Aziraphale sniffed, “you know what a nightmare wet wings can be. There must be a better way!”
“I... could give you a hand?” Crowley was deliberately not making eye contact, studying the walls, the books,
anything as long as he didn't have to look at the angel. Wings were private. Extremely so. To have someone,
anyone touch them was... unimaginable. For a demon to do so... “You know what, forget I said anything. Silly
idea. How about we get...”
“All right.” The words, though whisper quiet, cut through Crowley's babbling like a hot knife through butter.
“What, what did you say?”
“Dear me Crowley, I do believe I was quite clear the first time.” Aziraphale rose and turned, presenting his back
in all its feathered glory to Crowley.
“Right.” He raked his hand through his hair. “Right,” he repeated. Damn. He sounded like a feckless idiot. Who
cared that he had just been handed one of his fantasies on a silver platter? Pull yourself together Crowley! “I’ll
just…”
With a snap and a little demonic miracle, he materialised a soft cloth and steaming basin of fragrant water. His
hands actually trembled as he wrung out the soft fabric and hesitantly touched it to Aziraphale’s back. The angel
didn’t react, apart from a slight lessening of the tension in his shoulders.
What followed was an endless succession of stroking each primary from base to tip, carefully preening each
feather as he went. His mind focussed completely on his task, he hurriedly pulled away when Aziraphale opened
his wings wider.
“Oh please my dear, do continue.” Was he imagining things or did Aziraphale sound just slightly breathless?
Daring to step closer than before, he started tackling the shorter secondaries. The chocolate stains were heavier
here, though nowhere near as bad as towards the centre of his back. Crowley bent his head, inhaling deeply.
The mixture of warm chocolate, warm wings and warm Aziraphale was heady, more intoxicating than any drug
or priceless spirit could hope to be.
Spotting an errant quill wedged deeply into the dense plumage Crowley dug in, his clever fingers straightening
feathers as he pulled the interloper out.
Aziraphale gave a full body shudder, his breath stuttering momentarily. The angel’s wings seemed to tremble for
a second, then curved in closer towards Crowley.
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“Been a while?” Crowley wanted to be flippant, teasing the angel about the poor upkeep of the wings he was
tending. Instead, his voice sounded unrecognisable to his own ears, deep and husky.
Not getting an answer beyond a shrug of broad shoulders, which translated into wings brushing long primaries
against the fabric of Crowley’s trousers in a tickling caress, he doubled down on his task.
Finally moving onto the tertiaries closest to Aziraphale’s back, Crowley took a deep breath. There was a large
chocolate stain where skin turned to down. He gripped his cloth more firmly. He should just wipe it down and
be done with it. He was already holding on by a thread as it was.
Get it done. That would be the right thing to do. The good thing to do. Only, he wasn’t good. He was a demon.
Even demons had limits. Taking another deep breath to fill his lungs with the drug that was Aziraphale and
chocolate, Crowley closed his eyes and finally gave into his impulses.
Flattening his tongue, he licked a wide strip down the angel’s back, the feel of soft skin and ticklish down
flooding his senses.
Aziraphale tensed, sucking in air, his wings quivering.
Oh god, satan, whoever, he’d fucked up royally. Grasping for something, anything to fix this, Crowley whispered:
“Angel, I…” He didn’t get any further.
Aziraphale let out a deep groan and stepped back, pushing his back against the demon’s front, his wings curving
around effectively trapping him there. “Crowley…” His voice broke, heat and something else trembling in the
soft sound, “please don’t stop…”
Stopping was the farthest thing from his mind as Crowley bent his head, the intoxicating smell seducing him all
over again.
He tried another broad sweep of his tongue, followed by gentle kitten licks at the wingbase.
Aziraphale trembled, the movement easily felt from where Crowley had gripped his sides.
When he pointed his tongue and dug in between the feathers, lightly touching the vulnerable skin underneath,
his angel’s legs buckled, breath stuttering out.
Crowley was relentless. Using his demonic strength to hold the quivering body up, he just kept going. All traces
of chocolate long gone, he was getting pure Aziraphale with every touch. A slow rumbling came from the demon
as he kept finding new places to lick, to nuzzle, to rub his face in.
Settling his lips on Aziraphale’s back where the muscles controlling the wings were thickest, he latched on and
sucked, marking the pristine skin, a bruise quickly blooming under his lips.
Aziraphale let out a cry and in an impressive display of agility, twisted around in Crowley’s arms, his wing
soaring over the demon’s head.
Panting, he nearly hung in the demon’s arms, his head bent as he tried to regain a semblance of composure.
“Crowley…”
The demon swallowed, his own breath unsteady. He’d gone too far, he knew he had. Any second now,
Aziraphale would rally and banish him. After all, he’d broken one of the strictest taboos either of their sides had.
Touching another’s wings was… personal. Intimate. In a way that all the seduction and all the sex in the world
wasn’t. And he’d gone in full throttle. Moving too fast indeed. He…
“It doesn’t seem fair,” Aziraphale sounded hoarse, as if he’d been screaming for some time. He had done that,
he’d hurt his angel however unintentionally. Crowley tried to step back, to put some distance between them,
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only to be stopped by arms wrapping around his waist, holding on with angelic strength. Aziraphale continued:
“not fair at all my dear, that you alone should get to taste.”
He had only a second to process those words before those plump lips descended on his and Crowley was lost.
Wrapping his own arms around Aziraphale’s shoulders, hands gripping wings’ edges for dear life, he gave
himself over to the moment. Their tongues, first shy, tips just touching, started digging deep to find all the
different tastes the other had to offer.
Time ceased to hold meaning. When they finally broke apart, an hour or a century might have passed. Neither
cared. Resting their foreheads together, their breaths mingling still, they tried to regain their bearings.
“Angel?” Crowley’s voice was soft, careful. “Are you ok? I’m not going to fast for you, am I?”
Aziraphale’s hand crept up, tracing his demon’s lips as his own folded into a rather naughty smile. Daintily
licking at a smear of chocolate that’d found its way to the side of Crowley’s swollen lips, the angel whispered:
“No my dear, I believe you are going right my speed,” and dove in for another taste.
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The End (of the beginning)
A Not-So-Nice and Accurate Guide to Sex on a
Stick, By Anthony J. Crowley, Demon
Mags

AndEthereal

antastik_obskurials

Rating: Mature (continued non-explicit references to sex)
Tags: Humour; Fluff; Crack-ish; Sexually experienced Crowley; Implied virgin Aziraphale; Sexually unsatisfied
and confused Crowley; Footnotes; Runaway food metaphors; Pining; Jealousy; Crowley complains about
skinny people which is purely for comedic purposes (and to push him toward Aziraphale); mentions of
having sex and not enjoying it.
