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    To the haters who tried to bring me down, and to all the girls I never chased, thank you for shaping this story. To anyone scared to go after what they want, let this book show you what could still be possible. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            Even the stars know their place in the heavens, but love…love has no boundary, no order, and no rule it cannot break. And though angels aren't meant to love, and humans aren't meant to see, somewhere between their worlds, a love defies what should never be. 

      

    


CHAPTER 1




BROKEN RULES 

BY: 

J.J. Meza 




CHAPTER 1 

CASSIEL

 

  Here I am, kneeling in front of the big man's throne with its golden arms and legs, the satin red wool cushion going up to the top that passes his head. Last time I was in this room, I was ordered to chain the Angel, Raziel, underneath the Euphrates river for disobeying the simple three commands he swore to keep his word on. Protect his assigned human, stay hidden and not fall in love. Of course, I didn’t want to but if one of us were to not do what we were told, it meant banishing us from our kingdom or being chained like the other three angels. Hence, Raziel being the third.  

Since the creation of the angels, all of us brothers and sisters, were assigned a human of our own to protect and look after as their own guardian angel. We were never to show our true selves as we walk amongst the humans and to never fall in love with them as it was forbidden. Our father, God of the universe, sat at his throne with heaven's most powerful weapon that can only be wielded by Michael and him unless worthy enough to wield it.. The Flaming Sword. Powerful enough to kill any evil or mythical being held in our fathers hands. I knew this talk was going to be different. “You have completed the task, but be warned that if you manage to fall in love with Allison as your foolish brothers have,  I will banish you from Heaven and let you feel the same pain as a normal human does.” He’s bluffing right? Maybe not. He has that look in his eyes like he does when he reads my mind. “I am most definitely not bluffing, do not fall for Allison or you will be banished!” Jeez, okay old man. I get it. He’s like this a lot.  

“Understood. Is that all? She needs me?” I asked hoping he’d cut me some slack. He swooshes me with two fingers crossing his leg. I feel an intense feeling between the two of us that I can’t shake.  

 

As I came back to Hills Valley University,  I realized my roommate Justin was still asleep. Justin has brown hair and is at least five feet and ten inches so the dorm beds are a little small for him. I came to understand that time works differently in heaven than it does on Earth. Ten hours here is a day in heaven. Which is exactly why I was gone for 10 hours and left a note on my top bunk stating I was visiting someone for the night and would be back by morning. Humans will believe anything you tell them nowadays. It’s a good thing he didn’t see anything while I was gone because I’m not going to lie, I have some pretty cool angelic weapons hidden in this room like my blades that is sharper than a regular sword, the second closet, which is mine, has my battle suit in a suitcase and some artifacts from heaven that no one will understand what they are and I wouldn’t like him or anyone else asking me. I even get nervous when his girlfriend Jess barges in like it’s her own place and snuggles herself into his arms getting comfortable. She even has the audacity to search through his own things that he doesn’t like her touching. He’s not one to get mad a lot but when it comes to his property, he can overreact a little.   

Justin’s normally a heavy sleeper but one time I came back as he was just waking up. He swore up and down that he opened his eyes to wings hanging over the edge of the top bunk and revealing themselves to him. Pesky things can be annoying sometimes so I lied and said he was drunk. If people were to see who I really am, I'd be toast, literally. Dad would lock me in a cage and never let me out of Heaven's gates again so that would mean that my Allison would be assigned to someone else. It’s not like she would notice anything right? Good thing I made it back on time though with class starting in 30 minutes. I quickly shower, get dressed and slide my leather jacket on to deal with this crisp October weather. Wait? It’s fixing to be 10 in the morning.  

Why is he still out? I walk over to his bed side and hear his heart still beating. It’s an angel thing, like Superman with x-ray vision, except I can hear heart beats and shoot energy waves out of my hands. He’s clearly alive so I’ll just let him sleep.  

