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CHAPTER 1
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Debby

I WALK DOWN A HALLWAY buzzing with female chatter. Some girls let out screeching laughs, jumping up and down in funny little hops before hugging and exclaiming “oh my God, you lost so much weight,” or “your hair looks amazing in that shade.” I guess the blonde girl dyed her locks.

I scrunch my nose to one side and get back to my mission: finding room number forty-eight.

I shift the stupidly heavy backpack onto my left shoulder and keep going. Why, exactly, is my luggage so damn heavy?

Oh, right. Probably because of the eleven books I insisted on bringing.

Even though there’s a whole library at my disposal, the books here don’t have that sentimental pull the ones I brought do, so...

I turn down a second hallway and keep walking past the door marked 47 when I finally spot my destination. That’s it: Room 48.

I pull the key from my hoodie pocket and double-check that the keychain matches the number. I slide it into the lock, and when I turn it, I realize I didn’t really need to—the door was already open.

I twist the knob, peek inside quickly, and step in, looking around. It’s a small room with two iron beds pushed against opposite walls and a big desk between them. By the entrance, there are closets, one on each side. And everything points to the fact that I have a roommate. Great.

Just what I wanted: a bunkmate.

I sigh in defeat, dropping the heavy backpack onto the left bed. The other one looks occupied, with colorful sheets and a pillow covered in some very floral fabric. Very pink, huh.

I look for signs of another human being, probably one of the specimens I saw in the hallway: another little princess type, wearing a tiny dress, with a shrill voice, pink-painted nails, and a vocabulary that probably consists of hair-dye brand names.

Nothing.

I don’t find anything worth noting.

I go back to my meager luggage and lazily start putting my stuff away in one of the closets on my side of the room. Judging by the closed doors, the other girl must have already settled in.

“Yes, Grandma. I got here safe, and I’ve already put everything away.” A voice approaches, echoing from behind the room’s door. I hear the lock click open and then shut again a moment later.

It’s a nice voice, at least.

I keep my back turned, trying not to listen to the girl’s conversation, while I stack a few dark hoodies and pants on a shelf, leaving some space for my books. There’s a section with hangers, where normal girls probably hang skirts and dresses.

I never wear dresses. I never wear anything fancy. So I hang up one of my favorite jackets, and that’s it.

“Alright, Grandma. Love you too.” The girl says goodbye all sweetly, and I almost feel a twinge of envy that she has someone who worries, someone to tell about how freshman move-in is going.

I don’t.

I let out a tired breath, shaking the thoughts away, and pull myself back together.

Having someone waiting for you can only mean one thing: disappointment. A huge load of pain when that person leaves, and...

“Hey.”

I glance over my shoulder and get a little distracted.

The girl sitting on the bed behind me looks just as lost as I feel. Which makes me feel a little bit of empathy.

Oh, I know how that is...

My neurotransmitters must be getting hit with tons of magnetic waves coming off this adorable little creature in human form.

Her face is so angelic—Shrek’s Puss in Boots could bug his eyes out as wide as possible and still never reach this level.

“Uh, hey.” I say quickly and look away, busying myself with the closet, which, by the way, is already organized.

I can’t just walk in here and expect my roommate to vanish from the room...

She doesn’t even look like any of the girls in the hallway.

I let out a long sigh, then sit down on my bed facing her.

“My name’s Aline. Aline Cooper.” She points to herself, and her cheeks flush before she continues with a small, tight smile. “I’m your new roommate.”

Her shy little way about her makes me give her a wide smile back.

“I’m Deborah Venosa. You can call me Debby.”

“Debby... okay.” She repeats the name, like she’s testing how it sounds. “Well, Debby, do you like brownies?” Aline has one of those decorative tins in her hands. She opens the lid and offers it to me.

Those divine little cakes look pretty appetizing.

I glance at the tin and notice it matches the print on her sheets. Kind of a grandma thing, you know?

I’m starving, and my stomach reminds me we haven’t even had breakfast today—accepting the chocolate brownies from my new roommate is a matter of survival. So I don’t turn down free food.