Crowley has spent 6,000 years trying to figure out what’s so great about sex while being pursued by bony humans
and pining fruitlessly for a not-so-bony angel. After the world doesn’t end, the two of them get around to defining
Crowley’s status as ‘sex on a stick.’
oOoOoOo
Of all the things to ever baffle the legions of the damned, humanity’s preoccupation with sex was at the top of
the list. Sure, there were the incubi and succubi, and every demon worth their soot knew the value of the more
salacious kind of tempting. But it was a job; generally considered to be more interesting than being on drippingbucket duty, less entertaining than a bit of torture. Useful. No one ever claimed the humans weren’t bloody weird
anyway.
For all that Crowley prided himself on having his finger on the pulse of humanity, it was something he was never
terribly sure about either. Adam and Eve had made a pretty good go of enjoying themselves with it, and that was
before the whole getting-kicked-out-over-an-apple business. What exactly was sinful about it was as much of a
mystery to him as the problem with knowing good from evil. Plenty of people said that it was the enjoying it bit
that was bad (which, ok that sounded like Upstairs) but nobody had said anything when the first couple were
bumping uglies in full view of a few guardian angels and a certain snake that ended up quite put off his afternoon
nap.
Really, Crowley wanted to ask someone what all the fuss was about, but there weren’t many people to ask. The
first time he tried talking to Aziraphale about it, somewhere between the Almighty’s Mighty Wet Tantrum and
them nailing that poor bugger from Galilee to a big wooden cross, he’d stumbled over his words so badly the
angel thought he was choking and tried to give him the Heimlich manoeuvre.
The first time he’d ever discussed sex with Aziraphale somewhat successfully was at that restaurant in Rome while
watching the angel eat oysters.
“So, enjoying all the orgies, are we?”
“I have no idea what you mean.” The look the angel flashed him asserted that he knew exactly what he meant,
but it was impolite to raise the subject over dinner.
“Oh, come on. I’m a demon, I hear things. Can’t be hanging around the top seats in Rome without a good orgy
cropping up! Someone got a commendation for that; wasn’t me this time unfortunately-”
“It’s not as vulgar as you’re making it out to be! Well, not always.”
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A delicate flush was making its way up the angel’s neck. Crowley nearly choked on his wine.
“Wait- so you’ve actually gone to an orgy? You, an angel?”
“Well I didn’t realise! I was invited to this party and Gaius puts on such a magnificent spread, so I thought, well,
when in Rome. But then, it all got a bit… amorous.”
“Oh angel! Did you… partake?”
“Don’t be ridiculous.”
“Not even a little nibble?” He couldn’t help pushing. That flush had spread to the cheeks and Aziraphale was
becoming what Crowley privately referred to as ‘gave-the-sword-away’ flustered.
“Stop it Crowley! Not everyone does- things- at these things.”
“Little bit of voyeurism then? Very holy of you.”
“It’s not – it’s not what you’re implying. And anyway, as long as everyone is enjoying themselves and it’s all above
board…I don’t see the harm in making love instead of fighting endless wars.”
“Love? I think you’re thinking of another ‘L’ word, angel.”
“Love comes in many forms. And what would you know about it anyway, you’re a demon.”
“Yeah. Right. Only the one ‘L’ word for me.” Those bloody oysters had gone to his throat. He made sure to put an
appropriate sneer in his voice. “I’m getting more wine.”
After that, Crowley figured he’d find his own answers if there were any. Not everyone could be an orgy-watching
angel after all, and having hang-ups about one of the top sins was bad for the image. It just seemed like so much
bloody effort though; there had to be some reward.
The first experiment involved a sweet blonde barbarian girl, soft and plump and pink-cheeked, who he hadn’t
quite meant to stare at for quite so long. She brought him a drink and later brought him to a soft bed in a dark
corner. That was when he realised he had absolutely no clue what he was doing. It was awkward. Then it was wet
and a bit sticky. Then it was…quite nice actually, before she threw her head back and a flush washed up her pale
throat and suddenly Crowley could taste oysters.
One experiment didn’t mean failure, however. Fair-haired and curvy was out, but there were plenty more fish in
the sea. If he was interested. Which turned out to be less than he’d first imagined. However, he soon realised that
Aloof and Disinterested was apparently a seduction technique, and even if he never did anything about it, he was
getting the job done just by slinking around and lazily inspiring Lust.
That was when another Problem made itself known. It only ever seemed to be the humans confident in their own
sexual attractiveness that ever actually approached him. And for some thrice-be-damned reason those people all
too closely mirrored Crowley himself in the looks department. Tall and lean, smirking eyes and lips. It only got
fucking worse in the twentieth century. What had been the occasional offer became a constant barrage of sexstarved beanpoles throwing themselves at him. Sometimes he let them. Crowley never had to actually try to find
a sexual partner, he just took to lounging alluringly somewhere until someone came along and offered to shag
him senseless. Which, for the record, only ever happened the once, and that’s because the stupid prick tried to
change position too close to the edge of the bed and the next Crowley knew he was waking up on the floor with
a concussion from whacking his head on a pointy bedside table.
So frankly, in Crowley’s opinion, sex was usually fucking awful. Especially with people resembling himself. Bones
everywhere, bits digging in. He didn’t feel all of his 6000 years very often but when there’s some sort of pincushion
on top of you making noises resembling an amorous hedgehog, you do think that maybe sitting at home (or a
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bookshop) with a good book (having someone read you a good book anyway) and a glass (bottle) of wine would
be more fun.
Crowley he would say he’s like a crunchy biscuit – like say, a skinny biscotti. A snappy biscuit. But see, snappy little
biscuits need a bit of something to soften them up. You don’t just go around rubbing hard little biscuits together,
no. You dip them in tea or coffee (or cocoa). You smother them in cream or icing or chocolate. It’s a sad bloody
biscuit that just sits there in its own crunch, but if crunch was all that was available to him, Crowley would just
make do. He made up his mind to grumble only a little, to put his lounging abilities to good use now and then and
watch the brief flashes of annoyance it caused in a certain angel.
But then came the After. After standing side by side with the son of Satan in a desperate hope to keep a green
and blue blob spinning. After hands held, faces exchanged, wearing Aziraphale’s body as his own. Nothing was
the same, the distance between them worn away. And yet, nothing terribly much changed.
Still, Crowley was on cloud fucking nine most of the time. He could stare at Aziraphale all he wanted, could lounge
around the bookshop to his black little heart’s content. Some nights he didn’t bother leaving, just curled up on
the sofa and drifted off to the sound of the angel reading and humming.
Then came the little touches. Warm and soft and a little tentative. Hands brushed shoulders, knees, crept across
a pink cheek. They hadn’t got around to kissing. And Crowley really didn’t care if they ever did. Sex had never
been much to write home about, and he’d take holding hands with his angel over that any day.
The jealousy was new, though. Or at least newly obvious. As Crowley hung around the bookshop more often, the
covetous stares that used to follow him elsewhere began to follow him there too. An older gentleman who slipped
Crowley his card with a wink was rather lucky Aziraphale didn’t have that flaming sword lying around anymore. It
was like electric up Crowley’s spine, and an experiment was in order.
