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Putting the horn in horny and making halos unholy.
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Thank you so much for picking up this book! I am thrilled to go on this journey with you! 
While this is a lighthearted rom com, the delicate subject of domestic violence is broached beginning in chapter twenty-three. The violence is not detailed, it is not between the main characters, and the situation is resolved before the end of the book. 
Please be advised that Rami is an angel, and some subjects around purity culture are discussed. But if you happened to be worried about the implications of religion in this story, fear not. These halos are not used for holy reasons, ya'll.
Rami is gender fluid, non binary, and uses they/them pronouns.
For a full content list, please check my website. 
And most of all, enjoy!
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 Rami


Rami’s steps were slow and calculated, so as not to rush the woman they were leading to the exit. 
“Thank you so much for your time today,” Melissa said.
Rami paused by the backdoor as she collected herself, and smiled soothingly.
“No thanks necessary. This is what you pay me for, you know,” they teased, and leaned in to elbow her casually. 
It got a chuckle out of her, and what a relieving thing to hear after such a hard session.
Melissa, like many of Rami’s clients, would find that their bills were lost in the mail, never to be inquired about again.
It wasn’t like Rami needed the money, but their clients needed the help, and, well. Rami liked to be helpful.
“Get home safe. Are you alright to drive?” they asked.
Melissa stuffed the last of her tissues in her purse. “Oh, yes. I’m fine now. Thank you, though.” She cupped her hand over theirs and squeezed. “Thank you.”
Rami felt warmth swell in their chest at her genuineness. “You are so very welcome, dear. I’ll see you next week, same time?”
She nodded, and stepped through the doorway when Rami opened it. “I’ll see you and those pretty birds next week.”
Rami chuckled politely and sent her off with an extra little blessing of safe travels home to her family and her struggling marriage, and ease with her newly discovered childhood trauma. Despite the fact that Melissa was still holding something back, she was making tremendous progress.
It was that progress, and clients like Melissa, that made Rami love Earth.
They shut the door only once they saw her get into her car, her headlights splashing their drive as she reversed into the street. 
Once they were alone, Rami locked up and retrieved their mobile device from the office. It was a night-in kind of night, so they ordered food right to their door.
Humans—they’d thought of everything.
In the meantime, they tidied up their session room, turning off the incense and lights and making note of their appointments the next day. Before they pulled the French doors shut, they glanced toward the tall arched windows on the opposite wall, an old tree visible through the panes. The branches were empty, not a single bird in sight.
What was Melissa on about?
With a soft snick they locked the office and retreated to the kitchen, where they retrieved a bottle of wine from the rack and a single glass.
They poured themself a healthy drink and headed upstairs to change into something a little more comfortable. Less buttoned-up, fewer layers.
It was in moments like these, when they donned cozy pants, a rather basic tee shirt, their cardigan, and their feathered wings, that they felt most human.
They knew what it was to take a disguise off at the end of the day and finally relax in their own skin, like many of their clients. Rami sipped their wine and sighed as it burst over their taste buds.
Humans had a lot going for them down here. Technology, community. Rami just hated that so many of them were so… hurt. By each other. Parents and children and family and friends and lovers. So much pain, passed from one to the other.
They’d never understand it.
But they could try. It’s why they were here, after all.
Pushing the thoughts from their mind until the “work” hours tomorrow, they made their way back downstairs, checking their device for the timing on their food.
Their wings twitched, the eyes amongst the feathers blinking slowly as they sensed a shift in the air, the energy of… everything stuttering, caught, snagged for a moment before smoothing out again.
They froze, wondering what that was about, finger hovering over the black screen of their phone, when they heard it. 
A knock.
It wasn’t a normal knock. It was continuous, slow, ominous.
Thump, thump, thump.
Their feathers shifted in irritation, and Rami hid their wings once again before making their way to the door. Their heart rate picked up, breath going short as memory transported them to another time, another century, another knock on the opposite side of Rami’s door.
They prayed this wouldn’t turn out the same.
Through the peephole they failed to see anything besides their own hedges, and frowned, steeling themself as they unlocked it and twisted the knob.
The door was heavier than usual, and as it fell wide open, they finally saw why.
A demon was on their doorstep, though he did not stand. He collapsed backward, where he’d been resting against it, and sprawled out in Rami’s doorway.
“Oh dear,” Rami whispered, and knelt down. Their hands fluttered over the surface of his golden skin, unsure of where to touch. “I suppose you’re responsible for that hiccup of energy, then?” 
The demon’s face was swollen and one of the wings crushed beneath him did not look right. Blood poured from a wound on his head, matting his hair and covering half his face in a haunting visage. But the worst atrocity was the broken horn on the left side of his head. It was noticeably shorter than the right, and jagged where it had snapped off. 
