
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


Let Your Wings Unfold

 


By

 


A.R. Moler

 



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination or
are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations or persons, living or dead is entirely
coincidental.






Copyright 2021 by AR Moler

Cover by

Giusy D'Anna of
 www.premadebookcoversmarket.com

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


Apparently, grabbing the wrong ass was
probably going to be a lethal mistake. When the guy in the cowboy
hat had smiled at him from the end of the bar, Glenn Jernigan
thought it meant the man might be interested in flirting and maybe
a hookup. The man was cute in a rough cut sort of way, worn and
frayed jeans clinging to his ass in temptingly sexy way. He’d given
the guy’s butt a little squeeze on his way to the bathroom. It had
been quite a while since he’d had a hookup. Being deployed in a
combat zone didn’t lend itself to casual sex very well.

 


Now twenty minutes later, out here in the
parking lot, another fist slammed into Glenn’s face. He was already
choking on the blood flowing from his nose and mouth. A second pair
of hands held Glenn’s arms behind his back as the man he’d been
attracted to was beating the shit out of him.

 


“Damn fucking queer. Maybe you’ll learn to
keep your hands to yourself,” snarled the man in the cowboy
hat.

 


“Oh, crap, I think I mighta seen a flash of
blue light. It could be the cops,” said the one holding Glenn’s
arms.

 


“Let him go,” said the cowboy, delivering a
final body blow to Glenn’s ribs. Glenn collapsed to the pavement as
the two men hurried away. He coughed, gagged, and managed to suck
in a breath before he passed out.

 


***

Standing on the top of the bar’s roof in the
darkness, Michael watched the events play out in the gravel parking
lot below. He wasn’t sure if he could bear watching the young man
die. Glenn Jernigan had survived Afghanistan as a U.S. Army
paratrooper, 501st Airborne Infantry
Regiment, only to be beaten very nearly to death by a pair
of homophobic bigots in his own hometown. Angels weren’t supposed
to interfere without prior authority from on high, but Michael had
been watching this man for three years. Glenn was brave, strong,
loyal, kind, all those things that would earn him the right to
peace when he crossed over. But he was so young – only twenty
three. It didn’t seem fair for someone like that to die so
young.

 


Nobody had specifically forbidden Michael to
save this man. What was that ironic phrase that humans used? Better
to beg forgiveness than ask permission. Even from where he stood on
the roof of the bar, Michael could tell that Glenn’s life signs
were failing. There was so much damage; those two men had been
vicious.

 


Michael was a very minor angel, painfully
young in the grand scheme, named for the Archangel. He would
undoubtedly owe penance for what he was about to do. So be it.

 


He spread his wings and flew down to where
Glenn lay dying by inches. Michael landed a few steps away and
folded his wings as he knelt beside the man. Glenn’s short cut dark
hair was matted with blood. Blood stained his face and shirt, too.
His breathing was a labored rasp, growing weaker. In the chill
March air, the cloud of exhaled breath was diminishing. Michael
couldn’t heal him completely, he didn’t possess that kind of power,
but he could heal him enough to keep him alive until help
arrived.

 


Ever so carefully, he pulled Glenn up into
his arms and kissed him, breathing life into his heavily damaged
body, healing the worst of his injuries. Almost all of his energy
expended, Michael’s wings sagged with exhaustion. There was not
much more he could do for Glenn. A few minutes passed before
Glenn’s eyes groggily fluttered open.

 


***

I’m dead, was Glenn’s first thought.
The face above his was the most beautiful he had ever seen on a
man. The figure was a man, wasn’t he? Glenn suddenly wasn’t all
that sure. Did he see a hint of wings behind the man’s shoulders?
The lighting in the parking lot was pretty dim, so Glenn wasn’t too
sure about that either.

 


Okay, maybe I’m hovering in that moment
right before death, was Glenn’s next thought. Weren’t there
supposed to be pearly gates and some dude with a big book or fire
and the stench of sulfur? There didn’t seem to be either of those.
Instead, it hurt. His body hurt like fucking hell. His mouth tasted
entirely of blood, and when he moved a little, parts of his ribs
crunched and grated together.

 


“Just try to lay still, I need to summon help
for you,” said the …angel?

 


Was he dead, or wasn’t he? Glenn was confused
and in agony. A gentle hand fished in his pocket and drew out his
cell phone. Since when did angels need cell phones? Glenn coughed,
blood trickling down the back of his throat from his smashed nose.
Oh, God, please make the pain stop. Maybe death was just waiting to
claim him. Glenn heard the three little digital tones of 9-1-1.

 


“I need an ambulance in the parking lot
behind The Green Turtle Grill. There’s a critically injured man.
He’s been assaulted and severely beaten,” said the guy with the
wings. Maybe this was some trauma-induced hallucination? Whatever
it was, the man rolled Glenn a bit more on his side, and breathing
became a little less torturous. “Slow breaths. Help’s coming.”

 


***

Being seen like this by anyone else would be
unacceptable. Michael sat holding Glenn in his arms until he heard
the sirens and could see the flashing lights getting closer. He
eased the injured man back to the ground, making sure Glenn lay on
his side, and tucked the cell phone back into Glenn’s pocket.