 

During physics, a preppy girl that looked like a plastic barbie doll with fake boobs bigger than the Kardashians kept staring at me like I was her Ken doll. Her name’s Maddison Jones, she’s blonde with dark brown highlights, tall and is wearing a pink jacket with skinny jeans. She bites her glossy lip and looks me up and down. She’s wearing a Victoria Secret shirt underneath the jacket, exposing cleavage. Don’t get me wrong, I know that I have looks but I didn’t think it would be such a turn on for girls like her. I was sent to protect only one human and that was Allison Falcone. Her father, Scottie Falcone is a businessman hired by the US Government to secretly experiment on humans with the AMG Serum which stands for ‘Advanced Mutant Gene’. It was designed by Scottie himself and turns people into these mutants that father is not proud of. There are hundreds of unknown side effects that still need to be discovered but he’s been working on it since Allison was just a child. I’ve had my eye on him since then, which is another reason why I’m a fake college student trying to get a degree in psychology. I can use my powers for some good at least while I’m down here protecting her. Of course she is unaware of this as she thinks her father is just working as a sales professional bringing home big paychecks to afford everything they have. Boy is she wrong. 

 

Class is over and as I leave to exit the room, my shoulder is latched onto as if it was a rail. I turn around, confused, almost crashing my face right into Maddison's glossy lips. 

“Hey handsome! There’s a party at my place today, you are definitely invited. No no’s about it. Everyone comes to my party.” Well I’m not everybody. I’m not popular and definitely not a frat boy. I don’t waste time partying to build a reputation for people. 

“I guess if you insist then I’ll be there.” I choked rather than saying no. If I said no then it would mean being the new embarrassment of the campus in front of everyone.  

She turned around and twirled her blond hair with her finger as she squealed happily, joining her group of friends in the process. I have never seen a human with so much energy and it makes me wonder how my father even created her. I left the classroom and started walking towards the double doors that lead to the outside until I started hearing father call for me. With our telepathy abilities we have, I spoke with him.  

“Not now, I’m in school and in front of too many people. Can it wait?” No response leaving me to assume that he’d call for me later. I’m sure it was important but sometimes he likes to call at the wrong time. There was a time when I was in the middle of saving a kid from drowning who was not assigned to me and as he was being submerged, father started to call out to me. His angel, nowhere to be seen and I wasn’t about to stand here to see him die.  

I jumped in, ignoring him and saving the poor kid before he wasted his life away. I love that old man but sometimes he can be a little too overwhelming and that might be only because I’m his right hand man and will abide by his rules.  

 

Soon after, I reach my dorm room to Justin still being asleep. Man it’s been another hour and he’s still out. I stare to see if he is still alive and hear his heartbeat from where I stand. Damn man. Must have been too upset to even want to wake up. I feel his sadness, not knowing what exactly he’s upset over. Whatever happened to him, I hope it wasn’t too terrible.  

Allison is in my next class but instead of going to it, I lay on my bed and nap.  




CHAPTER 2 

ALLISON 

 

It’s been a struggle with my history class and keeping things going at the house. After my mom died with cancer, my dad started to focus more on work and pushed me to study harder in my school work so that I could become a successful woman in the near future. It hurt to see her gone and to think that my dad didn’t care about her death just really made me angry with him. I started to fail history, which is really called Greek and Norse Mythology but I call it history because that’s what it’s talking about. My leg bounces off my heel as I’m confused about the twenty questions on this paper I was given at the start of the class. The class ended and with only two questions answered, I buried my face in my hands for a second then picked up my things to leave. Mr. Jackson stopped me on my way out of the door. “Mrs. Falcone, a word if I may?” His voice tells me he’s calm but a little agitated.  

“What’d I do wrong?” I ask nervously. I can feel my voice trembling. At this point I would rather him fail me and get it over with than get a lecture from him. This one time I saw a student asleep at his desk while Mr. Jackson taught us and he got so annoyed he threw a stress ball at his head in front of the whole class and kicked him out.  

“Now, you aren’t in trouble,” oh thank god “but I need you to put more effort into your assignments. I’ve noticed a decrease in grades recently. Is everything okay?” Well there goes that question. How am I supposed to tell him that my dad is a jackass and wouldn't help take care of my mom who got sick with cancer and that I’m so messed up because the only thing he wants is for me to focus on school when I could have got a job and helped us out. “I’m just confused sometimes about this stuff.” Lie. I can’t tell him the truth. It’s like I’m ten again and I have to tell the truth otherwise I'll be in trouble. He begins writing on the back of my graded paper.  

“You should look for a guy named Cassiel Mendoza, he’s actually in this class except that for some reason he sits at the top alone.” My eyes stroll to the top of the room where he mentioned. Obviously he won’t be there but that name! I have never heard that name around here on campus. To never see him in this class or even have a clue of him scared me a little bit but as long as it meant getting me help, that’s all that mattered. At least to him that is.  