Rami shivered in empathy. They couldn’t imagine how painful it’d be if their halo cracked.
“What happened?” they asked, because they didn’t know what else to say.
The demon’s eyes fluttered open, though they didn’t track very well.
“I d-didn’t know where else to go,” he breathed, clutching at his side.
“Oh fuck,” Rami cursed, and barely spared a second to notice the furrow of the demon’s brow at their use of the foul word before they gripped the demon beneath the shoulders.
“This will probably hurt—do brace yourself,” they warned softly, and then pulled.
The demon did not brace himself. He groaned, the sound pouring from the very depths of his soul, as Rami dragged him through the door and safely into their entryway hall, wings scraping beneath him.
Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, a voice chanted in Rami’s head.
Carefully, they stepped around the demon and shut the door, vanishing the blood staining their steps with a wave of their hand.
Then they turned and stared down at their unexpected guest, hands on their hips as they tried to decide what to do next, heart pounding.
Who could do such a thing?
“Okay, well. First, we need to get you all better.”
The demon glanced up at them expectantly; meanwhile, Rami stared at him patiently.
A handful of long, slow moments passed. “Well?” Rami prompted, waving their hand. “Heal yourself.”
For angels and demons it should be nothing but a moment of concentration to heal any injury, a bit of magic.
“Can’t,” the demon said, breath wet and quite concerning.
“Why the heavens not?” Rami asked.
They could have sworn they saw the demon’s lips twitch before he said, “I’m not allowed.”
“Well—well!” Rami sputtered, flustered at the sight of this hurt, bruised, and bloody demon. No one deserved this, even if they were from Hell. This suffering was unnecessary. “Fine, then I’ll have to take care of you myself.”
Only when they waved their hand to take care of it themself, nothing happened.
Their lips pulled down into a frown, and they tried again to no avail.
Which could only mean one thing. “What is going on? Were you cast out?” From Hell?
Rami didn’t even know if that was something that happened—they certainly hadn’t ever heard of it. But why else wouldn’t a demon be able to draw on Hell’s power, and why wouldn’t an angel be able to heal him?
And what could this demon have done to earn such a punishment?
“No… I don’t think so,” he muttered, though his gaze was closing again.
Rami crouched down and snapped their fingers. “Stay awake. That’s important.” Though they couldn’t remember why at the moment. “We’ll have to do this the old-fashioned way, I suppose.”
They were able to conjure a bowl of water and a clean cloth, as well as bandages and antiseptic ointments for all the open wounds. Rami had to help; they couldn’t just stand here and watch the demon suffer.
“What’s your name?” the angel asked.
“Julian,” he muttered, eyes drifting shut again.
“Nah-ah,” Rami said, and carefully poked his cheek in an unblemished area. “Awake.” His skin was soft.
“What’s your name?” he slurred.
Their manners took over. “I’m Rami. Pleased to meet you.”
The demon still had horns, golden skin, wings, and that tail, so he wasn’t human, which meant he wasn’t likely to die from his injuries. In that case, Rami quite literally couldn’t mess this up, and they found relief at the realization.
“Julian, then. Do you remember what happened?”
“Pretty sure I pissed off the boss.”
Rami felt the blood leave their face. “L-Lucifer?” they whispered.
Julian scoffed, and then groaned, clearly regretting the action. “N-no. I’m not that high up.”
“Oh, well. Glad to hear that,” they said, though they weren't sure why they said it. What were they glad to hear? That the demon wasn’t as evil as they’d thought?
All demons were evil, that was just… how it worked. They were part of Hell, and Hell itself was evil, and therefore they were evil. It just made sense.
Rami liked when things made sense.
It was part of why they liked to study humans, how their brains worked. Psychology, they called it.
It was also why they loved helping humans understand why they were the way they were. Why Rami was a therapist, of all the human professions they could’ve chosen.
There was a reason for everything humans did, and it often tied back to their childhood. It was like solving a mystery.
Rami liked mysteries, too.
And it seemed the greatest one had just dropped onto their doorstep.
“Who is your boss, then?” Rami asked, for lack of another question coming to mind.
“Oh,” Julian said, a little garbled, like when humans had too much to drink. “You wouldn’t know ‘im.”
“I don’t see why that much matters,” Rami muttered.
Carefully, they blotted the blood from the demon’s eyes and forehead, discovering it was a shallow wound, like he’d been hit with a hand wearing a sharp ring. The gash was across his forehead, so the assaulter hadn’t had very good aim.
“How did you know to come here?” Rami asked.
“What d’you mean?” Julian’s brow furrowed in thought before he winced as the wound on his head crinkled. That couldn’t have felt good.
“You said you didn’t know where else to go. So you came here, to an angel. How?”
Julian managed to wave a hand lazily before it dropped to the floor. “Felt you,” he mumbled. “All your goodness and whatnot. Knew it’d be safe.”