He brought out his arsenal of tried-and-true seduction techniques: Lounging Seductively Against Walls, Draping
Strategically Over Furniture, Overly Enjoying Ice Cream. And it was bringing in some results.
“She was clearly flirting with you.”
Aziraphale was doing something that may have been reorganising books but looked an awful lot like banging
things.
“Don’t be stupid, that wasn’t flirting.”
He wasn’t even listening.
“Not that that’s anything new. ‘That Crowley, sex on a stick he is,’ the number of times I’ve been subjected to that
ludicrous phrase! And you just encourage them with- with all your- bloody wiles!”
Bang went another stack of books. Aziraphale’s sleeves were rolled up ever so slightly and the flex of his wrists
was making Crowley feel a bit funny.
“Sex on a stick?!”
“That’s what they say! What an idiom!”
“What is it with humans and sticks? Can you have sex on a stick? Sticky sex? Ugh, well. Obviously.”
“I’m sure I wouldn’t know my dear.” Well, that voice had a distinct chill.
“Oh, come on angel, a treat like you. I’m sure there’ve been plenty of… sticky… things.” Crowley was aware this
was a dreadful way of approaching the subject after so many years. It was not stopping him.
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“Not all of us are given to casual trysts,” Aziraphale sniffed.
“Formal trysts then? Would have to be, with a word like ‘tryst.’’
“Don’t give me that Crowley, you wrote enough poetry about trysts and ‘star crossed lovers’ back in the day!”
“I was drunk and lost a bet with Shakespeare, the tosser.”
Another couple might have realised they were due a discussion about their feelings. This, however, was Aziraphale
and Crowley, who coped with the argument as they had with similar ones for six thousand years. Namely, by
getting extremely drunk.
“Is sex always sticky?” Aziraphale’s brow was furrowed; he was slurring slightly and kept repeating the word
‘sticky’.
Crowley was trying to remember.
“Mmmm. S’pose it is. Ssssticky’s not that bad. ‘S the fuckin’ pointy bits.”
“Pointy bits?”
“Pointy bits! ‘S like- hard biscuits with no chocolate. Fuckin’- fuckin’ sssmores without marshmallows!”
“I like smores.” The furrow was growing.
“You’re a marshmallow. Like, a chocolatey covered marshmallow except an angel.”
Aziraphale lit up.
“But that’s perfect! We- t-together we make a smore!”
Crowley kissed him.
It turned out that kissing Aziraphale was the most deeply arousing thing Crowley had ever experienced. He wanted
to climb out of his own skin, wanted to kneel at his angel’s feet and beg. It also turned out that you could actually
only kiss for so long before cramp set in and you couldn’t feel your lips anymore.
Aziraphale pushed him back.
“I want to know about the pointy bits. And the sticky bits. I want to know everything,” Crowley poured them some
more wine and told him. Aziraphale nodded and hummed and asked questions and appeared to take unnatural
delight in crying ‘You adulterer!’ when Crowley told him about having to seduce a politician’s model wife as part
of a job.
“So, you aren’t very sexually attracted to people of the slender variety then?”
“Pointy. Too much friction, angel, ‘s like tryna start a fire rubbing two sticks together.”
“Hmm. What about the more muscle-bound variety then?”
“Haven’t tried too much. Was put off after this one bloke came on to me by saying ‘I bet you’d look gorgeous on
your knees.’”
Aziraphale looked appropriately outraged.
“And what did you say?!”
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Crowley grinned.
“Told ‘im I only had knees on Tuesdays.”
They cackled in unison. Aziraphale was the first to stop, the little curious furrow in his brow becoming more
concerned.
“They were all fools.”
Crowley shook his head.
“Nah, was just-”
“No.” Aziraphale interrupted him. “They were fools Crowley. And so have I been. To think, between my denying
your loving nature-”
“Steady on now-”
“– and those people, offering you no pleasure –” He broke off, distressed.
“Hey now, hey. It’s alright, angel. We’re here now, yeah? And, well, maybe I was just never cut out for it, doesn’t
matter.”
Aziraphale looked determined now.
“If you just don’t like it, that’s perfectly fine. But tell me Crowley, do you want me?”
“Uhhh…”
“Crowley. Do you want to have sex with me?”
Crowley looked at him, rumpled in outdated clothes, eyes slightly glassy with drink, his cherub’s face and the
dance of his pale hair in the light.
“Fuck yes.”
Aziraphale beamed.
“Then let’s do it!”
Crowley reached for his arm.
“I just – I don’t want it to be bad.”
“If it is then we’ll just try again. Or try something different.” His eyes lit up with what Crowley thought of as Angelic
Chaos. “I can do research! There are so many books in the back, why, there’s a whole section!”
Somewhere in the back of Crowley’s mind was the thought that this should probably not be turning him on. The
rest of him was simply basking in the ridiculous creature who wanted to have sex with him. And have picnics with
him. And walk in the park and eat expensive food and argue over long-dead writers with him. He grinned and
pulled Aziraphale to his unsteady feet.
“Yeah. Fuck it, let’s make smores angel.”
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The Lift: Scenario Three
Madison May
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Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: First kiss, Love confessions, Soft, Like the softest thing I’ve written probably, You go too SLOW for your
angel, Crowley
“What if Aziraphale and Crowley get stuck in a lift together?” Scenario Three: In which Aziraphale takes the lead.
oOoOoOo
“A power cut,” Aziraphale murmurs and the lift stops dead, suspended between floors three and two. The lights
die and all that can really be seen is the glow in the dark safety poster next to the buttons on the wall.
Crowley and Aziraphale have been for a late afternoon tea. Aziraphale had eaten scones with jam and cream
while Crowley had sipped a black coffee and watched. They’d talked about inconsequential things – the book
Aziraphale was currently reading, Crowley’s plants, the repair works on the north circular road. The evening is
due to round off at the bookshop. Aziraphale’s wine collection has been slowly dwindling since the summer and
the Armageddon-that-wasn’t and the duo have made an unspoken agreement to try and finish the lot before
Christmas.
They agreed some weeks before that life was too short. Armageddon had taught them a lot, but life being too
short was the main thing. Therefore, two nights after they had (rather cleverly in both their opinions) tricked
Hell and Heaven into leaving them alone for the time being, Crowley had turned up at A. Z. Fell & Co.’s drunk
and almost sobbing. The angel had bundled the distraught demon into the shop and a few hours of conversation
spent on the sofa had finally led to It. It being the big confession. Crowley admitting he’d fallen for the angel
some six thousand years ago.
“I realised when you saved my books. Nineteen forty-something. Second world war. That’s when I knew,”
Aziraphale had responded, and Crowley’s heart had almost shattered into a thousand pieces on the spot. The
angel had known, for almost a hundred years.