“How come I haven’t heard about him?” I asked while curiosity runs through me like electricity.  

“He left me a letter once telling me to skip his name on the roster sheet when I called roll. He never said why even when I asked but anywho, I’ve seen his grades and I’ve only really had a conversation with him once which is how I have his number. His intentions seem to be good and grades are miraculously better than any other student I’ve ever taught. No offense.”  

“None taken.” Maybe a little.  

He must be smart but why not come out and show it to everyone? This Cassiel guy sounds weird. Maybe he is but who am I to judge? I have to get to the bottom of who he is, where he’s from, and so many details. It may sound like I’m a new fan girl stalker, which of course I’m not, but his last name sounds Mexican to me and very uncommon to me. Is he annoying, funny, cool or hot? I don’t have a clue. I’ve got to say, picking up my phone to call a random stranger isn’t me. Sometimes, it’s best to live in the moment and do the things that no one else wants to do. I pick up my phone to dial, fingers tremble and my heart starts to race as the anxiety kicks in. Something in me tells me not to but I go with my intrusive thoughts. I have just entered my dorm as I’m getting settled to talk to an unknown stranger hoping he picks up the phone. The phone rings once and then twice. No answer yet, 




CHAPTER 3 

CASSIEL  

 

Got to say I wasn’t expecting today to go the way 

it did. First dad threatens to cast me out if I make a mistake by falling for Allison, I get looked at weirdly by some preppy girl who has the face of a Barbie doll and has the audacity to come at me and tell me everyone goes to her party. Oh and let’s not forget that I can’t teleport back to my room without walking halfway across this campus. I’m not complaining much about the walk but I hate not being able to use my powers without fear of someone noticing. I wish I had Michaels power, he can stop time and do his thing without anyone noticing. Justin finally woke up an hour ago and realized I was asleep so he woke me up telling me he was going for a walk and skipping school today. Indeed what I felt earlier was true. He had a broken heart. I'm glad I never have to go through that. My phone suddenly buzzes softly on the uncomfortable twin size mattress I’m laying on. Unknown number on the screen. I picked it up only to hear a soft “Hello?” on the other end. That voice.. I know that voice. It’s Allison.“Hello, is this Cassiel?” I played it cool as if I didn’t know who she was. Her knowing that I did would only make her think of me as a stalker.  

“It is, who is this?” I say in my deep yet shallow voice. 

“Hey, my name is Allison,” I already know this. “I was recommended by Mr. Jackson to give you a call and ask if you’d help me with his class. Will you? I don’t have money but we can always think of something.” Crap... Me? Tutor her with history all alone at a table in the library or in her dorm? Sounds like a bad idea but that’s only because I never thought about talking to her until she desperately needed someone. I’m not a tutor, I’m a fucking angel! I don’t teach others but might as well.  

“Meet me at East End Park, we can meet there.” Might as well meet her in person all alone rather than have everyone else look at me while I talk to her. East End Park is mainly for people who smoke pot at night so it’s really an abandoned park if you ask me. Then that’s when I remembered. Maddison invited me to that party. Maybe I’ll take her as a guest with me.  

“Why can’t we just meet on campus?” Yeah no. I’d rather go to the park than this campus that’s filled with jocks and hooligans at night. I once caught a jock stealing a college student's grocery bag and ran off with it like someone would in High School. Another one came up behind a girl and smacked her rear, then ran off. This is not a college to really just meet up on campus without someone bothering you. At least that’s what I think.  

“It’s just better at the park. Is that ok?” She responded with a faint ‘yeah’ as if she was overwhelmed. I get how hard it might be for her right now but something is telling me that she really needs my help and not just tutor help either. I get up from my top bunk, hop down and put on my boots followed by sliding my leather jacket on and head out the door. To my surprise I saw one of Maddison’s friends walking down the hall of our apartment. She notices me. Her hair is brown with pink highlights, the same height as me, skinny and is wearing a pink dress with expensive heels.  

“Hey, I’ll see you there at the party tonight!” She says as she passes me by caressing her hair with her fingers and biting her bottom lip. I don’t know why my father chose these girls to be so weird but I guess I can’t argue with him about it.  

“Ugh, yeah you bet…” I mutter under my breath. I’m supposed to go to this lame party and meet up with Allison too. I can’t be the one to blow her off so what I’ll do is meet her and then go to the party together, only if she agrees.  