Rami’s cheeks flushed at the blind faith the demon clearly had in them. 
A demon with blind faith. The irony was loud.
And despite the fact that this was, in fact, a demon, someone an angel like Rami shouldn’t even bother giving the time of day, they felt inclined to help.
It was quite a damper on their evening plans, but, well. What was Rami to do, throw the demon out? Not very likely.
His dark, wavy hair was tacky with dried blood and Rami decided they’d have to somehow get the demon upstairs in order for him to be truly clean.
“I’ll have to get you upstairs somehow, in a moment,” Rami told him. “So mentally prepare yourself for that. Where else do you hurt?”
Julian chuckled at that, and once again regretted it with a groan.
“Everywhere?” Julian guessed.
Not very helpful. Rami blew out a breath, and once the demon’s face was clear, they realized he was quite handsome. Sharp jawline and cheekbones, ruffled brows, a delightfully angled nose.
Which, of course, was just an observation, by human standards. It meant nothing.
“Did they break your wing?” Rami asked, shuddering at the thought. Who would be so cruel?
“Something definitely isn’t right,” Julian mumbled, eyes falling shut.
“Don’t—”
“Not falling asleep, just resting my eyes,” he said, cracking one eye open.
“Fine, fine. If you start snoring, I’m throwing you right back out on the street.” It was a lie. Rami was going to help this demon regardless. They were powerless not to. It just wasn’t in the fabric of their being.
“No, you won’t,” Julian responded, lips twitching.
Rami sighed and shuffled on their knees down the demon’s body, carefully lifting his hand away so Rami could get to the wound beneath.
“And why wouldn’t I?” Rami asked haughtily, as they carefully lifted the demon’s shirt.
“You’re too selfless,” Julian said.
And, well. He wasn’t wrong.
“I am an angel, after all,” Rami muttered, but that didn’t mean they were happy about all this nonsense. “I’m no doctor, so I have no idea what could be wrong beneath the surface here. You’re better off going to a hospital, where they can treat you properly.”
He could have broken ribs, which could pierce his lungs or something, and always sounded quite serious on the shows Rami had discovered on the television.
“What the hell is a human doctor going to say about me, a demon?” Julian challenged.
They winced at the sight of the mottled bruising along Julian’s right side, and guilt lanced through them. It looked painful, and Julian was right. Humans couldn’t very well treat a demon patient.
“They weren’t trying to kill me,” Julian said. “So I’ll heal up eventually. Just needed somewhere to crash.”
Then what exactly was Hell trying to do to this demon, if not kill him?
“Well, I don’t run an Airbnb!” Rami reminded him.
“A what?” Julian asked.
Rami felt his cheeks heat. “An Airbnb?”
Julian stared blankly at them.
“Have you never been here before? To Earth?”
“Of course I have. I’m a messenger, after all.”
Ah. A messenger. Messenger demons were sent by hell to do just that: deliver messages. “You should be familiar with Earthly things, then.”
He shrugged, which, in his state, was quite impressive. “I am, a bit. Just not familiar with an Airbnb.”
“It’s a website where you book someone else’s home like a hotel.”
“Why would you want strangers staying in your home?” Julian asked with a frown.
Rami shook their head. “The homeowners aren’t usually there when the visitors are. In fact, from what I understand, companies buy homes exclusively to offer them to strangers for profit.”
Julian grinned up at him, teeth still bloody. “Diabolical.”
Rami didn’t answer, because yes, they thought so, too. But it felt wrong to agree with the demon.
“Oh, I get it,” Julian continued in their silence. “You’re saying I’m not welcome here,” he guessed.
“I—well…” When the demon put it like that, it sounded a bit heartless. And Rami very much was not heartless. They sighed and pulled the demon’s shirt down to cover his bruising. “You are in need, and I am not one to turn someone away. So I suppose you are welcome here while you heal.”
Then he could be on his malicious way out.
“How kind of you,” Julian scoffed.
“I’ve spent long enough here to know sarcasm when I hear it,” Rami scolded.
“Good for you,” Julian muttered.
Rami rolled their eyes, a very human expression of annoyance that they’d never had to borrow before.
They had a feeling that as long as this demon was in their home, they’d be using it quite often.






  
  [image: image-placeholder]
Julian


Julian sighed at the brush of the cool cloth against his skin. He winced at the dab of the gentle finger along his wounds, coated in a clear antiseptic gel. He slumped forward at the pain of the angel resetting his wing, maybe even sweated a little. 
Fuuuck.
“There you go,” the angel said, voice utterly, despicably soft. They were so disgustingly good it was ridiculous, though Julian supposed it was working in his favor, so he couldn’t complain.
The relief was instant, though he knew the wing would be sore for days to come.
He could see now, without blood dripping into his vision, and he let the angel help him to his feet.
