As you know, I am a huge Good Omens fan and an active member of the Lower Tadfield Air Base LJ fan community for Good Omens. At Christmas, we have the Good Omens Exchange, a sort of Secret Santa thing where you produce fanfiction/fanart for someone else (you get matched to the person by the admins, basing on what you said you can do, eg a certain pairing, and what that person said he/she wants, eg the same pairing). I submitted my piece about an hour before the deadline, which was November 15th. 

I doubt the admins themselves are taking part in this because 1) the Secret Santa thing would be spoiled for them since they are the ones doing the matching and 2) they probably wouldn't have time what with the preparations for the Exchange, like doing the matching and preparing pinch-hitters. They are working really hard to ensure we have a great Christmas and I feel it's unfair for them to not get a Christmas gift. So, I am giving them an early Christmas gift of a fluffy little ficlet entitled Snow.
Disclaimer: Good Omens belongs to Terry Pratchett and Neil Gaiman. The description of Heaven comes from the story Murder Mysteries in Neil Gaiman's short story collection Smoke and Mirrors. I highly recommend it!
Snow

Crowley hated snow.

There was the obvious reason, of course; his reptilian nature preferred warm sunlight to freezing snow and irritatingly pretty snowflakes. There was also the fact that snow meant Christmas – in the Northern Hemisphere, at least. And Christmas meant the season of giving, of love and goodwill, and choirs of angels. It was enough to make any demon gag.
  Snow reminded him of Heaven. Where it was always cool, refreshing breezes blew, and everything was illuminated by silvery light. He remembered working in the Hall of Being, as Gadre'el, and helping invent snow (A few minutes later, snowfights had promptly been invented as well). He wasn't sure he wanted to be reminded of all that.

  Aziraphale loved snow. He loved twirling around on the snow-covered pavements, hands outstretched, laughing as snowflakes settled in his clothes and hair (Crowley always insisted on miracling them away before the angel set foot in the Bentley). The angel delighted in dragging him along for Christmas shopping; Crowley retaliated by causing long queues, traffic jams, childrens' tantrums and the like.
  One Christmas Eve, Crowley leaned against the Bentley outside the bookshop, watching Aziraphale twirl in the snow as usual. The crisp wintry sunlight reflected off the snowflakes in his golden hair, creating what could almost pass for his halo. Sky-blue eyes shone, as a chill breeze ruffled the golden curls, heightening the halo effect. Crowley's throat seemed to constrict slightly. For a moment, Crowley was back in the Hall of Being, watching the others delight in this new creation. And as Gadre'el had once thrown snow at Izrafael, so now Crowley scooped up a handful of snow and threw it at Aziraphale.

  Later, as they sat side by side in front of the fire in Aziraphale's back room, sipping hot milky tea (which, for once, Crowley hadn't miracled into something stronger, which was a miracle in itself) and watching snowflakes drift past the window, the demon allowed himself to enjoy this small part of Heaven, right here on Earth. Crowley smiled. Maybe snow wasn't that bad after all.

A/N: This was written way back in June, while reading Terry Pratchett's Wintersmith. My apologies if Aziraphale is OOC, it is actually one of my earlier pieces of GO fic.
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