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Deb walked right by the entrance, though she’d been inside this building many times before.  Her whole world changed when the office gave her this Smartphone thingy.  She never fell out of touch anymore, always had her eyes glued to its little screen, always had her fingers perched over its keys.  

She’d thought she was too old for new tricks, too old to keep up with technology, but not so.  Once her assistant had explained it to her, she realized what a godsend this device really was.  

Yanking open the heavy wooden door, Deb avoided the layers of peeling paint and trotted to the dark staircase.  She held the railing with one hand, still entrenched in emails.  Deb knew which stair was broken, and counted in her mind so she could step over it when she got there.  

Another message came in before she’d even finished reading the last one—wasn’t that always the way?

“Good evening, Deb.”

She barely looked up from the glowing screen to nod in the doorman’s direction.  Short guy, but built like an ox. His strong arms were perpetually crossed in front of his barrel chest.  

Deb never could remember his name.  

“The Big Guy’s not down that way,” he said.

Deb overshot the club’s entrance and traced familiar footsteps down the dark hallway leading to the office.  She didn’t stop at first, because she wasn’t really listening.  When the words finally sunk in, she turned around.

“He’s in the club?” she asked. 

That was strange.  She thought The Big Guy didn’t buy into his own hype.  

When Deb looked up from her phone, she realized the doorman was shaking his head.  

“The Big Guy has left the building,” he informed her.

This had to be some kind of joke, and yet the Asian doorman’s handsome, chubby face remained expressionless.  

“What do you mean he left?” Deb asked, scrolling through her messages.  She clicked on the appointment reminder The Big Guy’s assistant had sent early in the afternoon.  “It says right here we’re scheduled to go over the zoning variance applications.”  

Not the sort of thing Deb would generally have done in person... in this part of town... at ten o’clock at night... but for The Big Guy, she made all kinds of exceptions.

The doorman shrugged those hulking bare shoulders, and his huge white wings stretched out behind him.  It was a strangely cat-like move, when the boys flicked their wings like that.  In fact, Deb felt a little strange that these handsome supernatural creatures didn’t inspire more awe.  

Maybe something was missing inside of her.  

It wasn’t common for humans to come in close contact with actual angels.  This club, created by The Big Guy to serve a clientele of women in Deb’s age bracket, was incredibly exclusive.  It was an invite-only sort of deal, and the only reason Deb knew about it was her work with zoning ordinances.  

Yes, even The Big Guy had to abide by city by-laws when operating on their turf. 

The first time she’d come here, she was all business.  There was no real reason to leave The Big Guy’s office, but he’d taken her on a tour of the club nonetheless, so she would know exactly what she was dealing with.  

The club was called Only Angels, and for a good reason: all the guys who worked the place were honest-to-goodness angelic beings.  

Her ulcer had just about blinded her with pain that day. Obviously, that had cut the tour short.  It was only when she got home later, pulled on her flannel pyjamas and grabbed a tub of Triple Caramel Chunk from the freezer, that she realized the enormous implications of everything she’d seen.

Those boys were angels, wings and everything!

It beggared belief, and yet Deb trusted things that were tangible, palpable, firm—and, man, those angel boys were about as firm as they come!

Ever since that first meeting, The Big Guy had nudged Deb to check out the club every time she swung by his office.  She always had some excuse not to.  Hell, they had a lot of work to do with this variance application, and The Big Guy wasn’t her only client.  There was an entire city’s worth of zoning to take care of, and nobody else in her department knew what the hell they were doing.  She couldn’t trust the work to anyone but herself.

Now, as she stood in this dark and dreary hallway in the basement of a deceptively run-down building, it dawned on her what must be going on.

She watched as the doorman’s wings settled into resting position behind his back.

“The Big Guy couldn’t have just taken off,” she told him.  “We’ve had this appointment on the books for weeks.” 

Deb glared at the doorman, trying to read his blank expression.  

“What did he tell you when he left?”

The doorman smiled, an almost canine grin, like he just couldn’t help himself.  “The Big Guy instructed me to send you into the club.  Andreas and Zander would like to consult with you.”

A set-up if ever she saw one!

Still, she couldn’t keep the smirk from her lips.  “Do Andreas and Zander wish to bone up on their knowledge of zoning by-laws?”

With a chuckle that made his shoulders heave, the doorman said, “I’m sure they’d gladly bone something.”

