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Warning: Proceed at Your Own Risk (and preferably with coffee)
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This story contains:


	Explicit sex (of the enthusiastic, immortal, seatbelt-optional variety)

	Language saltier than a sailor at a Vatican bake sale

	Alternate theology that will not pass Sunday School muster

	
Blindfolds used imaginatively


	Crimes against fashion (RIP bespoke pantsuit, you were too stylish for this world)

	Demon-on-angel banter

	Angel-on-demon bondage

	An exorcism on aisle three

	Impersonation of actual airline staff (sorry, Melinda)

	Culinary disasters that may constitute war crimes

	Emotional support coffee

	Aerophobia, jet engines, and deeply suspicious seatbelts

	D/s dynamics with safe words like “Yes, Mistress” and “Is that a tail?”

	Mild tail action (non-prehensile, mostly affectionate)

	A BOAC jetliner with a starring role

	The kind of caricatures that make your high school yearbook look tasteful

	A sneak attack prophecy

	
A surprise anniversary (and you will like it)


	Two immortal sapphics versus one very cranky archdemon

	And at least one ruined curtain



If any of this offends you, turn back now.

Or don’t—and accept the consequences like a grown-up with good taste and a questionable sense of judgment.
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A Roman Holiday


[image: ]




“Faith, what are you doing?”

I wasn’t annoyed, but I tried to fake it. Truth was, I was bored, and Faith’s promise of, “Come on, let’s go have some fun!” was welcome.

We’d changed into smart outfits. Faith preferred dresses, and today she picked out an emerald-green sheath, one which brought out the stunning copper of her eyes and hugged her curves. I favored pantsuits, a relatively adventurous look for women, but one I was comfortable with. Today I chose one I’d had made for me in the city, simple black and gray vertical stripes on both the cigarette pants and jacket. My blouse was white silk, and my only concession to color was my red flats. Hats and matching purses completed our looks.

And the blindfold on me.

I was less than thrilled as she guided me out of our home. We’d had plenty of adventures outdoors, but rarely during the day, and never so close to the place we lived. We might have been immortal and virtually invulnerable to mortal weapons, but we weren’t stupid.

And no matter what you might think, being discreet lesbians in 1952 Westchester County, New York, wasn’t easy. Our neighbors certainly suspected, but as long as we smiled and dressed modestly, they ignored the elephant on the front lawn.

Pulling me out of the house for fun put all that at risk. Having survived the witch scares in both Europe and the American colonies—and boy, did our timing suck there, leaving one just to get caught up in another—we were both skittish about being called out.

And that left out the fact that neither of us were human.

I was a demon, and she was an angel, or we thought we were when we met. We knew better now, but old habits, old perceptions of self, persisted. I was over seven thousand years old. Faith was older, though how much older we didn’t know. Some millions of years, but time was wibbly wobbly in the Head Office.

Both our former employers utterly forbade our relationship.

We didn’t care. We were the last Thirteens, and their rules didn’t apply to us, no matter how much they wished they did.

So going out to have fun, with that tone of voice from Faith? There was a good chance we’d end up shin-deep in something smelly. That’s okay; we’d dealt with repercussions before, and would again.

“I can’t tell you!” she sing-songed, guiding me to our car.

“Faith,” I growled, settling into the seat. We shared a beautiful new Jaguar, an XK 120 roadster, red and right-hand drive. We’d both learned to drive while living in London, and though we’d been back in the US for a couple of decades, we both preferred the UK set-up.

“It’s a surprise,” she said, tucking my skirt in and closing the door.

“I got that.” I heard her come around and settle into the driver’s seat. Then she was busy getting the car running and us out onto the road, so I held my tongue. Immortal or not, I didn’t want to distract her and cause an accident. I liked that car.

I waited as patiently as I could. It was easy at first, with the grumble of the engine, the wind and sun on me, and my love next to me. I rested my hand on her thigh, just so she could feel my touch. 

But when we’d been moving for at least a half-hour my patience ran out.

“Faith, where are you taking me?”

She tsked at me. “What part of surprise don’t you understand?”