“Where’re your wings?” Julian asked, frowning at the absence of them at the angel’s back.
He pressed a hand gently into his own side, wishing they’d gone a little easier on the ribs. It wouldn’t kill him, really, but it sure as hell hurt a lot.
“I tucked them away before I answered the door. In truth, I thought you were my—“
There was a knock at the door, and they both froze, sharing a single stare, the angel’s filled with fear, and the demon’s brimming with irritation. 
“Stay put,” they told him, and leaned Julian up against the wall by the stairs.
Julian watched as the angel walked away and peered through a hole in the door. Their shoulders relaxed, and so did Julian.
Then they opened the door and accepted a plastic bag carrying a delicious scent from a human who did not smell so delicious.
“Thank you. Have a good evening,” the angel told him in a kind voice.
Julian didn’t bother hearing what the human had to say. Instead, his attention was all on the angel.
They were dressed… rather human-like. It was surprising. He’d expected robes and wings and a halo to go with their pompous attitude that matched their lofty status but, well, Julian supposed that would be rather obvious, even to humans.
Instead they were in plaid pajama pants and a cardigan. They looked… cozy. Soft.
Julian sneered as the thought passed his mind.
So that was how the angel turned to find him once they’d shut the door quietly. Sneering at them.
Julian tried to mask his expression but didn’t quite manage in time.
“You were the one who interrupted my night, I’ll have you know,” the angel said. “I was waiting on dinner when I found you on my doorstep instead.”
“Sorry for the inconvenience,” Julian drawled, gesturing down his beaten and bruised form.
The angel, Rami, shot him a frown as they deposited their bag of food on the table.
Julian wondered what it was they’d ordered. Whatever it was, it smelled good.
One of the things he was most excited about visiting Earth was the food.
“If you want help up the stairs, you’ve got to put your wings away,” Rami reminded him. “It’ll be easier to get you up the stairs.”
“Right, yeah,” Julian said, and propped against the wall. He grimaced at the ache as he tucked them out of sight, molding into his back once more. His tail also melted away, and his skin changed, too, from demon gold to pale human. “There.”
“Now, come here,” Rami said, and looped an arm around his waist. It pressed into his ribs, but Julian really didn’t know if he could make it up the stairs by himself. In fact, as they took the first stair together, he knew he couldn’t.
Grumbling, groaning, and cursing the whole way, he leaned into the angel. His knee was sore, too, and in the haze of memories he was pretty sure he remembered a bat being taken to it at one point.
Had the bat been totally necessary?
For just a moment, he was thankful the angel was there. They were surprisingly warm and soft against his side, their other hand held out in case Julian wanted to take it.
He didn’t, gripping the handrail all the way up instead.
“Nice place for an angel,” he muttered as they made it to the second floor. It all led to a loft bedroom and a huge bathroom.
“Thank you. I quite agree,” Rami said, pleased with themself.
Julian resisted the urge to roll his eyes, and instead huffed out a relieved sigh as they stopped moving, finally.
“Your hair is disgusting,” the angel told him, and Julian let all of his distaste show in his expression. “I think a bath will be more comfortable for you, though it will hurt to get in and out. I can assist you.”
“Lucky me,” Julian drawled.
The angel’s face went all pinched before they turned away. Then the hush of the water filling the bath was the only sound in the room. The angel’s water. Which, from what he understood of humans, was quite a precious thing. And here this angel was, sharing their own.
And even though they were technically enemies, and he should revel in the angel’s discomfort and hurt little feelings, even though it was what Julian was counting on, something in his chest… itched, and he feared it had nothing to do with his injuries.
He sighed.
Damned selfless angels.
Julian swallowed as Rami fiddled with the bath. Julian did have an assignment here, and if he was going to succeed, maybe he should try being a little nicer to the angel. It was a start, after all.
“Thank you—for helping,” Julian said.
Rami’s shoulders stiffened, and when they turned to face Julian their expression was carefully blank, as if they cared not what happened to the demon. Their features were soft and unassuming, neither masculine nor feminine but somewhere in the middle. Their skin looked smooth and Julian found himself wanting to touch them.
That’s not what you’re here for, he reminded himself.
“Just doing my heavenly duty.”
Julian couldn’t stop his lip from curling. The angel seemed more open to Julian when he was being himself. Maybe he didn’t need to be nice after all.
“Come on, then, get undressed,” Rami said, turning their back to face the tub again. “I won’t watch.”
“Wouldn’t care if you did,” Julian responded. The angel’s shoulders stiffened again, and—how had they lasted this long on Earth if they were so easily flustered?
Julian lifted his shirt, all bravado, until he got about chest-height, and then groaned and dropped his arms, clutching at his side.
“Serves you right,” the angel said, suddenly appearing by his side.