A long-forgotten pulse grabbed Deb between the legs.  For a moment, she felt so weak she just about keeled over.  She looked at her phone.  Ten at night and messages were still popping up at the top of her inbox, knocking the older ones out of sight.

“I’ve got so much left to do today...” 

She looked to the doorman, hoping he’d offer her a reason to stay.

“Zander and Andreas are waiting in booth six,” he said, his voice a low rumble she could feel in her belly.  “They’re yours for the night, courtesy of The Big Guy.”

He swung the door open and stepped aside.  

She beamed at the angel as she walked by.  No sense pretending she wouldn’t enjoy an evening of reckless debauchery.

“Tell The Big Guy thanks, will you?” 

“What,” he teased, “you can’t just send The Big Guy a thank you message on that little machine of yours?”

Laughing along, Deb said, “I could, but some things are nicer in person.”

When he’d closed the first door behind her, Deb leaned against it and shut her eyes.  She knew this feeling—she was nervous.  

Nervous!  

At her age it seemed silly, but the truth was she hadn’t been with a man since her husband left, and that was years ago.  Even then, her work had always come first.  Her kids, even as adults, wouldn’t let her live down the number of sports games and school concerts she’d missed when they were young.  They seemed to think those choices had been easy.  They seemed to think that if she had to do it all over again, she’d make the same choices.  

She wouldn’t.  She knew that now.

Deb opened her eyes and gazed into the fountain at the centre of the small room.  The water’s musical chime eased that tumbling feeling in her stomach, and its fresh springtime scent made her thirsty for something more than a drink.  She walked the little pathway around the water feature and took a deep breath before opening the next door.

There were loads of women at the bar, even on a Wednesday.  They were so glamorous, each on the arm of a young angel... or two or three.  Cougar sluts, Deb had thought the first time she came here. That was before The Big Guy told her these women wearing gold mini-skirts and sequin tops that barely kept their boobs covered, didn’t dress this way to go to work in the morning.  Many of them were respectable businesswomen, or lonely society ladies, or down-on-their-luck single mothers who worked their fingers to the bone while their grown children sat at home playing video games.  

Every woman here had at least one thing in common: a need. 

For a long time, Deb had resisted hers, but The Big Guy obviously wasn’t buying the act.

Avoiding the bar, Deb squeezed past working hunks and their huge white wings to get to the booths.  Most of the white curtains were closed, which meant an angel was inside entertaining a client.  When she arrived at booth six, she found the ceiling-to-floor curtain shut.  Her angels must have closed it so the boss wouldn’t think they were slacking off.

That’s what she was thinking to herself as she pulled the curtain wide open.

Deb gasped at what she saw.

She told herself to pull the curtain closed again, but she couldn’t manage it.  Two angels—one dark-skinned with full pouting lips and the other golden with long black hair—were sitting together on the U-shaped bench.  Kissing.  Not only were they kissing, but touching, their hands travelling the terrain of each other’s chests and arms.  Deb was pretty sure they were stroking lower, too, but she couldn’t fully see because of the round table blocking her view.

The darker of the angels was the first to notice her.  His big brown eyes grew wide, and he quickly pushed the other guy away, hissing, “Get off me!  She’s here!”

The second angel met Deb’s bewildered gaze with a sheepish expression of his own.  “Hello,” he said.  A distinct blush grew across his cheeks.  “I must apologize for Zander’s and my naughty antics.  We didn’t know how long you would be and we found ourselves getting rather... frisky...”

Both angels spoke with delicious accents.  Andreas’s sounded South American to her ear, but she wasn’t exactly sure about Zander.  African-French was her best guess.  The chiming water outside the bar had made her feel peaceful, but the men’s voices produced an altogether different effect.  She felt riled up, vicious and eager, like she wanted to pounce.  

Andreas stood and extended his hand to Deb.  As he rose, his hard cock sprung out from his open fly.  Deb could hardly believe it when she heard herself giggle like a schoolgirl.  

“Pleased to meet you,” she said, foregoing his hand and wrapping her fingers around his firm, uncut cock instead.  It throbbed against her palm as she said, “I’m Deb.”

The boy gasped, then chuckled like a nervous teenager.  

“The Big Guy had many wonderful things to say about you,” Andreas assured her while he shyly extracted his erection from her grip.  He sunk down onto the bench.

“Spoiled sport,” she teased, closing the white curtain and ducking in beside Zander.  She snuck a peek at his fly, but he’d already zipped it up. 

They both wore tight white jeans and were both bare-chested, which was part of the uniform here at Only Angels.  Most human shirts didn’t fit too well over a massive set of wings. 