As I walk out I’m noticing a lot of different things. There’s two guys fighting like it’s a deathmatch near the other dorm buildings, a couple making out on the bench next to the statue of our awesome tiger mascot, and then there’s a rap battle going on near the Starbucks building with a crowd of people playing loud music. Typical nights like these in Dallas. 

 

I walk off of campus to see Allison and talk to her for the first time but I don’t honestly know what to say or how to not screw up and say “I’ve protected you since birth.” Like why did I agree again to be her tutor knowing how smart she is. Oh wait that’s right, because Mr. Jackson told her to call me! Of all people smart enough in his class, he tells her to pick me. The note I left for him had my number on it and written underneath said, ‘in case you need something from me’ Not to find people who need help and say I’ll tutor them. Jeez. I’m smart but not that smart.  

I look back to see the campus fade a little as I get closer to my destination and thankfully Madison’s house is near so I can just walk there after this. If I was to teleport there, I’d probably land somewhere with a lot of people or a couple having sex in the master bedroom. That would be the most awkward situation ever. As I get to the park, the wind slightly blows the swings back and forth, leaves scatter and flow on the ground and on the merry go round I see Allison. She has curly brown hair, air flowing through it, a black t-shirt under her leather jacket and blue jeans with some worn out sneakers that need replacing. The street light just barely glowing a tinted yellow, enough to notice her. I never realized how beautiful she was until I got close. “Hey.” I say with a calm voice. I wouldn’t want her knowing I was nervous.  

She looks back at me in a hurry as if I startled her. “Oh, hey! Cassiel, right?” Her voice sounds like she’s had a terrible day but sweet and gentle at the same time. She looks so elegant sitting there watching me move closer to better talk to her. I get this feeling in my gut and I’m not sure what it is just yet.  

“Yeah. That’s right. Good ole me.” I suck at this. She’s looking at me confused, almost if she was expecting me to sound more interesting. I have to focus on what to say because if I mess this up I may never talk to her again. My eyes stay locked with her as I slide my hands into my jacket’s pockets.  

“How is it that I’ve never seen you before? You look familiar but I can’t remember if we’ve met.” There’s no way she saw me before. I used to go to her old school to make sure she was safe but I know we never locked eyes with each other before until today.  

“No, I don't think we have. I’m pretty sure I’d remember.” Her eyes linger off past my shoulders looking over at Maddison’s house. The sound of music is loud enough that it can be heard from here. My eyes stay focused on her the whole time. She may not know it but I’ve seen how egotistical Maddison can be, not to mention she’s the center of attention and narcissistic. If her mom didn’t give her what she wanted, she’d post it all over social media and make other guys get it instead. At least Allison is better than that. 




CHAPTER 4 

ALLISON 

 

I know for a fact I’ve seen him somewhere. It’s one of those deja vu moments when you feel like something has already happened before. His hair is black and wavy, not long but medium length. He wears a genuine black leather jacket, a solid white t-shirt and dark washed denim jeans with brown square toe boots. His eyes, just like mine, look into my soul as I fade away to his pleasant slight smile. He sure is Mexican alright. But I can’t flirt. I’m seriously very bad at relationships and don’t know how dad would feel about me bringing a boy home even though I’m in college. He can be a bit over protective.  

“So you want me to tutor you?” His voice. It’s deep with a southern accent behind it. I’m into any color honestly but Mexicans have to be my favorite of all. No offense to my white ass. The wind is strong enough to blow his hair to the side revealing a small scar hidden between his right eyebrow which seems a little old. I get this sudden urge to ask him about it but my brain is telling me to stop wasting my time and answer his question.  

“Yes, if you don’t mind. Mr. Jackson said you’re the best in his class except you never talk in there. Why is that?”  

“I’d rather not get into why but here in about an hour I’ll be heading to Maddison’s party since she apparently said anyone she invites has to come.” Ugh! That stupid brat Maddison acts like she’s all perfect! She actually used to go to high school with me and would make my life completely miserable. She pulled me into the bathroom once and got so close to me that someone else walked in and thought we were making out so she pulled away and acted like I actually was trying to make out with her. That night I came home crying and wouldn’t leave my room for a week. Good thing I had snacks hidden since I always snuck them in overnight.  

“I hate her. You know she’s tricking you right? It’s her specialty, slut around and conquer.” The question sounded a bit on edge in a way but I assured him it wasn’t while scooting over on the merry go round so he could sit, rather than keeping my eyes on him. He turned around raising his arms vertically and arching his back taking a deep breath. He looks stressed but I can’t really tell. Maybe that’s every college guy though.  