They had a pair of scissors in their hands, and they grabbed Julian’s shirt by the hem and placed it between the two blades.
“Do be still—wouldn’t want to hurt you.” Their brow furrowed before they said, softer, “Seems like someone’s done enough of that.”
Then the angel was cutting his shirt off, and Julian didn’t have to lift his arms at all. Rami was close, closer than they’d been so far all evening. They smelled nice. Clean cotton and vanilla and clouds. Which shouldn’t have been a surprise, since they were an angel and all.
Julian shouldn’t have found it pleasant, but he did.
He caught his breath, holding it as the angel moved even closer, and for a second he thought the angel was… embracing him.
But then the fabric of his sleeves was slipping over his shoulders and down his arms and Julian realized the angel was simply removing his shirt.
Julian shivered.
The angel noticed. “Sorry about the temperature. I like it quite chilly in the house.”
“Why? So you can wear your cozy little sweaters?” Julian meant it as a sneer, but it didn’t quite land how he’d wanted it to.
“Exactly,” Rami said easily. They stepped back. “Can you get your pants, or should I help with that, too?”
Their expression was pinched. This was a challenge.
Julian wanted to laugh. The angel was challenging him!
He did not laugh. Instead he unbuttoned his pants and held the gaze of the angel as he did so, beginning to work them off his hips.
Rami’s eyes flickered, something passing through them that Julian couldn’t read. But they never wavered, not even as Julian’s pants dropped to the floor, and he toed off his shoes and managed to kick them away in a pile.
“Are you quite finished?” Rami asked, arching one perfect brow.
Julian pouted. “You’re not even a little tempted to look?” he teased.
The angel… well, their lips twitched, but they simply turned to face the tub and held out their arm. “Would you like some help or not?”
“Fine, fine,” Julian growled, and grabbed onto their arm.
Rami led him to the side of the slowly filling tub, and then moved behind him. Julian stiffened at first, unsure of having someone at his back.
The angel noticed that, too. “Just giving you something to brace against,” they said, tightening their grip on his biceps before sliding lower.
His knee throbbed, a constant heartbeat of discomfort, and he held on tightly to the angel as he stepped over the lip of the tub. Julian could barely put weight on his hurt knee, and Rami seemed to sense that. 
“Forgive me,” Rami said, and gripped Julian’s hips. 
His breath caught as Rami caught him, offering support as Julian managed both feet into the tub. 
“Down you go,” Rami said, and Julian wanted to be annoyed by the commentary, but found he wasn’t. He was appreciative, instead.
“Careful,” Rami murmured.
Julian felt like an infant as he gripped the sides of the tub and let himself be lowered into the hot water.
He hissed at first, but once his skin adjusted to the temperature, he found it was rather delightful.
“Oh, I missed baths,” Julian remarked with a sigh. “Holy shit.”
“Ugh, I rather despise that phrase,” the angel said, shutting off the water and stepping away, then even further, until they were out the door.
I’ll just keep using it then.
Julian assumed the angel was gone, and let his head rest against the edge of the tub, finally wincing at the throb in his head and knee and side and horn and back and—fuck, everywhere.
A throat cleared, and Julian picked his head up, squinting at the angel. In the bright light of the bathroom, Julian made a completely ambivalent observation: the angel was attractive.
Eyes as silvery as the sky upon the day of creation, and hair as gray as the shades angels refused to acknowledge they all lived in.
Okay, fine. It was blue-ish gray, down to the root as if it was a fresh dye job the internet had made popular a few years back.
If anything, the angel looked outdated with their tidy hair. Short on the sides and long and curly on the top.
Julian had let his own hair grow out after despising every moment of the buzz cut he’d experimented with. His hair now proudly brushed his shoulders, and was long enough to put in a bun when his horns weren’t in the way.
“Here are some towels and clothes. I’m going to give you some privacy; try not to waste it. Yell when you’re ready and I’ll be back to help.”
Julian hummed and watched the angel turn and go, pulling the door until only a crack remained. With a sigh, he turned his head up and glared at the bright light of the bathroom, only for it to dim to a comfortable setting.
His gaze snapped to the door once again, Rami’s hand slipping from the light switch and away.
Julian’s brows furrowed, and his head smacked against the lip of the tub.
Stupid, thoughtful angels. All kind and pure and fucking… fucking selfless.
With a groan, he sank beneath the water, bubbles rising as he let out his frustration.
When he came back up, the water was a muddled pink, and he grimaced before dipping under again.
He scrubbed his right hand through his hair, keeping the left one pressed to his probably-bruised ribs. When he couldn’t take it anymore, he came up for air and decided that would have to do until he could properly wash it.
He inhaled the steam from the hot bath and studied the bathroom, trying to learn more about this angel while he had the opportunity.
