
Julian discovered heaven had a couples policy before he discovered he was 
dead.


The woman at Admissions slid over a clipboard. “Partner’s name?”


“I’m sorry?”


“Romantic partner. We’re flexible on terminology.”


Julian looked around the waiting room. Plastic chairs. A water cooler labelled 
TEMPORARILY ETERNAL.


“I don’t have one.”


The woman stopped typing. “Currently?”


“Historically.”


She looked at him properly. “How old were you?”


“Thirty-nine.”


“Oh.”


Julian had always hated that particular oh. “There were people,” he said.


“Wonderful.”


“There were situations.”


“Situations aren’t transferable.”


Every new arrival could nominate one romantic partner for eventual co-
residency. If the partner was still alive, heaven held the adjoining place. 
Mutual nominations received a balcony.


Julian did not ask what overlooked what.


The woman turned her monitor around. “Let’s see what we can establish.”


First was Aaron, whom Julian had slept with twice. “He stayed for breakfast 
the second time.”


“Did you know his surname?”


“No.”


“Next.”


There was Luca. Four months. “We saw each other every weekend.”


“Were you partners?”


“We never discussed it.”




“Did either of you meet a friend?”


“He once met my Deliveroo driver.”


She clicked something.


STATUS: INSUFFICIENTLY DEFINED. APPEAL AVAILABLE.


“What happens if I appeal?”


“We put a note on Luca’s file. He can respond when he dies.”


Julian pictured Luca at ninety-three, learning that someone he had avoided 
defining in 2022 had lodged paperwork. “Next.”


There was Michael.


“Straight,” she said.


“He was emotionally complicated.”


“He was married to a woman.”


“People contain multitudes.”


“Not relevant multitudes.” She removed Michael.


“This system seems old-fashioned for heaven.”


“I don’t make policy.”


“Who does?”


“Policy.”


Behind her, the printer jammed. She opened a drawer, removed the same 
crumpled page twice, then shut it again. “Emergency contact?”


“My sister.”


“You last spoke in February.”


“She has children.”


“It’s September.”


“She has several children.”


The woman waited. Julian looked at the floor. His phone had worked that 
morning, before the bus and the crossing. There had been a Hinge 
notification.


Ben liked your photo.




Julian had meant to reply after work.


The woman clicked through more names.


A man who ghosted him after five dates. A lovely accountant whose 
messages Julian left unanswered for eleven days because he was tired, then 
fourteen because eleven had become embarrassing.


“Why didn’t you answer?”


“I was busy.”


“You watched twenty-six episodes of Below Deck.”


“I was busy doing that.”


She smiled. Julian hated her briefly for it.


“I did try.”


“I didn’t say you didn’t.”


His friends were still in a group chat called THURSDAY? Nobody had met on 
a Thursday in eighteen months. Every few weeks someone suggested 
dinner. Someone else sent a baby photo. Then came next month is better for 
us and six heart reactions.


Julian rubbed the edge of the clipboard. “Anyway. Aaron made excellent 
eggs.”


The woman closed the file. “Do you want Aaron?”


“No.”


“Luca?”


Julian shook his head.


“Michael remains unavailable.”


“I gathered.”


“Then who do you want?”


Julian looked at the file. “I think,” he said, “I wanted more time.”


She stamped the form.


UNACCOMPANIED.


“That sounds awful.”


“It used to say SINGLE.”




“Worse.”


“We had feedback.” She pointed through a set of doors.


Beyond them was another waiting room. People held identical forms. 
Someone was arguing with the coffee machine. Near the window, a man in a 
green jumper sat alone.


Julian chose a chair three seats away.


Then two seats away.


The man looked over. “First day dead?”


“Apparently.”


“Same.”


A minute passed.


Julian almost left it there. “Do you know if the coffee’s terrible?”


“Probably.”


“Want one?”


The man folded his form. “Yeah,” he said. “All right.”


Julian went to the machine and pressed COFFEE twice.