“Sorry to interrupt,” Deb said.  “You two were obviously in the middle of something.”

“The thought of your arrival made us both so horny we just couldn’t resist—”

“Bullshit,” Deb interrupted, laughing.  “You guys make each other horny.  That’s obvious enough.”

Her Smartphone sang a little tune to tell her she had a new message, but she turned the damn thing off and slipped it into her jacket pocket.  

No interruptions tonight.  

Ignoring her comment, Zander said, “Andreas and I are yours for the evening, to use as you wish.  Would you like a drink to start things off?  Or something to eat, perhaps?”

Deb laughed.  “Food has been my only pleasure for years. Can’t you tell?”

The boys chuckled politely.  Of course they weren’t going to answer that question.  

“It’s been ages since I’ve indulged anything but my taste buds,” Deb went on.  “My other senses are very jealous.” 

“What shall we do about that?” Zander asked.  He put an arm around her shoulder and she couldn’t believe the heat coming off the guy.  

Andreas grinned like a schoolboy and finished the thought.  “Or should we just show you what we have to give?”

They probably worked tag team like this often, if they were able to finish each other’s sentences.

Or maybe they were in love...

Zander must have perceived a shift in Deb’s bearing, because he let his arm slide from her shoulder.  Setting both hands on the table, he leaned forward and tilted his head.  “A lot of women we meet want to talk for a while.  That’s fine, too.”

Deb smiled at his sweetness.  “Oh, you really do know women, don’t you, boys?”

The pair exchanged apprehensive glances.  

“We try,” Andreas replied.

“But you understand one another even better,” Deb went on.  She wasn’t usually so perceptive, but there was such a strong connection between the two she couldn’t bring herself to ignore it. 

The boys looked at each other once again, eyes wide, as though they were afraid of what she might do with this information.  

“Is it obvious?” they asked in unison.

The question made Deb laugh.  They were delicious, these two.  “Well, when I find the two of you kissing and groping in a closed booth, it tells me something, all right!”

Andreas’s cheeks were beet red.  Deb had never seen any man look so embarrassed... or any angel.

“We apologize,” Zander cut in.  “We were supposed to entertain you, and instead ...”  He trailed off like he wasn’t exactly sure what was happening.

“Oh, I am entertained.” Deb tapped Zander’s thigh with her hand.  “Well, I shouldn’t say that. Makes it sound like you’re circus bears or something.”

“We’re hardly bears,” Andreas said with a sly smile.  

Zander laughed.  “Yes, we are far too hairless.”

It finally clicked that they were making reference to gay terminology—bears as hairy, hefty gay men.  What would Andreas and Zander be considered?  The only other word Deb knew was “twinks,” but these boys were too firm and fit to fall into that category.

“You won’t tell The Big Guy, will you?” Andreas pleaded, his expression suddenly stricken.  

His fear inspired a surge of warmth around Deb’s heart, and she reached for both their hands.  “You think The Big Guy doesn’t already know?”

They looked at one another, so sheepish, so adorable.

“I guess there’s no hiding from The Big Guy,” Zander conceded.

“You got that right.”  Deb gently placed Zander’s hand in Andreas’s palm, and smiled at the happy image of two men in love.

“It’s not that we don’t enjoy women,” Zander said.  The statement seemed to come out of nowhere, but Deb understood that these boys took their occupation seriously.  “We love working here at Only Angels.  The only thing we don’t like is hiding that we enjoy each other, too.”

“Oh, you darling boys!”  Deb couldn’t help leaning across the table and throwing her arms around them both.  They’d only just met, but she felt like she’d known them forever.  “You don’t have to hide with me.  I see how much you care for each other, and I love your love!”  Eagerness burned through her body.  “I want to see your love.  Show it to me.”

The very idea made her throb between the thighs, but the angels looked surprised.  Or scared, maybe?  

Zander met her gaze first.  “You don’t mean...?”

“Yes,” she said, kissing his forehead and then Andreas’s.  “Is that strange?  Other women don’t make these requests?”

“It’s never really been on the menu,” Andreas admitted.  “But we could add it, for you.”

His words made her feel like the most special woman in the club.  Nobody else was going to witness what she would tonight.

When the angels stood, their firm bodies sent a tingle through Deb’s core. 

“What’s your favourite thing to do together?” she asked.  “That’s what I want to see.”  

She leaned her elbow on the table, resting her chin against her palm.  One
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