

Choirs of Angels Sang

By DeeDee Cupps

I had gone over to my bestie Nita’s place for our weekly eat-bad-food-and-binge-watch event. Neither of us was seeing anyone, she had a better couch and a Netflix account. And if we went back to my place I would more likely than not guilt myself into working on my Master’s thesis for school. If I had known there would be so much guilt associated with relaxation, I might have just gone to a trade school. But noooo, I had to convince my parents to let me get an English Lit degree. As it was, I’d have to pull an all-nighter this weekend to get back on track for finishing my thesis.

“What did you think?” Nita asked, pouring the last drips of wine into her glass.

“I see why you love it so much,” I said, reluctantly hauling myself to my feet. I cleared my glass and the snacks to Nita’s kitchenette. Waitressing habits die hard. 

“But…?”

“Well, the guys are all hot, for sure,” I said, rinsing out my glass. “Monster hunters in denim, with their angel sidekick. Excellent premise.”

“But…?”

I sighed. I knew she wasn’t going to let this go. She loved that show and wanted me to love it too, so we’d have another selection for binge night. I turned to face her, knowing she’d be giving me those big dark puppydog eyes. 

“I think my problem is the sidekick,” I said. “Angels are… not ruggedly handsome men with a week of stubble and soulful eyes.”

“They… I mean, he’s not the angel himself, he’s a human vessel for the angel,” Nita argued.

“No, I get it,” I said. “But… Have you read the bible? Angels are always described in the most messed up ways. Flaming wheels of gold with hundreds of eyes. Four-faced and four-winged. Glowing pillars of light. That sort of thing.”

“Right but this is a TV show.”

“Only one of the four faces is human, Nita.”

She raised one perfectly groomed eyebrow at me. How she finds time for makeup in grad school I don’t know. “Assuming angels are real, you mean?”

“In their depictions in the bible,” I answered. “That’s why they always start their proclamations from the Lord with ‘Be not afraid’ because they know mere mortals are going to freak out.”

“Seriously? If a giant flaming wheel with a thousand eyes appeared in front of me and said ‘Be not afraid,’ I think I’d still be afraid.”

“Right?” I finished washing my wine glass and set it into the rack to dry. “Okay, I gotta run. See you Monday?”

“You know it,” she said, tossing back the last of her wine.

I headed down the stairs and out into the night. It was quiet, and still warm enough to just need a jacket, instead of the sweater/scarf/jacket/hat/mittens/boots I’d be needing in a couple of weeks. The autumn leaves had been changing colors but weren’t yet ready to start dropping off their trees.

As I crossed the campus to my room in residence the wind picked up a little, whipping my long reddish-brown hair off my shoulders and into my face. I reached up and pulled the strands away, pulling them into a rough ponytail I could hold in place. Suddenly chilly, I shivered.

The campus had more than a few people out and about, going for walks, smoking, just chatting, whatever, but for some reason I felt nervous, and couldn’t wait to get back into my room. Like someone was watching me, kind of? But glancing around I couldn’t see anyone looking my way.

Normally I might stop and chat with the other residents, or swing by the kitchenette on my floor for a cup of terrible brown water they called coffee or a late-night snack. Instead I went straight to my room, keys in my fist before I even got to my floor. Unlocked the door, into my room, closed and relocked as fast as I could, heart pounding.

“What the?” I whispered to myself, reaching for the light switch. Before I could flick it, the overhead light came on, buzzing, burning brighter and brighter and brighter until the bulb exploded with a pop. I shrieked, startled.

And that was it. No more noise, no more weird feeling of being watched, no more nervous feeling. Just me, alone, in my room. I opened the door to look out into the hall, hoping to see someone coming to find out what my scream was all about, but it was empty. 

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and texted Nita I had made it home safe. She sent a thumb’s-up and a sleepy face. I turned on my flashlight to avoid the broken pieces of glass on the floor, crossing my room to turn on the light by my desk. Once the room was lit, that nervously faded away completely. I cleaned up the broken glass and went to bed, all thought of getting some work done gone.

That went on for a week. Whenever I would go out at night, that feeling of being watched would come back. No more exploding light bulbs, though. Still, I wound up cancelling our bad-food-and-binge night with Nita, claiming I needed to buckle down on my thesis. The truth is, I was way too nervous to go out.

I got some reading done, tracked down some of the research I needed in the school library and put the books on hold for me, paced a bit, played some games on my phone, checked my social media. Nothing could distract me from the deep, intense feeling of being watched. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed release.

So, my room in residence isn’t crazy huge or anything. Room for a desk and chair, a dresser, and a single bed with a lumpy mattress. There was a small closet and a private toilet and sink, which I had by virtue of being a grad student. I’d done the roommate-and-common-bathroom thing for the three years of my undergrad, and no thanks to that ever again. As it was, I still had to use the common showers.

All that to say that I had a certain amount of privacy, which came in quite handy when I needed to take care of my own needs and there was no one around I was willing to trust with that responsibility. Even so, I kept my vibrator hidden in a box of tissues in my dresser drawer. I pulled it out, got undressed, and lay back on my bed, finding some porn to watch to get the party started.