“Forget it, angel. Forget I said anything.” He had staggered to his feet and tried to leave the shop via a bookshelf
that he was certain would become a door if he just wished hard enough. Aziraphale had come up behind him,
placing steady, sober hands on each of Crowley’s elbows, steering him back to the threadbare settee in the back
room of the shop. He had sat down next to Crowley and taken one of the demon’s hands in between his own
and held it tight on his lap.
“It’s just. Well, at the time I was still very much subscribed to the idea that even our friendship was something
bad.” Aziraphale had looked down at the demon and found a pair of yellow eyes staring right at him,
surprisingly focused for how drunk Crowley had been moments prior. “But since heaven and hell have agreed to
leave us alone for the time being…”
Aziraphale hadn’t said the words outright and yet the weight of what he was saying was not lost on Crowley. He
had gripped Aziraphale’s hand tightly, holding on for fear he would float away on the sea of emotions coursing
through him.
They spent that night on the sofa. Crowley had slept soundly, aided by the alcohol, one arm thrown over the
angel’s midriff, the other sandwiched underneath him, still clasped in Aziraphale’s. The angel, who had never
seen the point in sleep, had merely enjoyed the peaceful sounds of the demon’s light snoring.
No more had been said since that night. The hand holding had remained and Aziraphale had come close once or
twice to kissing the demon, but he had held back so far. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to. But old habits die hard
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and he had played the part of stuffy angel for millennia. It wasn’t the first time he’d had to hold himself back
from touching Crowley, even before Armageddon, and he’s sure it won’t be the last. He finds he is just waiting
for the right moment. Even if he has to orchestrate it himself.
Crowley, on the other hand, is terrified. Echoes of the 1960s ring in his ears with every touch. He’s got no idea
how fast is too fast for the angel and would prefer to let Aziraphale take the lead, even if that means waiting
another six thousand years for a progression on the hand holding.
And now? They’re trapped in a lift, frozen in place with nothing but the four walls surrounding them. And each
other of course.
Aziraphale crosses his legs and lowers himself to the floor of the lift. He pats the floor next to him. “Sit,
Crowley.”
Crowley obliges and the angel reaches over and takes his hand.
“Bloody London power grid. You’d think it’d be more robust and yet…” Crowley gestures vaguely in the direction
of the closed lift doors.
“Well we might as well make the most of it, my dear,” Aziraphale says, giving Crowley’s hand a squeeze. He
shuffles around slightly, so that his body is angled more towards the demon.
“Let’s talk.”
“Talk?” Crowley is horrified. Talking is scary. Talking leads to drunken confessions of love on antique sofas in
bookshops. Talking leads to hand holding and hand holding only, for weeks on end. He’d rather bottle
everything up for another hundred years, then relieve the pressure with some vaguely interesting human.
Aziraphale wants to talk. He’s burned his bridges with heaven and he’s ready for more. He feels he’s made that
perfectly clear. Before the Armageddon-that-wasn’t, he’d held off from even shaking the demon’s hand. Now
they’ve spent a night cuddling on the sofa. They hold hands. Surely that’s signal enough that Crowley can no
longer go fast enough?
“My dear, we averted the apocalypse. We’ve shared each other’s bodies and our head offices are ignoring us,”
Aziraphale says. The demon opens his mouth and Aziraphale knows it’s to make some inane quip about sharing
bodies. “Don’t,” he scolds. “I just feel it’s time we spoke about some things of more consequence than… books
and plants and ducks.”
“Ducks? Aziraphale, when have I ever spoken about ducks? Sure, they’re out for revenge against me, but I didn’t
even mention them tonight!” Crowley shifts too so that the pair of them are facing each other now. The light is
low, but Crowley can make out the angel’s soft silhouette in dimness.
“Crowley. Just. Listen.” Aziraphale scolds.
“Listening, angel.”
“Heaven was… well it was wrong, Crowley. About so much. I’m done with it. Not done being an angel, that’s in
my nature and it always will be. But I’m done listening to them. I’m burning my bridges.” Aziraphale is earnest in
his speech. He means every word and he hopes Crowley can hear what he’s saying underneath it all.
Crowley considers this for a second. “Done with it… all? Even… God?”
Aziraphale shakes his head. “God is different. She has some other plan. The Ineffable Plan. I’ve given up trying to
presume what She is thinking and I don’t think I’m going to worry so much about it. It’s like you said when we
first met – I’m an angel, I don’t think I can do the wrong thing. Not really.”
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“By that logic, angel, I can’t do the right thing. Being a demon.”
“That’s not what I-” Aziraphale reaches to hold Crowley’s other hand. The demon’s palm is cool to the touch and
Aziraphale squeezes. “That’s not what I mean, my dear. Please don’t twist my words. If I put the effort in, we
know I can do the wrong thing. How many temptations have I covered for you over the years? No, what I mean
is… well, if what I choose to do feels natural, then it must be the right thing.”
Crowley nods and then remembers the darkness of the lift. “I think I understand.”
“What I mean by all this, Crowley, is that if what comes naturally to you is, by default, the wrong thing, and
what comes naturally to me is the right thing, then all this makes sense.”
The demon is lost again and tells Aziraphale so.
“It’s the wrong thing, a demon and an angel being… together. So, it works for you. It works perfectly for you.
You’re a demon, you’re supposed to do the wrong thing. But to experience and feel love? That’s the right thing.
Angels are beings of love. What does it matter who is on the receiving end? So, it works for me too!”
“I think you might be grasping at loopholes there, angel, but I follow-” Crowley stops suddenly. “Wait. Are you
saying…?”
“What I’m saying is, my dear, dear boy, that I love you. I suppose I have for a very long time now. And I’m saying
that I don’t care what Heaven makes of it anymore.” Aziraphale stops and remembers a night from so long ago.
The first time he tried to show Crowley just how much he loved him. Handing a tartan flask of holy water over to
the demon. “I’m saying, Crowley… There’s no such thing as too fast for me. Not anymore.”
Crowley is stunned into silence. He tries to think of something, anything to say. He manages a hoarse: “I –”
Aziraphale doesn’t let him finish the thought. He has tucked his legs underneath himself so he’s kneeling and
leans forward to close the last few inches between them. He lets go of Crowley’s hands and places them on the
demon’s knees to steady himself as he finishes closing the gap. He catches Crowley’s open mouth with his own.
The kiss is clumsy. Their teeth bump together and Aziraphale wobbles from the awkward angle. Crowley breaks
away. “Wait.”
The demon slides back, so that he’s now propped against the wall of the lift, facing the doors. He holds his arms
open, indicating for Aziraphale to join him. The angel complies, curling into the crook of the demon’s arm, which
tightens around his shoulders.
Aziraphale tips his face up and finds Crowley’s mouth with his own again. This time the kiss works. Lips
interlocked, mouths slightly open, steady pressure. It doesn’t last very long – Aziraphale is the one to break
apart this time – but it’s perfect. The demon dips his head presses his forehead to Aziraphale’s, and they sit
there, arms around one another, breathing each other in, for what feels like hours.