“I didn’t want to go but I’m not about to be the laughing stock of the campus when no one really knows me enough as it is.” He takes a seat next to me, making my nerves jolt and run crazy. He stares at the house without saying anything. Although I could tell how stressed out he was about her party and possibly even other things, I realized maybe he didn’t want to go alone. Maddison used to make me do things her way and if I said no, the next day I’d get a face full of half eaten lunch that she spat out onto her tray. Our parents hate each other as much as me and her do. Even after mom’s death, my dad still hates her parents and flips them off going down the road. When mom fell sick with cancer, dad almost went to jail after Mr. Brown decided to make a stupid joke about him finally needing to move on soon. It made dad so mad that he drove into their yard during their bbq, got out and grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and shoved him straight into the grill knocking it over. I was in the passenger side when it happened. Seeing the two fight each other only made me hate them more.   

“I think maybe you should go then. It’ll be fine, we can study at the Library tomorrow.”  

“Umm..would you like to come with me?” I don’t like that spoiled hoe. We are like oil and water, it’s not a good mix between us. I’ll only agree because I know what it’s like having no friends and being manipulated by her.  

“Sure, I’ll go once and that’s it.” That may have sounded harsh but I seriously didn’t want to be near that place, let alone at her party.  I had a good feeling about Cassiel even though we had just met.     

“I’ll make sure no one picks on you.” He says with such a kind gesture. I was shocked yet a little nervous. I unexpectedly got an intense rush to want to go. Call it my adrenaline except heightened ten times more. A part of me wanted to go up there and raise hell but the other part really wanted to go and beat the crap out of her. I’ve never felt that rush before until now.  

  “I promise to not try and start anything unless she does.” Cassiel furrows his eyebrow at me. His eyes match mine and he’s a little taller than me.  

“No worries, I’ve had my fair share of problems growing up with my family.” He puts his hands back in his pocket as we head away from the park.  




CHAPTER 5 

CASSIEL 

 

 It’s strange to be walking with Allison for the 

first time. Angels normally don’t interact but this is different. Thanks to Mr. Jackson, I have to tutor the one girl I was sworn on oath to protect. Being around her makes me feel a different way that I’m not familiar with. The smell of amber on her skin drives me crazy. She’s gorgeous yet her clothing makes her look like a casual kind of girl. As we keep walking I see Maddison’s house. Oh man, it's huge. No wonder she acts so preppy. I’m aware of what she did to Allison after her mom fell sick with cancer but I have to play it cool, otherwise my cover is blown. A big jock from the football team holds a cup of beer up in the air with his shirt off while a group of people form a circle around him. There’s so many people outside and inside but just enough to make our way through. Allison stays next to me as we make our way to the kitchen while being shoved and crammed by all of these college kids. Our stride is shortly interrupted after Maddison jumps in front of me as if she was expecting me at any second. Her white skin is so soft it rubs against me. She smells good but I could never do anything with her even if I wanted to.  

“Would you like something to drink?” She asks. Allison looks like she’s about to blow a gasket just by looking at her. Both of their eyes lock after she notices Allison staring and turning red as a tomato. “What are you doing here, you weren’t invited?” Hah! I invited her princess, deal with it.  Allison steps in front of me. Fight in her eyes like a Phoenix ready to catch fire.  