I trailed my fingers down my chest, circling around and cupping my breast, thumb playing with my nipple. My breasts were pretty big and firm, more than a handful. They’d gotten a lot of attention from my past partners, and I loved it. I clicked on the vibrator and set it to the lowest setting, putting it on my pubic mound, teasing myself with the vibration. I bit my lower lip as I pinched my nipple, savoring the electric thrill of the pain. I closed my eyes and began focussing on the sensations, on the thrill and chill of my body responding. I’ve never been big on fantasizing. I’m much better just thinking about my own sensations.

I spread my legs, leaving the vibrator on my mound, and brushed my fingertips against my pussy lips. They were already so sensitive, it was almost painful to play with them so lightly, so I slipped my middle finger in up to the second knuckle, thrusting it in and pulling it out, finding my hardening clit swelling from the stimulation. 

My other hand left my breast and grabbed the vibrator, moving it down to my clit and changing it to the medium setting. I could feel my orgasm beginning to build. I shifted the vibrator a little, increasing it to the maximum setting, slipping a second finger into my slick, hot pussy. I clamped my mouth shut, moaning quietly against my tight lips as I felt the orgasm, close, so close, nearly there…

BE NOT AFRAID

My eyes snapped open. The voice had filled my world, shaken me to my bones, pushed me down against the lumpy mattress, pinning me down, holding me in place. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, but I could see.

Above my bed was an angel. Not the dark, soulful-eyed chisel-jawed dude from the TV show. Not a cute little toddler with curly hair and a tiny bow-and-arrow set. An angel. A really real angel.

He -  I’m going to assume its gender, based on what happened next - was made of flames, but the flames were shaped like dove’s wings, and there were at least a dozen of them, if not more. Two dozen. I don’t know, I didn’t stop to count them. Floating above the flame-wings was a crown, kind of? A circle of gold, spinning slowly, and where you might find jewels in a real crown the spinning golden circle was set with eyes. Not just human eyes, but birds and dogs and cats and fishes and reptiles and goats, I think? Like every eye you could imagine, staring out of the golden circle.

BE NOT AFRAID

You said that already, I thought, because I was being held still, like time had frozen, except for the angel.

No harm will befall You

And somehow, somewhere deep inside me, I knew it was true. Knew it deep inside my soul, knew it to the core of me. I felt myself relax, felt my heart slow. I breathed in, finally, slowly, calmly.

Who are you?, I thought, not trusting myself to speak.

I am a MESSENGER of the LORD our GOD

You have a message? For me? From God?

You have been CHOSEN

Chosen for what?

To KNOW the LOVE of the LORD

Me?

Prepare Yourself

Then he descended upon me. There’s no other way to describe it. The flaming wings lowered themselves to me on my bed, and I was wrapped in his warmth, the fluttering of his wings engulfing me, the circle of gold spinning faster high above me. I gasped as he entered me, sliding into my pussy with a fiery heat so intense I came right away, my back arching right off the bed. The noise I made was pure animal lust, my human body responding to the purest, most amazing feeling of pleasure I had ever experienced. And the noise the angel made sounded like ten thousand of the world’s most talented singers hitting a perfect chord, a choir of life, of hope and love and power and trust.

The angel moved in me, thrusting slowly, flames licking every pleasure point of my body, places I knew well and places I had never suspected before, bringing me back to orgasm faster than ever, and it crashed over me, waves of bliss, of shuddering joy, of utter pleasure, electric, erotic, beyond time and space and everything the world was made of, a pure explosion of God’s LOVE in me, making me whole, making me one with the entirety of reality, beyond any mere biological response to stimulation. I was weeping, screaming, laughing with joy, with ecstasy, with the power of the angel feeding my pleasure centers the purest most powerful hit of dopamine, oxytocin, and endorphins ever.

I’ve never done mushrooms before, or anything stronger than a single puff of a joint once as an undergrad. They say a good trip leaves you utterly convinced of the fact that everything is love, and everything is going to be alright. This was better than that could ever possibly be. I knew God LOVED me. ME! How could anything ever go wrong in my entire life, knowing that?

The angel’s wings caressed my body, calming me, taking me from that realm of pure energy, pure love, back to reality, back to my room in the residence at the university where I was working on my Master’s degree in English Lit. I felt heavy, tight, like my body didn’t quite fit right any more. I felt touches along my throat, my neck, my lips, my eyelids, my ears, like kisses, hot and cold, gentle and loving, comforting me. World’s Best Sex followed by the World’s Best Aftercare.

The angel left me then, gently, gradually, floating above me. The flaming wings beat slower, more calmly; the eyes in the golden circle were filled with love.

Will I see you again?, I thought, but knew the answer even before he spoke.

LOOK AND YOU WILL FIND ME

Where?

I AM EVERYWHERE AND EVERYTHING

Of course, I thought, basking in the afterglow, radiating that perfect love from every single cell of my body. Even if the angel never visited me again, never knew me in that way ever again, for as long as I lived I would always have those moments we shared, always know that perfect love for me, for everything about me. I had lapsed in my faith, before, falling into the trap of modern life. Never again would I doubt God’s existence, God’s Love, or God’s Plan. We are all one, we are all love. I knew it in the fiery touch of beating wings. I knew it in the fearsome gaze of countless eyes in a circle of gold. And I knew it when choirs of angels sang.
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