“Love…” Crowley murmurs after a while. He’s tasting the word on his mouth. It feels unfamiliar, although it’s a
word he’s used a thousand times before.
“Love.” Aziraphale confirms. Then he sits up suddenly. “Oh!” he exclaims.
“Angel? What’s wrong?” Crowley asks, perturbed by the interruption.
“I should start the lift again! No point sitting on this hard floor when there’s a perfectly good bookshop waiting
for us!” Aziraphale says, clicking his fingers.
“Wait… it was… you mean… you did this?” Crowley splutters as the lift springs back to life.
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“Well, it seemed like the only way to keep you still enough to actually talk to me!” Aziraphale says, standing up.
Crowley follows suit.
The lift finishes its descent in a matter of seconds and the doors slide open. Aziraphale gestures for Crowley to
step out first but the demon shakes his head and holds out his hand. The angel takes it and, as equals, they step
out into the light of the ground floor of the department store. Together.
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An Old Friend
Tertbutyl_Okita
Rating: Teen and Up
Tags: Slow Burn, Alternate Universe – Human, Eventual Romance, Strangers to Friends, Friends to Lovers,
Grim Reapers
Crowley’s job is simple – he reaps souls and brings them down to the Underworld. But saving Ezra Fell’s life, in 5th
century England, brings about an eternal complication he didn’t know was possible.
537, The Kingdom of Wessex

oOoOoOo

Crowley didn’t know what to expect when he first got the job as a Grim Reaper, all those ages ago. Death didn’t
have a master, but he did have a boss, and with each assignment that was given to him, he had an awful lot of
paperwork to fill out.
Like with aliases, of all things. Needed a new one for each assignment, they said. He couldn’t just be Crawly,
reaping souls from bodily vessels left and right. Death had a reputation to uphold. Even he had his official name
changed to Crowley sometime around the early 1st century CE; he couldn’t strike fear into their hearts with a
name that practically slithered at your feet.
The places he was assigned to were God-fearing and warmongering, which weren’t really his cup of tea. But a
job was a job. And in the thousand years he did his job, humans continuously surprised Crowley. In spite of their
supposed fear of death, they always came up with the most innovative ways to walk right towards him.
Crucified for telling people to be kind to one another? What a nasty way to go.
But if he had to be completely honest, the Great Flood was Her doing and wasn’t really an effort on humanity’s
part. He couldn’t include that in official paperwork, of course. Instead, there was some documentation about a
rainbow that spoke of Her goodwill. The hypocritical cherry on top.
At least wars were a straightforward type of assignment. Bloody, but straightforward. The Black Knight already
had a reputation for fomenting chaos and death. He just came to collect on the death part.
Ezra Fell – the last name on the Black Knight’s ledger for the day. Crowley scoured the battlefield one more time
through his visor and saw a sparkling blue light a distance away. This one glowed brighter than the rest, and he
had to look away from its glare. He made his way over and carefully stepped in-between soulless bodies until he
was at a forest clearing, quite far from the fighting. He saw a man propped up against a tree, his blonde hair
matted and damp; he clutched at his helmet in one hand and held his head with the other.
The man took in Crowley’s dark armor and raised his hand up in greeting. “Oh. Hello. Sir Ezra here. I take it that
you’re the Black Knight?”
Crowley nodded. He wasn’t a ‘comforting in the final moments’ sort of reaper. The sooner this was done, the
better it was, for both of them.
Ezra continued on, as though this was a normal, everyday conversation that didn’t involve being tethered
between life and death. “For all the talk about you, how you haunt the battlefields or bring about painful
deaths, I imagined someone quite different.”
That took Crowley off guard. “You’re not afraid?”
“Why would I be? You aren’t terrifying or ghastly if that’s what you’re asking.”
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Crowley cocked his head to the side in amusement. He walked over until he was right in front of Ezra, and bent
down so that they were face to face. He lifted his visor so that Ezra could see his eyes - yellow, snake-like slits. “I
thought my reputation preceded me.”
Ezra’s own blue eyes were otherworldly, ethereal even, and they didn’t waver from his. “All I see in front of me
is a man with a different shade of eyes than mine.”
At that, Crowley looked away and instead tried to fixate on the ground. “Should send you off properly,” he
muttered. He would need Ezra’s sword. The battlefield was littered with swords, but the path through forest
was devoid of any weapons. How did a knight go into battle without a sword? “Where’s your sword?”
Ezra blinked. “Er…” For once, he was without words.
“Don’t tell me you lost it.”
“Er…”
“You did, didn’t you?” Ezra mumbled something, inaudible to Crowley’s ears. “What was that?”
“I gave it away!” Ezra cried out with a wince. “They were wandering through the woods by themselves. There
are wild animals! And it’s cold, and she’s expecting soon, and I couldn’t leave them without any sort of
protection. So I just gave them my lantern and my sword and directed them away from all this.” He waved his
hand in the direction of the battle and laughed, bitterly. “I do hope they made it out alright. These woods are
dark. Just had a run-in with a stray branch.”
Crowley took Ezra’s hand, the one on his head, and held it. “I’m sure they did.” But then he glanced closely at
the injury on his head and saw only scant patches of blood from the wound. “What did you say you injured
yourself on, again?”
A faint red colored Ezra’s cheeks, and he said, embarrassed, "Can’t really see where you’re going in there
without a lantern, you know.”
“So you’re not dying.” The realization was hitting Crowley. This had to be a mistake, right? Why would he be
assigned to reap the soul of a perfectly fine human? One that just needed to be patched up? He’d have to speak
to someone down there about this.
“For a bringer of death, you aren’t very sure of yourself.”
Crowley shrugged, still trying to figure out what to do. “I don’t bring death. Death simply brings them where
they need to go. But you, you still have a long way off, and I don’t think I should have been sent to you just yet,”
he admitted. He stood up and reached out to the knight to bring him up as well.
Ezra began to dust off his armor of grass and branches. “So, you coming here was a mistake? Didn’t think they
made those where you’re from.”
“You’re the first.”
Crowley turned to leave, but Ezra’s voice stopped him. “It might be part of God’s plan. Ineffable, as it is.”
Crowley looked up to the sky and sighed. “I’d chalk it up to good luck. She’s an unpredictable one up there.
Consider yourself blessed.”
Ezra smiled. “I am lucky to have met the Black Knight and lived. But the name doesn’t seem to fit you.”
“Call me Crowley. Can’t have you soiling the name of the Black Knight and telling everyone he’s gone soft.”
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“Well, Sir Crowley, ‘til we meet again.” As Ezra walked away, there was a shimmer of a halo atop his head.
Crowley would later claim in his assessment that it was a trick of the light.
~ To Be Continued on AO3 ~

127

Cut Off
Jena Burne
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Rating: General
Tags: Outsider POV, Bar scene, Sad Crowley, Drunk Crowley
The bartender had seen people at their worst, but no one was worse than the poor chap on his third bottle of
whiskey. He should probably cut the man off before things got too out of hand.
oOoOoOo
Far from the busiest bar in London, it attracted a small group of regulars and the occasional Londoner having a
bad day. This one? He seemed to be having the worst day ever.