Well, that explains the vanilla scent, he thought as he read the label for their body wash. Their shampoo and conditioner—they didn’t use a three-in-one, Julian noted—looked like it should be used on a horse instead of their delicate angel hair, but who was Julian to judge?
Julian didn’t relish the thought of smelling like a dessert, but since it was his only option…
He lathered up his palms and scrubbed them over his skin instead of using the angel’s fancy sponge-looking thing.
Actually. On second thought. He grabbed it from the hook and poured more soap on it before sudsing up.
He chuckled to himself as he washed the dirt and remaining blood from his skin. The warm air filled with the scent of vanilla, and by the time the water was cooling, he was squeaky clean. His wounds hadn’t magically disappeared, but he imagined the hot water had loosened him up, made him feel a little better.
In fact, he felt so refreshed he didn’t even need some stupid angel to help him, so he unplugged the drain with his toes and then braced himself on either side of the tub before—
“Ohhhh fuck,” he groaned, teeth gritted as he lifted himself up.
His arms shook and his side throbbed, and his knee felt like someone had stuffed cotton between his joints.
But he did it—he made it to his own two feet, heavily leaning one hand against the wall as he stepped over the edge of the tub and onto the fluffy white mat.
Water dripped off him onto the floor anyway, and he swallowed a grunt as he lifted his other leg out of the bath, knee protesting the whole way.
Everything was going well until he tried to put weight on that leg and walk. It just… didn’t work, and he careened into the wall with a thud and a curse.
“Now, I told you to call out for me when you were ready,” Rami said, pushing into the bathroom like they owned the place—they did—and coming to Julian’s rescue like he’d asked them to—he hadn’t. “You’re going to hurt yourself even more if you’re not careful,” the angel scolded him.
Scolded! A demon!
Julian would have laughed in their face if he weren’t huffing in pain.
Rami draped the towel over him before helping Julian back to his feet. He had to lean on the angel; he had no choice in the matter as he was dragged from the bathroom to the bedroom, and carefully lowered to the bed.
Without another word, the angel walked over to the dresser and started rummaging. When they turned again, a stack of clothes in their arms, their gaze… dipped.
Julian followed it, lightning-quick, and discovered the towel had not stayed in place like the angel had probably intended.
Rami’s pale cheeks flushed a delicate pink as they averted their gaze. Julian grinned, target locked.
Maybe, just maybe, tempting this angel wouldn’t be so difficult after all.
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Rami


They should’ve known the demon would be too stubborn to ever call out for help. 
And yet, when they’d heard the water drain after unpacking and reheating their food, they’d thought surely Julian would be calling for them any moment.
They’d even ascended the stairs, anticipating his call. Expectant, Rami had paused outside the bathroom door, waiting, up until they’d heard the thump and a hissed curse.
They’d rolled their eyes—should they start keeping count?—and pushed through the door, chastising the demon for being so unreasonable. Honestly, he was hurt, why wouldn’t he—
Ah. Yes, that was it. He had been hurt, probably by someone higher up than him, someone he knew, was relatively close to. Well, as close as Rami imagined one could get in Hell. Rami’s chest ached at the idea.
Why would this demon trust anyone?
This is what they were pondering when they turned, the clothes chosen for Julian suddenly heavy in their arms. The demon was sprawled across the bed that Rami slept in—or read in—every single night. Across their blankets, the demon’s bared skin was displayed, from his bruised chest and side to his hips and thighs and—yes, that was certainly…
Heat rushed to their cheeks, and they averted their gaze as they stepped forward, dropping the pile of clothes beside Julian on Rami’s bed.
“Here are some clothes for you. Do you think you can manage?”
Ignoring the demon’s cheshire grin, they took a step toward the stairs.
“Sure I can,” the demon drawled, and he did not sound like he intended to dress one bit.
“Well, cover the bits you want protected from hot pasta, at least,” they snipped, and left the bedroom, steps thudding down the stairs as they retreated to the kitchen.
Rami poured themself another glass of wine and drank it impolitely quickly.
Then they continued what they’d been doing while Julian was bathing. 
On Earth, humans had to eat to survive. Angels didn’t. Likely, demons didn’t either. But it most certainly wouldn’t hurt, and Rami wasn’t going to feed themself while Julian went without. 
That was just rude.
Food was a… luxury to Rami, and they weren’t ashamed to admit it.
So they gathered an item from the freezer and added it to the tray with a single bowl of reheated carbonara, the remaining breadsticks, and a healthy glass of water before making the trek back upstairs. They counted the steps again, telling themself to remain calm.
This might be a demon, but he was also someone in need. 
The last time someone had been at Rami’s door, knocking that frantically, they hadn’t been able to help. 
Rami didn’t want to live that again, so they’d be damned if they wouldn’t help this demon, no matter how frustrating he might be. 
Maybe once the demon was well enough on his own two feet, Rami could return to their regularly scheduled program of operation.