Aline has an angelic look about her.

She doesn’t have a skeletal body like the other girls in the hall. Her face is round, like a doll’s, with chubby, rosy cheeks framed by blonde strands that fall just below her shoulders, completed by sky-blue eyes. She could be mistaken for an actual angel.

Didn’t I say the girl was heavenly?

“Oh, mmm...” I moan as the taste of chocolate melts in my mouth. “My God, that’s delicious!”

“I made them myself.” She says with a hint of pride.

“You cook?” I ask.

“I’m in Gastronomy.” Aline shrugs gently, grabbing another brownie and passing the tin my way. I hesitate, but she insists with a nod, so I take another. “What about you?” Crumbs fall onto her lap, and she fumbles a little. I let out a short laugh. She does too.

“Physics... and then, Quantum Physics.” I’m pretty proud of that, too.

“What?”

“PHYSICS. QUAN-TUM.” I say slowly, syllable by syllable. Sometimes it annoys me when people think physics is just physics.

Studying the molecules and atoms that make up the universe is mysterious and, at the same time... fascinating! I know exactly what I’m going to specialize in.

“You must be REALLY smart.”

Am I smart? Huh... Maybe.

Or maybe I just got lucky getting top marks in every subject ever since I could actually attend school.

It was so hard to stay in one city long enough to build a study routine. When I finally got the chance, I held on with everything I had. Not to mention that filling my head with information helped me keep from getting lost in past memories.

“I just like studying. No big deal.” I shrug with a click of my tongue, grabbing one of the books off the bed.

“Wow, it’s so hot in here!” Aline says, fanning the hem of her dress a little.

She’s wearing a red summer dress with little white polka dots, loose and falling to her knees, and she has a matching scarf tied in her hair. “How can you wear a hoodie? Do you mind if I turn on the fan?”

I look up at the ceiling, stare at the appliance, and nod.

I never take my hoodie off in front of anyone, and since I wear it all the time, it seems like my body’s gotten used to it. Ever wonder how nuns manage it and stuff? Yeah... it’s that thing they call “habit.”

“Where are you from?” The girl keeps making conversation while she looks for the switch.

“Nevada.”

“Ah... far from home. Have you called to let anyone know you made it?” She sounds concerned.

How can someone be worried about a person they just met? This girl is either special or has a screw loose.

“I don’t need to. I don’t have anyone.” I answer flatly, swallowing and looking down at the floor.

Aline reacts suddenly, leaning toward me with a calm smile and touching my hands in a brief, sincere pat. I don’t move.

The warmth of her hands is so comforting that I can’t ignore how adorable this transcendental being is. Her energy is so affectionate and contagious—if I could see her aura, I’m sure it would be pink.

“I get it. I... only have my grandma.” She keeps touching me, and I stare at the spot where her hands meet mine. Aline notices and pulls back quickly. “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry... sometimes I have no sense of personal space and—”

“It’s okay, Cutie.” The nickname slips out with a smile so easily that it seems like the perfect name for her.

“Cutie...?” She smiles a little awkwardly, hunching her shoulders.

“You seem like a different kind of creature, Aline Cooper. Someone worth studying.”

“Studied like a science experiment?” She brings her hands to her cheeks in a shocked expression.

I laugh at her face.

“Something like that, Cutie. Something like that...”

I feel an adorable vibe coming straight from my current “science experiment.” This is one of the few perks of being extremely sensitive.

My choice of major was exactly to understand this kind of thing. Between being diagnosed with schizophrenia and accepting that the world is so much more—made of electromagnetic waves, and that my brain is just sharper at picking them up—I prefer the second option. I truly believe that, and I’m going to prove it.

Most of the time, I can sense ahead of time what to expect from people who get close to me. I tried to deny this “gift,” as my mom used to call it, until I realized that no matter how much people lie, their metaphysical energy doesn’t.

With Aline Cooper, I felt trust. Not just in her naive gestures, but in everything else. This girl is incredibly kind and radiates sweetness into the universe. I feel safe with her.