Steven, a man who’d been the bartender there for the better part of two decades, frowned when the man
signaled for another drink. Another bottle. One bottle should have had him unconscious all on its own and yet,
he was asking for a third.
A third bottle of whiskey in as many hours. Steve had never seen someone drink that much ever.
He should cut him off.
But aside from the fact that he was quietly ranting to himself and clutching a charred book in his hands, he
didn’t seem to be any worse for the wear when it came to the drink. He should have been dead not ranting.
Steve set the bottle next to him, mentally tallying up the bill. It would be one of the highest tabs he’d ever seen
if the man was good for the money. This customer was known to him. Steve had seen him here once or twice
before but never drinking like this, never ranting to himself. Only one thing could drive a man to drink that much
in one sitting. Steve had seen a broken heart or two in his life. It was a job hazard for a bartender.
This customer had no care for his own well-being and no one there to do it for him. And if he wouldn’t take care
of himself, Steve would at least make sure he didn’t drink himself to death.
He would cut him off.
After this bottle. Then probably call for an ambulance. If the man could walk, he’d be shocked.
“I didn’t mean to fall!” the man yelled out, causing several heads to turn and look at him in concern and
sympathy. Steve’s head whipped around, certain he’d find the man on the ground. But he hadn’t fallen, still
sitting sprawled in the chair in the same position he’d been since arriving.
He needed to cut him off.
Having never seen the customer with anyone before, the best he could do was call the police and hope they
could track down a friend or relative.
If he had anyone left. People rarely came here if they had someone out there who cared for them.
Since arriving, the customer had been whimpering about his angel and a fire and now falling and if anyone was
making heads or tails of the story he was trying to tell, they were a smarter man than he. Though, the sharp
smell of smoke emanated from his clothes so maybe the fire in the story wasn’t too far off.
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Catching a glimpse of himself in the man’s dark glasses the bartender offered the customer a sympathetic smile
and then hurried back to the bar. (Why was he still wearing the sunglasses anyway? Had he forgotten they were
on? Considering the amount of alcohol he’d consumer, that seemed likely.). Something about that man was
unnerving. He couldn’t put his finger on what the issue was but there was something off about him.
Maybe it was just the sunglasses.
When he started talking about some chick named Lucy and a group of guys, Steve made a decision. There was
no direction a story like that could go that wouldn’t leave everyone else in the bar uncomfortable.
It was time to cut him off.
As he came around the end of the bar to offer to call a cab, the patron’s demeanor changed immediately. He sat
up, leaning forward as if there was something in front of him he was trying to see. “Aziraphale?” he gasped and
the bartender waited, unsure what to make of this sudden change. If he’d started hallucinating... Steve let out a
breath, shaking his head in disbelief.
When the customer started having an entire conversation with the air in front of him, several of the other
patrons looked from him to the bartender and back again. No matter how much this guy might need company
right now, he was starting to creep out the locals and Steve knew where his best tips came from.
As he approached cautiously, he watched the man get more agitated and excited. When the man held up a
charred book and started going on about souvenirs, the bartender had to pause for a moment to wonder, not
for the first time, if maybe the part about the fire at least was true. There had been a lot of sirens not long
before the man arrived.
Still didn’t make it any less strange that he was having a conversation with the thin air.
He was cutting him off.
“Excuse me, sir,” Steve said as calmly as he could. He’d been in this business long enough to know to keep a
respectable distance, as one never knew when a drunk would react poorly to any interruption.
The man sat back in his chair, staring at the empty space as if something unbelievable just happened, throwing
his arms out to the side. Shaking his head, the drunken customer grimaced for a moment before turning to look
at Steve, his face looked remarkably sober for someone who’d just consumed several hundred pounds worth of
Scotch.
While the bartender considered that, the man stood and grabbed his jacket and book. With a nod to the
bartender, he tossed some bills on the table and disappeared out the door. While Steve wondered if he should
have gone after him, made sure he had a safe way to get home, the man turned the corner and disappeared
into the crowd. The bartender reasoned that once he was out the door, he was the city’s problem.
With a shake of the head, Steve looked at the table and only to be taken aback by what he saw. Not only were
all three bottles completely filled, but there had to be a thousand pounds on the table.
The man was strange, no denying that, but he could deal with strange if it resulted in a thousand pounds in pure
profit. He pocketed the money and headed back for the bar, bottles in hand.
Steve muttered to himself as he went, unsure what just happened but several thousand pounds richer for the
ordeal.
“Guess I didn’t need to cut him off after all.”
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Better than Food
K
Rating: Mature
Tags: Aziraphale loves sunsets and food, He’s such a hedonist, Crowley wants a boyfriend, Crowley is soft, But
he freaks out too easily, Aziraphale might be a little emotionally challenged, You go too fast for me
angel, Sunsets do their magic, They’re so dumb, They know nothing Jon Snow, Slow-burn is about to
blow up
Is there such a thing as something better than food? Aziraphale is willing to find out.
Author’s note: A huge thank you to my angelic beta, the Archangel Fucking Gabri... I mean ClassicHazel! ♥ Best
Beta Beth! IOU!)
oOoOoOo
GOD (V.O.)
(over a dynamic and descriptive montage)
They say that friends who avert the Apocalypse together, stay together. Well, they don’t really say that, but, in
this case, it’s true. Aziraphale and Crowley had become inseparable since the Armagedidn’t.
Crowley took Aziraphale on leisurely trips on his Bentley on a regular basis (trying not to go too fast for him…).
The angel’s favourite trip was to watch the sunset on the beach of a west-coast town. They had ended up there
by accident on their first trip, only a few days after I made a nightingale sing in Berkeley Square. But Aziraphale
had liked it very much, so it had become quite a habit since then.
At Aziraphale’s request, Crowley begrudgingly miracled him a bench by the berm of the beach each time. When
Crowley asked why they couldn’t just sit on the rocks or sand (it was a beach, for My sake), the angel would
point at his clothes and say something about having ‘standards’.
This is a story about what it takes to make an angel forget about those standards. It starts, as it will end, with
that beach. And with a strawberry lolly.
EXT. ABERAVON BEACH - DAY
Aziraphale and Crowley are sitting on a wooden bench on the sand, at quite some distance from the shore, since
the tide is particularly low. The beach is atypically empty—it’s just them and a couple strolling at the water’s
edge.
They’re seated as they always sit: Aziraphale on one side of the bench, very straight, one hand holding a
strawberry lolly, the other in his lap. Crowley is on the other side, lounging in his usual I-can’t-sit-properly
fashion, his right arm bent over the back of the bench.