They could taste the freedom already.
But for now, they would help this demon get back on his feet. 
Much to their surprise, when Rami knocked on the wall at the top of the stairs and was granted entry into their own bedroom, the demon had dressed properly.
He was sitting on the edge of the bed, palms pressed into either side of himself as he eyed the stairway.
Rami became the focus of that stare, those deep golden eyes practically flaming. His mocha hair framed his strong cheekbones, brushing at his chin and shoulders as he tilted his head in Rami’s direction.
“What’s that?” he asked.
“Pasta carbonara,” Rami answered reflexively. “And breadsticks, water.”
They crossed the room and placed the food on the nightstand.
“Up you get,” Rami directed, and motioned for Julian to sit against the headboard.
Julian narrowed his gaze, but did as he was told. “What’s that?” he asked, and Rami lifted an oven mitt, letting it hover over Julian’s knee as he stilled.
“An ice pack for your knee. The mitt is so you don’t get cold burns,” they explained as they balanced it.
“Cold burns,” Julian scoffed. “Please.”
Rami’s lips twitched as they raised up and stepped away. “Right. You’re from Hell. Probably used to all kinds of burns.”
Julian pursed his lips, and it was quiet for a moment. His attention trailed to the nightstand containing the bowl. “Actually, we did away with the hellfire a few centuries ago.”
“Really?” Rami asked, their voice three octaves higher in surprise. “Marvelous. I’m sure that’s been quite the improvement to morale.”
“Morale,” Julian echoed, shaking his head up at the angel.
“Yes, quite. Here,” they said, and handed Julian the bowl. “Let me know when you’re finished. I can come get the dishes.”
Julian’s lips twitched. “You make quite the little servant.”
If Rami’s wings were out, they were certain they would’ve bristled. 
“How long do you anticipate staying?” they asked sharply. 
“I dunno,” he said, and messily dragged a bite of pasta to his lips. 
He moaned rather dramatically at the first bite. “Holy shit, this is good.”
Rami’s eye twitched. 
“An estimate, maybe?” Rami pressed.
The demon shrugged and then winced, regretting it, and guilt pierced Rami. The demon was hurt, had been cast out, or—or something! And here Rami was trying to push him out the door already. 
“However long it takes to heal?” Julian said, turning those big brown eyes up to them. “I’ve never not been able to heal myself. So I don’t know.”
Flustered by the effect those pretty eyes were having on Rami, they hummed, and turned their back.
“Where are you going?” Julian called out.
Rami paused by the doorway. “Downstairs. I’ve got some work to finish.”
“Work? Celestial work?”
Rami glanced over their shoulder. “No, I need to update client files with today’s notes.”
Julian arched a brow. “Clients? You a hooker?”
Rami caught their eye roll before they could complete it. “If you must know,” Rami said slowly, “I’m a therapist. I’ll be downstairs if you need anyth—“
Julian’s howling laughter interrupted them, and followed them out the door as Rami turned away, cheeks aflame, and retreated down the steps to the solitary peace of their office.
They shut both doors and locked them for good measure before they stalked over to their desk and sat down with a flourish.
“What am I doing?” they mumbled to themself. Housing a demon?
Absolutely ridiculous.
Rami had spent many lifetimes witnessing injustices, unable to step in because of the natural order of things.
And this demon, Julian, was hurt. And in need. 
This time, Rami could help. 
So no matter how annoying he might be, Rami was going to, whether the demon wanted it or not, whether Rami wanted to help a demon or not.
With a chuckle, they released a much-needed sigh, and let their shoulders slump before filling their lungs again.
Once they felt more settled, less rattled, they cracked open their laptop and began transcribing the notes they’d made during sessions.
Melissa had made some major realizations today, and they were so proud of her! They made themself a note to prepare a little treat for her before the next appointment.
It didn’t take very long at all, and then they focused on sending automated texts and emails to cancel all appointments for the next week. Surely it would take the demon a few days to heal, and Rami couldn’t have clients visiting if there was a demon in the house.
Demons and angels were still kept secret from humans. And even if they seemed alright with werewolves and vampires and dragons and all the other creatures, Rami wasn’t going to be the one to accidentally reveal them.
Their chest ached as their finger hovered over the send button, and their gaze trailed overhead, to the ceiling, wishing the demon knew they were glaring.
Because of him, Rami had to press pause on their clients who were making great headway.
With a sigh, they added that they could still contact Rami for any emergencies and finally sent the notifications.
As if the demon had some sixth sense—it wouldn’t surprise Rami if he did—he called out.
“Hey, Feathers! Hellooo!” he practically sang.
Rami took a breath, prayed for a bit more fortitude, and shut their laptop down. They were finished with work anyway. After grabbing a pillow from their client couch, they made their way upstairs.