That’s good.
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A MONTH HAD ALREADY passed, and in the rush of morning and afternoon classes, Aline and I found a way to keep the ritual of eating lunch together.

Our friendship seemed more solid every day.

She’s way too transparent. Have you ever felt an extreme connection to someone you’d never met before in your life? Well, if I believed in past lives, I’d definitely say Aline and I had been close before, in some distant existential plane.

There’s just one thing that bothers me. Every time we run into that quartet of guys she seems to know, Aline’s mood shifts from pink to gray in an instant.

She’s known them since childhood.

One of them in particular throws her completely off balance—that Gabriel... Gabriel, whatever his last name is, Henderson. Aline said they used to be really close, but they had a falling out.

I’ve never been curious about other people’s lives, especially when it seems to make them so uncomfortable. But I found myself wondering what made Cutie so disoriented.

I figured I wouldn’t need much for my new friend to open up to me, sooner or later. And soon enough, the tense situation made her tell me about the biggest family drama between her, her ex-best friend, and his parents.

The worst part? Feeling the guilt and the tension in Aline’s eyes over something that, really, wasn’t under her control. That Gabriel is a huge idiot. Handsome, I admit. But a complete idiot.

The four of them really stand out because of their looks and the whole way they carry themselves through the campus hallways. I won’t deny the guys draw attention. The first time I saw them, my eyes disobeyed me and followed the same path as every other student’s, twisting my neck completely in the direction they were walking.

After that, and knowing the backstory, I didn’t pay much attention. I don’t have time for anyone else.

I don’t want, and I don’t trust, anyone else.

Aline broke through my boundaries with all her sweetness and a truckload of wonderfully addictive brownies. She won me over easily, and she can cook like nobody else. One day she’s going to be an excellent chef, no doubt. I’d bet on it.
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I HURRY TOWARD THE cafeteria, knowing Aline is probably already waiting for me with lunch, like always. That’s what she does. When I’m running late, she goes ahead and grabs two trays, picking out exactly what I like to eat.

She’s so thoughtful.

That’s why it didn’t take long for her to expand her circle of friends with the other girls she takes classes with.

From the entrance, I scan for her and spot her balancing two trays as she heads toward one of the empty tables near the back windows. Just as she’s about to set the first tray down on the table, that idiot Henderson—who had plenty of room to pass—makes a point of bumping into my friend, crashing into her small frame and spilling mac and cheese all over her clothes.

A wave of sympathetic murmurs echoes toward the accident, and even from a distance, I can feel the flush on Aline’s face as the angel-demon, as she calls him, declares something loud and clear.

You stupid creature!

“Hey!” I shout, cursing the testosterone quartet’s prince, and run toward them. “YOU IMBECILE!” I shove him with all my strength and catch a ridiculous, mocking smirk on his face. He steps back, running a hand over his lips while sizing Aline up from head to toe without turning away.

I kneel beside her, picking up the stuff from the floor and watching in distress as her pink dress gets covered in cheddar sauce.

“Oh my God, Cutie. Are you okay?”

“Cutie?” A male voice buzzes behind me in a laughing tone, and I don’t bother trying to figure out who it is.

“Oh, oops...!? It’s fine, don’t worry, it was my fault.” She says with a nervous laugh, searching for napkins and rubbing a wad of paper into the fabric. “It’s just... cheese. See? No big deal.”

“Uh, Cutie?” A pause. “Aline, are you okay?” The same voice as before moves closer behind me, making fun of the way I’d just called her.

Every inch that cold shadow grows behind me sends a chill down my spine like an electric current. What a strange feeling.

I spin around fast, ready to face whoever it is, and come face to face with a wall of muscular chest way too close. The pleasant freshness of aftershave fills my nostrils, and a ridiculous tingling spreads through my legs. I lift my chin, and my determination melts away.

He’s one of them, as expected.

I don’t remember his name, even though Aline has mentioned it, but this one seems to be genuinely kind. If you can even say kindness exists in this hell, right?

They’re called angel-demons for a reason.

And my God!

The guy’s beauty made me lose my saliva and swallow hard. That sudden, invasive closeness—that’s what threw me off!