The blond is staring slightly to his right, contemplating the sun setting over the hills and enjoying his strawberry
lolly. He’s an angel in seventh heaven right now. He’s the only one actually interested in the sunset, though; the
demon’s focus is elsewhere. He seems more interested in the couple by the shore: a middle-aged man, with a
fluffy beard and grey curls, holding a cup of hot chocolate and taking pictures of the sunset, and a blonde,
beaming woman taking pictures of her boyfriend-taking-pictures-of-the-sunset, laughing. There is something
about their interactions, about the intimacy of them, which keeps Crowley’s attention. How they look at each
other, how she holds his arm and pecks him on the cheek, how he puts his arm around her, how they embrace
and kiss softly. Crowley looks at them with a longing expression—almost like a kid coveting a toy he knows he
can’t have.
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AZIRAPHALE
It’s beautiful, isn’t it?
CROWLEY
(eyes fixated on the couple)
Yeah, it is…
(comes out of his trance, confused, and looks at Aziraphale)
Wait, what?
AZIRAPHALE
The sunset here. It’s always remarkably beautiful.
CROWLEY
Right, the sunset… yeah…
Crowley gives the sunset a cursory glance, then returns his attention to the couple. They are walking away from
view, following the coast line, so close to each other that they seem like one person with two heads, still happily
laughing and exchanging devoted looks.
AZIRAPHALE
(after licking his lolly)
The thing I like the most about sunsets is the idea that endings aren't necessarily a bad thing. That they can be
beautiful. That something new, even better, can be born of them.
(pauses, softest smile)
One could say sunsets are almost like little daily Armageddons, don’t you think?.
CROWLEY
(still distracted)
Um-hum…
The couple disappears into the distance and Crowley lets out a resigned sigh.
AZIRAPHALE
Do you think we might… just once more… do the thing?
CROWLEY
(with a resigned sigh)
Perfect sunset again?
(Aziraphale nods imploringly)
Alright. Whatever suits you, angel.
Crowley puts his fingers in his temple, and, after a few seconds, he stretches out his arms in a very suave
movement. Everything around them is now frozen in time.
Aziraphale closes his eyes to focus, and snaps the fingers of his free hand. The sky transforms with intense warm
and lilac tones, a few strategically positioned clouds producing an astonishing arc of crepuscular rays, as if God
herself was blessing them from above.
AZIRAPHALE
Yes, this is the one. Just like the first time we came here together.
Aziraphale looks at his ‘perfect sunset’ as if entranced, eyes glowing above a placid smile. Crowley gazes at him,
satisfied by seeing him so happy. Aziraphale is so enraptured that he’s forgotten about the remainder of his
strawberry lolly, now melting over his fingers.
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AZIRAPHALE
Oh, sugar!
Aziraphale quickly finishes eating what’s left of his melting lolly, taking extreme care to prevent it from dripping
on his clothes, before licking his fingers delicately—his decorum fighting his urge to eat every last bit. Crowley
stares, hypnotised, eyes fixated on Aziraphale’s fingers as they enter his mouth. Once he finishes, Aziraphale
returns his attention to the sunset. Crowley straightens a little, trying to compose himself.
AZIRAPHALE
I adore sunsets. I truly think they might be my favourite thing on Earth.
CROWLEY
(amused)
Really? I thought it was food.
AZIRAPHALE
Oh dear, you're absolutely right! Silly me. Food is definitely the best thing on Earth.
Still hungry, Aziraphale puts the whole lolly stick in his mouth to lick it perfectly clean, delightedly. Crowley stares
again.
CROWLEY
(casually, a little lost in his own thoughts)
You know? They say sex is better than food.
Aziraphale turns to look at Crowley wide-eyed, somewhere between shocked and intrigued.
AZIRAPHALE
Who says that?
CROWLEY
I don't know, most people.
AZIRAPHALE
Really? Better than food?
Silence. Aziraphale gazes towards the sunset, not really seeing it this time, his face mimicking that of someone
trying to solve a complex maths problem. Meanwhile, Crowley stares into the void, in the direction of where the
couple disappeared from sight, thoughts drifting once more.
They stay like this for a while.
AZIRAPHALE
Do you know if it's true?
CROWLEY
(distracted)
Hmm? If what it's true?
AZIRAPHALE
If sex is better than food.
CROWLEY
(shrugs)
How the Heaven would I know?
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AZIRAPHALE
I don’t know… I thought maybe you’d… participated?
CROWLEY
Well, no, not really… Doing ‘that’ with a human would be weird...
Aziraphale nods in agreement, very serious, his lips tightly pressed together.
CROWLEY (CONT’D)
And demons aren’t actually the touchy-feely kind…
(beat)
What about you?
AZIRAPHALE
The same. I think angels are too prudish for that sort of thing. The sole idea would disgust them. They don’t
even like food, I can only imagine what they would say if someone tried to ask them about sex.
More silence. Aziraphale remains serious; his thoughts racing.
AZIRAPHALE
(naively)
Should we try it?
CROWLEY
Try what?
AZIRAPHALE
Sex.
An angel passes (yes, this is an actual expression for an awkward silence, look it up).
CROWLEY
(frozen)
… wot?
AZIRAPHALE
(keen, worried and embarrassed, all at the same time)
Yes, to know if it's truly better than food. Imagine if, after spending more than 6,000 years on Earth and
preventing the Armageddon, we've been actually missing the best thing this world has to offer! That would be
such a shame, wouldn’t it?
Aziraphale is really trying to make a case here. Crowley was definitely not ready to handle this situation and is on
the verge of freaking out.
CROWLEY
But… wait… you mean… you and me… sex?
AZIRAPHALE
Of course, dear. Who else?
CROWLEY
(looking for a hole in the sand to bury his head in)
I’m not sure that it’s a good idea... that we try it… together…
AZIRAPHALE
We’ve known each other for 6,000 years… who better to give it a whirl with?
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CROWLEY
Maybe that’s exactly the reason why we shouldn’t do it…
AZIRAPHALE
That doesn’t make any sense, dear.
CROWLEY
That doesn’t make any sense? You’re the one making it sound like you’re inviting me to a yoga class.
(anxious)
When humans have sex, it's usually about more than the sex itself...
AZIRAPHALE
What do you mean? About what?
CROWLEY
(mortified)
I don't know... Things...
Aziraphale looks puzzled. But, he seems more keen on the idea with every second that passes.
Crowley, on the other hand, is very much alarmed about Aziraphale not realising how surreal this all sounds.
AZIRAPHALE
We even have a rather lovely setting here. The perfect sunset, the beach… I think there’s a beverage called ‘Sex
on the Beach’. It must be a good place to have sex if they named a beverage after it.
CROWLEY
(suffocating)
You want to do it NOW!?
AZIRAPHALE
Yes, why not? If we hurry, we could be finished before you have to restart time.
To Heaven with “you go too fast for me”. Things are getting too real, too quickly, for Crowley.
AZIRAPHALE
Come on, Crowley. Aren’t you curious?
CROWLEY
(sweating)
Of course I am. That’s not the point… The point is…
(pauses, panicking)
What if something goes wrong?