Upon reaching the second floor, they found the demon had cleared his bowl and even finished all his water.
“How’s the knee?” they asked, watching the demon adjust the mitt.
“The ice feels great,” he said, looking pleased with himself as he lounged back against the headboard, hands clasped over his stomach. “And the carbonara was really good.”
“Glad to hear it,” the angel said, and put the slim pillow on the bed. “Up,” they said, and slid it beneath the demon’s knee. Then they gathered his bowl and glass. “More water?”
The demon was staring at them, and the angel did not enjoy being under his spotlight like a bug beneath a lens.
“Did you give me your dinner? The one the human delivered?”
“I ate my portion while you were bathing,” Rami told him. “Not even I’m so angelic as to sacrifice all of my pasta. I’ll bring you some more water. Keep the knee elevated.”
The demon offered no more witty retorts as Rami did as they’d said. They were an angel of their word, after all. The night was wearing on them, and they looked forward to sleeping. Another necessity of the humans that Rami treated as a luxury. Maybe they’d wake up tomorrow and it would all be a dream.
They knew it wasn’t likely, but they could hope.
When they made their last ascension to the second floor loft bedroom, they were relieved, and placed the glass on the night table.
“Water. Now, I’ll be downstairs, but if you need anything else, let me know.”
“Where are you sleeping?” he asked, and patted the bed next to him with half-lidded, suggestive eyes.
Rami pretended they didn’t see.
“I’ll be on the couch, downstairs. It’s quite comfortable.” It wasn’t a lie, technically, but anywhere away from this demon had to be more comfortable.
“Aw, come on, now, I can’t take your bed,” Julian drawled. “Look how much room there is.”
“You can’t do much of anything with all your injuries,” Rami retorted.
“Don’t be like that,” Julian said, a teasing note in his voice.
“I’m not being any certain way except helpful,” Rami noted. “Now. Goodnight,” they said, and turned on their heel.
The demon let them go, blessedly, and Rami soaked up the silence of the lower level of their home, staring at the couch as if it was a challenge.
It was comfortable, if you laid a very specific way and placed the pillows in just the right position.
So that’s what they did, and they prayed for the demon’s healing and well-being, as well as more patience in the coming days.
They had a feeling they were going to need it.

      [image: image-placeholder]Rami hadn’t thought they’d actually fall asleep, not with a demon in their home. However, next thing they knew, they were blinking their eyes open to the soft light of the morning.
They stretched, groaning softly, and arched their back to stretch out the ache that had formed over the night.
“Keep making noises like that and I can’t be responsible for my actions.”
Rami startled, pulling their arms down by their side and simultaneously attempting to sit up and locate the demon. The pillow beneath their hand slipped and they slipped with it, spilling onto the floor beside the coffee table.
For a second, they considered staying there and pretending the demon didn’t exist.
Instead, they pressed themself up by their hands and sat back on their knees, glaring at the demon who was standing by the stairs. His arms and ankles were crossed, casual as can be.
“How long have you been standing there?” Rami asked, a familiar heat rushing to their cheeks no matter how much they wished it wouldn’t.
“Long enough,” the demon said with a smirk. When he walked forward, it was with a limp, though the gash on his forehead seemed to be healed, his skin smooth and unblemished once again.
“You’ve healed overnight,” Rami noticed, and got to their feet. They picked their pillow and blanket up and made the effort to fold them and place them neatly on the edge of the couch.
“Some of me has,” Julian said. “Knee still hurts. And my ribs.”
“And your wing?”
Rami asked more out of politeness than anything. They didn’t expect Julian to free them and stretch them out in Rami’s crowded home.
His wings spanned from the kitchen to the doors of his office. Without hesitation.
“Seems fine now,” Julian murmured.
“Glad to hear it. Now put them away before you break something.”
“You could just fix whatever I break,” he said, waving his hand about as if performing a bit of the magic they were privy to.
“No, actually. I’m not supposed to be frivolous with it. I’m here to study humans, not perform magic tricks,” they informed the demon, and then passed by him to go upstairs.
“Where are you going?” Julian asked, a frown in his voice.
Rami paused on the steps. “I am going to dress for the day.”
“Oh, right. You have clients,” the demon sneered.
Resisting the urge to snap at the demon, Rami didn’t bother correcting him and continued to their room, where they gathered clothes for the day and then locked themself away in the bathroom.
At least it’s quiet in here.
But it would only be a short reprieve, they knew. How were they going to entertain the demon all day and keep him out of trouble? He was already up on his own two feet. Granted, he wasn’t very fast.
He’s like a toddler.
Rami chuckled at that. The demon, toddling around and causing chaos.
It was only their problem while Julian was here, at least. Once he was well enough on his own, the angel could go back to their regular proceedings, never to waste a moment thinking about the demon again.
With a sigh, they dressed.
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