“Faith!”

“Oh, fine, you can take off the blindfold. For now.”

I whipped the cloth from my face. We were on the parkway, headed towards the city.

“What’s the big deal?” I said. “We go into the city all the time.”

“Today’s special. And we’re not going into the city.”

Again with the non-answer. I decided on a different tactic and shimmied over in the seat, pressing my thigh against hers. She dropped an arm around my shoulders and pulled me into her.

“I love you, Kalili.”

“I love you, Faith, and if you tell me where we’re going...?” I purred into her ear, and I felt her shiver.

“Not while I’m driving!” She laughed, and I felt her push her taaqat back. 

Damn. She was blocking me out of her thoughts.

“Too clever by half.”

“Sweetheart, you think I don’t know your tricks? After all this time?”

She had a point. We’d been together since the Middle Ages, and if there was anything she didn’t know about me, or vice versa? It hadn’t happened yet.

“Of course you do,” I said. “But what’s so special about today?”

“Use that brain for something other than trying to get into my pants, Kalili.”

“Hmph. Like you wear any.”

She dimpled.

“A hint?”

“Hint?”

“Hint. Please.”

“I like it when you beg.”

“Faith!” She knew exactly what she was doing, playing with my buttons.

“I’ll give you a hint. Rome.”

“That’s not a hint!”

We sped on, Faith with that maddening smile playing on her lips. Fine. If she wasn’t going to tell me, I wasn’t going to ask any longer. The skyline of the city loomed larger and larger, and then we passed it.

“Lilith take it, Faith. Where are we going?” 

“The airport.”

“Airport? What?”

“Airport.”

I did my best to think through my confusion. Airport. Rome. She wouldn’t. Would she?

“Faith, are we flying somewhere?”

Her smile blossomed. “We are. I have our tickets, and I packed a bag for us.”

There were several airports in New York, so I still didn’t know where we were going. Couldn’t be Rome. Could it?

“Rome?”

“You remembered!”

“No, you said Rome earlier.”

Her face fell, but she recovered quickly. “I did. You’ll figure it out.”

The rest of the drive to the airport, parking the car, getting into the terminal, all passed in a blur. I was trying to make the connection, and Faith was in charge of the details. I didn’t snap back to the here-and-now until we were walking out to our plane. Which looked different.

“Faith? Honey? Are you sure this is the right plane?”

I couldn’t see any engines. We were both Immortal. We had wings. We could fly over the ocean, and had before. And we could jump from place to place, as long as we knew the destination. If we didn’t know the destination, we had to get there physically, and the past twenty years and the revolution in air transportation had spoiled me. I enjoyed flying when someone else had to do all the work!

This plane looked incomplete. The body, the wings, and the tail were there, but where were the propellers?

Faith didn’t get what I meant. “This is the right gate, but I can ask.”

We were near the stairs, and one of the air hostesses was helping the few passengers up.

“Excuse me, this is the flight to Rome?”

The young woman, cute in a cookie-cutter sort of way, smiled her hostess smile at us. “Yes, ma’am, BOAC 105.”

She gestured for us to climb, but I pulled Faith back. “Where are the engines?”

The hostess heard me and the smile grew wider. 

“Right there.” She pointed at two oval openings in the back edge of the wing.

“No, no, those aren’t engines.”

The smile faltered, then resumed. “They’re jet engines, ma’am.”

“Jet?”

Oh, fuck no. No, no, no. I’d heard of these things. They were in the fighters that we’d dodged during the war. Belching black smoke and making a terrible noise, and Faith wanted me to trust them? 

“It’s perfectly safe,” the hostess was saying. “Alice–”

“Who?” I was confused now.

“G-ALYS is her designation. We call her Alice. Alice is a good girl, and she’ll get us across the ocean in no time. Fourteen hours from here to Rome, with stops in Newfoundland, the Azores, and Spain.”

Faith tugged on my arm. “Kal, don’t make a fuss. We’ll be fine.” She put a hint of emphasis on the last sentence, reminding me of our immortality. Even if things went sideways, we’d be fine. We might even avert a disaster.
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