 


Only seconds before the paramedics arrived,
Michael stood and extended his wings. With a few strong downbeats,
he flew back to his vantage point on the roof of the building.
There he continued watching until Glenn was loaded into the
ambulance and driven away. Fatigue settled into him, hard and
heavy, leaving him so tired he could barely keep his eyes open, not
something he experienced very often. He folded his wings around
himself, curled in the corner of the rooftop. It took a moment to
render himself invisible, and then he allowed himself to sleep.

 


***

The ER was a noisy place. Good drugs were
probably the only reason Glenn didn’t scream as they lifted him
from the stretcher to the gurney. Good drugs also contributed to
the confused mess in his brain. His head was full of disjointed
images of paramedics and fluorescent lighting in the ER and about
fifty different people touching him, cutting his clothes off,
sticking him with big needles and one totally beautiful face.

 


Somebody asked him his name. Doctor? Nurse?
It probably didn’t matter.

 


“Sgt. Glenn Jernigan, U.S. Army.” His mouth
hurt, and his words sounded like he was drunk off his ass.
Something stabbed into the side of his chest, and it felt like his
flesh was tearing, but then after a time, it was easier to
breathe.

 


There were X-rays and some kind of test with
his head in a big donut shaped ring. Had they said it was a CT or
an MRI? He couldn’t remember. At some point, there was also a
discussion about being transferred to the ICU. He hoped that meant
he wasn’t expected to die.

 


Now, things were quieter. He’d drifted in and
out of consciousness too many times to keep track of. Was this the
ICU? Maybe.

 


A hand touched his arm lightly. “How’s your
breathing honey? Any difficulty? Give me a thumbs up or thumbs
down,” said the nurse. She was a motherly looking, middle-aged
woman. “Your oxygen sats looks okay, but I’m just checking.”

 


Glenn pointed his thumb up. With the mask
over his face, he thought his breathing sounded a bit too close to
a Darth Vader imitation but whatever, at least his chest didn’t
hurt so much now.

 


“One of the other nurses will be by later to
clean you up some more. Is there someone I can call for you?
Family? Friends?”

 


He rolled his leaden thoughts around. No on
the family part because the ones who were related to him by biology
had kicked him to the curb in his mid-teens. Maybe Theresa and Kim?
Lord knows they were the closest thing he had to family that cared.
They lived an hour away and had busy lives now that he was an
adult. He wasn’t sure. Medication and exhaustion blurred his
contemplations into sleep.

 


***

I am about to do more things that are
likely to demand an awful lot of penance. Michael desperately
wanted to check on Glenn. Knowing that the man was still alive was
not enough. He wanted to know if Glenn was healing or just
surviving. Michael could render his wings insubstantial so that he
looked like just a man, but that man had no clothing. On earth,
walking around buck naked in public drew attention.

 


What drew the least attention in a hospital?
Scrubs would probably be the best solution. He conjured up a set
along with the plastic clogs favored by a lot of the staff. No one
was apt to look twice at him now.

 


Michael walked through ICU toward the cubicle
where Glenn was. Along the way, he noticed another angel waiting
patiently at the bedside of an elderly woman. Invisible to human
eyes, that angel watched and waited. All too soon, that one would
guide the spirit of the woman to her final destination.

 


When Michael reached the cubicle where Glenn
lay, a female nurse was checking the injured man’s vitals.

 


“I’m almost done,” she said. “The bath stuff
for him is stacked on the table. Be gentle and keep an eye on the
chest tube.”

 


Michael stood frozen. He had only intended to
be there for a moment, just long enough to see Glenn and reassure
himself that the man would recover. It would seem that the nurse
believed Michael was another staff member, there to bathe the
patient. Okay…he could do that. He’d spent enough time in hospitals
doing exactly what the other angel was doing, watching and
waiting.

 


The woman finished checking Glenn’s blood
pressure and departed, pulling the curtain shut on her way out.
Michael stood immobile for yet another minute. If he did this, it
would allow him touch Glenn again, and that was something he found
he wanted very badly. He just couldn’t figure out why.

 


***

Barely roused out of his drowsy pain
killer-induced stupor by the nurse checking on him, Glenn was on
the verge of falling back to sleep. Hmm? There was somebody else in
the cubicle now. Glenn turned his head to look. The guy in the
scrubs had white-blond hair, and he was facing away, appearing to
be unfolding something. This gave Glenn a really amazingly nice
view of broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and the primo curve of a
tight ass. When the man turned back around, he was just as gorgeous
from the front.

 


“You’re still kind of a mess from the
assault, so how ‘bout I clean you up?” the man said.

 


If Glenn’s body hadn’t been loaded with
enough drugs to tranq an elephant, he probably could’ve gotten a
hardon just from admiring the way the guy was built. The man had a
wet cloth in his hand and began very gently cleaning dried blood
off Glenn’s face. Up close, the guy was even more beautiful, but
there was something oddly reminiscent about him. Glenn thought the
man looked a little like the Good Samaritan who’d called 911 in the
bar’s parking lot.

 


“Wha’s your name?” Glenn
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