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The Guardian in the Shower


Janet came home after
a long day of work, tossed her keys onto the table beside the door,
and kicked off her shoes. Her weary, stockinged feet ached. She set
her purse on the kitchen table as she passed by, and walked to the
bathroom.

She flicked on the
light. And jumped back in surprise.

"What are . . .
who the hell are you?" A figure, dressed all in white, stood
against the far wall. It was a man, although the pale, hairless
skin and androgynous features made her hesitate. There was a golden
halo, like a crown upon his head, until Janet, looking closer,
realized that it was actually floating in the air just above his
head.

She stepped back.

"Who . . .?"

"I'm Adigraxis," he
said, and his voice was soft and sweet like a tenor flute. "I'm
your guardian angel."

"My wha—?" Janet took
a step back.

"Your guardian
angel," he repeated, in that calm, soothing voice. He spread his
hands before him in a gesture of peace and stepped forward. Behind
him, proud feathered wings unfurled. The white feathers were even
more pure and light than the garments he wore.

"My . . . guardian
angel?"

"That's right."

"Well . . . I'd
really like to take a shower if you don't mind." Her brain was
still trying to wrap itself around this supernatural vision before
her. The truth of the man's words—angel, her mind
repeated—seemed indisputable. A soothing blanket of calm seem to
emanate from him, wrapping and relaxing her soul.

"I don't mind," said
Adigraxis, gazing at her.

"Well, can you . . .
you know . . . wait outside, maybe? While I . . ." She fumbled for
the right words. Her guardian angel looked at her peculiarly. He
might be heavensent, an angel here to protect her, but she wasn't
just going to undress in front of him.

"Wait outside?" He
blinked.

"So I can, you know .
. ."

"There's no need to
be embarrassed." Was there a hint of a smirk turning up his
lips?

"I'm not
embarrassed," she snapped.

"No?"

"No."

They stood and stared
at one another for a long moment.

"You're my guardian
angel, right? So you do what I tell you?"

"That's not
exactly—"

"Wait outside." She
reached behind her and opened the door wider. "Now. Go."

"Janet"—the creature
looked serenely, lovingly across the small bathroom at her—"the
reason I'm here—"

"It can wait," she
told him. "Now, go on. Out you go."

Her guardian angel
cleared his throat. "I'll just wait outside."

"Right." She nodded
at him as he meekly stepped past her and out into the hallway.

"But you should
know—"

"It can wait."
She slammed the door in his face and turned the lock. Leaning
against the wall beside the door, she breathed long and slow,
trying to process the fact that her guardian angel was here
physically in her home—in her bathroom—and
speaking directly to her. She must be hallucinating, she decided.
It's been a long day. A long week.

I'm
hallucinating angels, she told herself wryly, it must have been a
lot more than a long week!

Pushing herself away
from the wall, she went to stand before the mirror. She studied her
reflection. She didn't look crazy.

She took another
long, slow breath and then began to undress.

Just as she slid her
bra over her shoulders and tossed it down onto the growing pile of
discarded clothes, there was a soft knocking on the bathroom
door.

Standing in just her
briefs, Janet crossed her arms over her breasts and turned towards
the door. "What is it?"

"Janet." It was the
voice of her guardian angel from the other side of the door. "There
really is something I need to tell you."

"I told you," she
called out. "I just want to take a shower and relax. Whatever it
is, you can tell me after."

"Janet, listen. I'm
not the only one—"

"Just stop! I'm not
listening." To further her point, she went to the tub and turned on
the shower. The stream of water produced a satisfying cascading
roar, which muffled whatever her guardian angel was saying outside
in the hallway. He knocked again, but she ignored it. Her eyes went
to the doorknob—the lock was in the vertical, secure position—and
she let out a weary sigh, satisfied.

Slipping off her
panties, she stepped into the tub and drew the curtain closed.

The hot water soothed
her aching muscles and washed away her tiredness. She washed her
long hair, running the water through it, rinsing away the shampoo.
Picking up the soap, she rubbed the bar over her bare skin,
building up a lather. Splashing water, twisting around under the
flow of the shower, she scrubbed and washed; and when she was done
washing, she stood beneath the nozzle, letting the water caress her
whole body.

A soft noise, like
someone jiggling metal pieces together, broke her from the soothing
trance. Sucking in a breath, she took a step away from the curtain,
out of the flow of water. She listened.

The noise repeated.
It was a familiar noise, the noise of a doorknob being played with.
Like someone was just outside the door, messing with the—

Adigraxis! Her
guardian angel. What the hell was he doing?

Leaning forward, she
poked her head around the edge of the curtain, and twisted to get a
look at the door. Everything was still, but . . . the lock! On the
doorknob! It was now in the horizontal—unlocked—position.

Janet swallowed.

"Adigraxis?" she
called. Nothing. "Hello?" No answer.

Guardian angel,
she thought, bitterly. Janet shook her head. She was losing her
mind. Except . . . she had locked the
door.

"Psst." Janet whirled
around, nearly pulling down the curtain.

Her guardian angel
was at the opposite end of the tub, sticking his head past the
curtain, into the small space with her.

"What the—" She
grabbed out for the curtain with both hands and pulled the plastic
into the shower, wrapping it around her body, hiding her nakedness
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