AZIRAPHALE
What could possibly go wrong? It’s not as if we are going to discorporate for having sex, my dear boy.
CROWLEY
(mutters inaudibly, sweating overwhelmed)
Well, I might.
Aziraphale gives Crowley the cutest puppy eyes ever seen.
AZIRAPHALE
Please, Crowley. I need to know.
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For science (obviously).
Crowley doesn’t remember ever saying “no” to his angel (apart from when he offers to do those lousy magic
tricks…). He can’t believe this is actually happening.
CROWLEY
O-okay angel… whatever… suits you...
AZIRAPHALE
(excited)
Oh thank you, Crowley!
CROWLEY
(swallows)
So what do you...? How do we…?
AZIRAPHALE
I’d say is customary to start most sexual interactions with a kiss.
Aziraphale repositions himself next to Crowley. Crowley, a nervous wreck, sits up straight but moves closer, too.
They’re face to face now.
Aziraphale delicately removes Crowley’s sunglasses and leaves them on the bench. The angel leans slowly
towards the demon, heading for his mouth. At the last second, a strike of bashfulness hits and he changes
course, instead kissing him softly on the edge of his mouth. Crowley closes his eyes as the air in his lungs
abandons him. He can feel Aziraphale’s breath on his skin as Aziraphale leisurely heads for his lips this time. At
first, it’s soft, superficial, but, soon, Aziraphale starts pushing against Crowley’s lips. The demon instinctively
returns the kiss. After a few seconds, Aziraphale pulls back.
AZIRAPHALE
(blissfully)
That was quite nice...
Aziraphale looks at Crowley. His eyes are open again, but his gaze is unfocused and his expression seems to say
“Error #404. Breathing.exe not found”. He’s so still that, for a moment, it seems he is frozen in time, too.
AZIRAPHALE
(worried)
Are you alright, dear boy?
CROWLEY
(still processing)
Tickety-boo…
Poor Crowley is delirious. It’s the only plausible explanation for him answering ‘that’. Aziraphale smiles tenderly.
He leans towards Crowley again, but more resolved this time. He goes directly for his mouth, tilting his head and
grabbing the demon by the back of the neck to be able to deepen the kiss. Their tongues join the party and look
for one another, almost furiously, tasting each other.
Crowley’s initial shock is passing and a fire is starting to burn inside him.
They separate once more, to catch their breath. After only seconds, Crowley is the one vigorously throwing
himself towards Aziraphale. Unluckily, the accumulated tension betrays the demon and he miscalculates the
energy and course of his impulse. He loses his balance, taking Aziraphale down with him.
They fall clumsily to the ground, rolling on the sand, until they end up lying next to each other in an awkward
position. Crowley sits up on his elbows and looks at Aziraphale’s clothes, covered in sand.
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CROWLEY
(guiltily)
I’m sorry, angel.
But Aziraphale seems to have more important things to worry about than his ‘standards’. His priorities are firmly
elsewhere right now. In fact, he’s already taking off his coat, not giving it a second thought.
This gesture gives Crowley the boost he needed. If this is going to happen—what the Heaven—he might as well
enjoy it. He’s ready to take control of the situation now.
He bends over Aziraphale and kisses him voraciously, grasping his neck with one hand. After a while, he pulls
back to catch his breath and stares at Aziraphale, infatuated, both of them panting.
Aziraphale caresses Crowley’s face and lets his thumb slide smoothly over the demon’s lips. This reminds Crowley
of something. He grabs the angel’s hand and sucks his index finger slowly, sensually, savouring it. Aziraphale
can’t avoid letting go a soft moan.
CROWLEY
(smiling playfully)
Still tastes of strawberry…
Aziraphale grips Crowley’s scarf and vehemently pulls him closer.
Crowley straddles Aziraphale and quickly strips off his own upper clothes. Aziraphale follows suit, clumsily taking
off his bow tie and his waistcoat. Crowley stares at him, smiling fondly, while the angel struggles to unbutton his
shirt—his hands shuddering. He is the nervous wreck now.
When Aziraphale reaches the last button, the demon gently puts his own hands over his and very slowly helps
him unbutton it. When it’s done, Crowley peels back the layers to fully expose Aziraphale’s chest—taking his time
to caress the angel’s soft skin as he goes.
The demon stops to contemplate the scene, as if he wants to etch it in his memory: Aziraphale’s golden locks
blended with the sand below, his glistening eyes, the blush on his cheeks, his chest—so soft—going up and down
with every aroused breath. And Crowley knows, for sure:
CROWLEY
I don’t care about sunsets.
Why would he? When the most beautiful thing in the world is staring back at him, right underneath him.
CROWLEY (CONT’D)
I don’t care about beautiful endings.
He doesn’t want this moment to ever end, after all.
CROWLEY (CONT’D)
(emotional)
I care about you.
Beat.
AZIRAPHALE
Crowley...
They stare into each other’s eyes — until Crowley slowly leans down and kisses Aziraphale, softly. He starts
moving his lips towards the edge of the angel’s mouth, his jaw, his neck, down his chest… constantly kissing and
licking and gently sucking his skin. Aziraphale puts his hand into Crowley’s hair while he keeps sauntering
vaguely downwards. The angel moans and calls his name — which is music to Crowley’s ears, authentic ‘celestial
harmonies’.
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********
Aziraphale and Crowley are lying in the sand next to each other, gasping for breath, dishevelled and covered in
sweat.
CROWLEY
Yeah, they're right...
(panting)
They were right about sex… definitely better than food...
AZIRAPHALE
You think so, dear? It was rather lovely, indeed… but I don't know… I would give my left wing for a crêpe right
now…
Crowley’s face falls. The angel still prefers food after THAT. However, after a moment, he recovers:
CROWLEY
It’s okay, angel, I can be your second course.
AZIRAPHALE
(fantasising about crêpes)
Did you say something, dear boy?
CROWLEY
I’ll treat you to some crêpes later, if you want.
AZIRAPHALE
(excited)
Oh, really? How delightful!
(pause)
You know, Crowley? I think there is something better than food. Sharing it with you.
(looks at him)
Yes, I think dining with you is my favourite thing on Earth.
CROWLEY
(looks at him with the softest-Crowley-smile™)
Yeah, you’re right, angel.
AZIRAPHALE
I care about you too. You know that, don’t you?
Crowley holds the angel’s hand and stares at him with a smile. Aziraphale is, once again, looking at the sunset,
still daydreaming about crêpe toppings. Suddenly, a thought crosses his mind.
AZIRAPHALE
Crowley, I just remembered... Did you know humans sometimes use food when they…?
That’s it. That’s finally and definitely the ultimate thing that’s better than food. Food on Crowley.
Aziraphale has never looked hungrier. His tongue gently licks his lips, as though he can already taste it—a whole
new world of possibilities, opening before him.
CROWLEY
(laughs, amused)
Whatever suits you, angel.
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