 “Jack,” Ianto said after they had drunk coffee in near silence for long enough for it to start to feel awkward and uncomfortable. “Exactly what sort of a captain are you? Or were you. What were you captain of?” 
Jack was surprised by the question and not sure how to answer it. He had picked up the name and the rank in the second world war. But he earned the right to be called Captain during another war in another time. It was one part of him that wasn’t fictitious. 
“Why do you ask?” he responded. 
“Because…” Ianto slid one arm around Alun’s waist. “I was thinking… you know how ship’s captains used to be able to marry people…” He opened his free hand. Two gold wedding rings glittered in the light. “Could you…” 
“I’m not that sort of Captain,” he admitted. “Besides, even a ship’s captain has to be in international waters. A filled in coal dock doesn’t count.” 
They both looked disappointed. 
“Well, does it really matter?” Gwen asked. “We don’t even have a government right now. And I don’t know where they keep the list of people who are licences to perform marriages, but it’s probably in ashes. Who’s to say you can’t? Jack, do it for them. At least that would be something… Do it.” 
Jack looked at his watch. It was nearly 1 am. It had been about half past ten when this all began. It was their wedding day. 
Ever since Ianto had asked Alun to marry him, they had talked about it, the three of them, over coffee, over beers at the pub, over pizza in his office. They had all agreed that there was nothing about the Civil Partnership that would change one iota of the relationship. They wouldn’t love each other any more or less, or in any different way. It had been a mere gesture. But the closer to the day, the more the arrangements had been finalised, the more it had come to mean to them. 
Yes, he could do that much for them. If nothing else.
“Yes,” he said. “How about in half an hour in the old chapel? Will that do? I just need to look up what I’m supposed to say.” 
For most of them, it was something to do that took their minds off the awful reality of their situation. Nothing could make Toshiko feel less wretched. She went with Beth and Gwen, all the same, and sat and watched as they lit candles and arranged the chairs into two rows with an aisle between. Owen sat beside her when he and Rhys and Garrett came in. Jack came in next. He had found an Air Force Captain’s jacket from somewhere, that looked more formal than his usual choice of clothes. He stood in front of the altar and waited.
Alun and Ianto arrived presently. They held hands as they walked down the aisle. Jack took a deep breath and smiled warmly at them as he began the form of words he had found in a booklet about Civil Partnerships that had been floating around the Hub for several weeks. They were simple, uncomplicated words with a certain dignity to them. they spoke of love and commitment. They were good enough words. Jack thought it might have been possible to have better words, but they would do. 
Alun and Ianto had prepared vows to exchange. Again, simple words, again the theme was love and commitment, pledging to spend their lives together, sharing joys and troubles, equally. Then they exchanged rings and Jack pronounced them joined in Civil Partnership. There should have been a better word for that, too, but it would suffice. He clasped both their hands in his and then introduced them to their friends as Alun Llewelyn Jones, Ianto Llewelyn Jones, partners from this day forth. 
There was a ripple of applause as Ianto took Alun in his arms and kissed him deep, and long, and passionately. Then they walked back up the aisle. It might not have been a legally binding ceremony, but it was good enough for them. The others followed. Jack mentioned that there was a bottle of champagne in the fridge. This was the best reason he could think of to open it. 
Even Toshiko managed to join in that toast to their future together. As much as she was hurting inside, she care enough to wish them well. When the champagne was drunk, Jack told the newly joined pair to go and get some sleep. He offered his own bed below his office, to them. 
“It’s your wedding night. This isn’t exactly a luxury hotel with a honeymoon suite, but it’s something.” 