“You may not give a damn about me but he’s my new friend and he invited me. If you have a problem with that then we will both still stay and make you look stupid in front of everyone.” She looks around with a lot of peoples eyes locked on us. Whatever is about to happen,  it ain’t going to be pretty. Some people are even whispering and recording for their own entertainment.  “Moody Maddy!” Good one Allison, now if only we could just leave before it gets worse. Everyone starts laughing and getting loud over the new nickname that Allison just gave her. The crowd of people suddenly go real quiet after Maddison smacks her across the face. Fuck, there goes my plan to escape. Allison smacks her back and it becomes a duel of rivals pushing each other back and forth. It’s a cat fight and Allison goes in for a tackle while Maddison’s friends trample over them trying to end it before it gets chaotic. Several people join in their own fight making it the biggest house party brawl of the year. Boys throwing bottles of liquor at each other, punching, choke slamming, and overall being completely reckless. I don’t join though. My cowardly self stays behind making sure I get to Allison in time. She’s on top of Maddison punching her with her fists, instead of the petty girl slaps most of them do, while Maddison tries to fight back. Other girls have stepped in so I decided to do the one thing I wasn’t ever supposed to do in front of people. Move so fast it slows down time but it doesn’t freeze it like Michael and Uriel can. With excessive amounts of energy I begin moving at angelic speeds. Moving around everyone, I can see Allison holding a random gold chalice cup in her hand fixing to slam it against Maddison’s skull. There’s two guys fighting each other next to them. I know both of them, Jake and Mike. Both on the football team, different Universities and rivals as it turned out. I don’t care about Mike too much so I took the time to my advantage. I lowered Jake's hand down at an angle balling up his fist so that when I stopped moving, it would collide with his Netherlands. Now time to get Allison out of there. I grab the chalice and place it on another girl's hand who’s ready to slap someone else, grab Allison and take her outside. My powers suddenly gave out unexpectedly but I could see the pain in Mike's eyes when the fist struck him and the sound of the Chalice hitting the other girl in the face, knocking her out. Everyone stopped fighting looking merely confused as did Allison. She looks at me with those beautiful brown eyes and back towards Maddison who’s still on the floor but I grab onto her waist and lead her further away from the entrance.  

“What the hell am I doing out here? I was just on top of her!” She says in anger “She needs to be taught a lesson!” Suddenly a flash of white light flashes before my eyes. Everything is still but I’m not moving fast. Great! Another angel has come down here. Fuck. I looked for him or her until I noticed a shadow of wings next to the house. It’s Uriel, waving me down. He looks mad. Last time he was mad he kicked the crap out of Lucifer’s shin. I walk over to him cautiously to protect my shin with my other foot around it as soon as I stand in front of him.  

“Calm now brother, I’m not going to kick you in the shin.” He says calmly and persuasively. I remove my foot but am struck in the shin as I expected the first time.  

“Ahhh! What the hell man?” My shin throbbing in pain as my hand covers it.  

“What were you thinking, using your powers like that in front of all these people? Do I need to remind you what happened to the last person that did that?” He was talking about Zachariah who had gotten locked away for a while after using his abilities in front of people. He was the co-leader of the angels in the war. Michael’s right hand angel who got his wings obliterated and casted out of heaven after falling in love with his human. No one knows what happened after or where he is now but I know what’s coming and I don’t like it. I twisted my head to see Allison frozen in the moment with one foot hanging off the ground when she tried going back in to fight Maddison.  

“Yeah I remember. But I had a reason. Or have you been so far up your own ass that you forgot what our job was?” He looks at me without blinking an eye. Another kick to the shin unexpectedly. The sheer pain is enough to make my shin bruise. 

“Ouch! Really?” I kneel down, raising my jeans sleeve to reveal the bruise that’s broken the skin.  

“You don’t talk to me like that!” His voice quivers and his hands ball up. I see his foot rise up to kick me but I move and his boot struck me in the ribs. His eyes glare into mine as I wince in pain. I have to end this so I don’t get kicked again.  

“Just go! I’ll deal with the consequences later.” I look up hoping he’ll leave but he doesn’t and stands there looking serious about my mistake. Yeah I messed up but it was only once. At least I wasn’t Michael’s new favorite or better yet, at least I wasn’t his personal toy that he brings along.  

“You have some nerve don’t you brother?” his voice trying to taunt me. I look at him with rage and adrenaline pumping through my body. I look like my dad when I’m mad yet not so intimidating.  

“It doesn’t matter anymore now does it? At least I'm not some puppet.” Instead of telling me anything else or kicking me, he vanishes like a ghost leaving time back to its normal self. I look back and notice Allison walking back into the house  until she realized I had stopped following her or wasn’t even next to her. She looks around to search for me and finds that I'm on the ground. I’m fine but have to act hurt even though the kicks to the shin and ribs really did hurt and still do. Rushing to me, she gets on her knees and her right hand brushes down the side of my head. Luckily I wasn’t hit in the face, otherwise it would be a complete terrible lie that I’d have to come up with.  

“Cassiel? Are you… wait how, you were just over there and now here?” That’ll be the question of the year. I’d love to tell her ‘My brother and I are angels and he froze time to kick my ass as a lesson.’ But knowing that I couldn’t, made me want to leave that stupid party even more.  The expression on her face made me want to come out with the truth.  