It wasn’t the broad shoulders perfectly fitted in the red linen V-neck sweater, or his thighs molded in custom light-wash jeans, or the combat boots with laces loosely tied in a careless way. No.

It has nothing to do with his appearance.

My unruly eyes wander over his body one more time before snapping back to their senses and staring at the floor. Definitely...

No.

I squeeze my eyes shut, forcing myself to close them tight, and wrap my arms around myself, shaking my head firmly, trying to steady my breathing. Get a grip, Deborah.

He’s going to see how pathetic I am...

I take a deep breath, rubbing my forehead while my feet stay glued to the floor. When I gather the courage to peek at the size of my embarrassment, I’m relieved. The guy is completely focused on Aline and totally ignored my little scene.

Relief...

“It’s fine, Henry. Relax. It’s just...” she sighs, letting out a tired breath between forced laughter, “Gabriel being Gabriel.”

Henry moves around me, dodging the trays on the floor as he guides my friend to one of the benches, waving the onlookers away with a few gestures.

“He can’t keep pulling this stupid shit, Sweetheart.” He repeats the pet name just to keep messing around, but his tone is stern, scolding the other guy’s attitude as he helps Aline wipe the food off her clothes. “You mind if I call you that? Thought it was... cute.” Even though he’s joking, he doesn’t want to come off as an asshole. “Suits you.”

Aline shrugs, staring at her dress and scrubbing at the rest of the mess with another handful of napkins.

“Uh, no... it’s fine.”

And me?

I’m still glued to the floor, dealing with the heavy thermal release that just hit my body—originating from the nuclear payload this perfect, abominable angel is firing off at me just by existing.

Would it be too much to think he knows I’m staring? The corner of his mouth is still hitched up in that half-smile, even though his eyes aren’t on me and he shouldn’t be smiling at all.

And why do I care? Why?

It feels like being stripped naked in public, and the shame crawls under my skin. So I do what I’m best at: I run.

“Come on, girl, let’s go!” I grab Aline by the hands and drag her with me. She’s still so dazed she just nods.

“Henry, do you mind...” She points at the trays, rubbing her forehead like she’s pleading.

“Don’t worry, Sweetheart. I got this. Go on, before the nerd jumps into my lap.”

“What?” I barely recognize my own voice, an octave too high.

Did he really...

“I know, I’m irresistible.” He winks at me and slides one hand down from the back of his neck to his stomach, then to his pelvis, and...

Nooo... He did not just do that, did he?

Worst part? There’s always a worst part with me.

My shameless eyes obediently traced the whole route. God fucking damn it!

I let out a hiss before turning my back and dragging Aline out. With every step I take, Henry’s stupid laugh echoes in my mind like a reminder of what I am to everyone.

A joke.

That’s how he sees me. That’s how everyone sees me! Just another weird girl who sucks up to the assholes in the Falling Angels.

Fuck!

I didn’t want to... make such a fool of myself.

I already told you I’m pathetic, didn’t I?

​
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CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


Debby

THE LIBRARY WAS PACKED with students. I still didn’t understand the desperation that orbited the eve of exam week—it was my first time experiencing it.

The first quarter was ending, and some teachers had made it their mission to torment students with piles and piles of assignments. Suddenly, my favorite refuge on campus proved uninhabitable and unhealthy for someone like me.

Let’s just say my social interactions boil down to my friendship with Aline.

One way or another, our coexistence was inevitable. But actually building a friendship the way we were? That was new to me.

A breakthrough.

Now I had to take another step: sit at a table with other people in the library.

I’ll admit, it’s pretty uncomfortable. Even though the tables are huge, with enough space to avoid unnecessary interactions.

I walked in, scanning every corner for an empty spot near the beginning of the shelves. By some miracle, I found one. Even the two chairs next to it, though covered with open materials, were empty. The occupants were probably on a break, or browsing the aisles for more books.

Alright... we can handle this.

I double-check the distance between the seats to guarantee my personal space, then settle in, dropping my Advanced Calculus and Basic Physics books onto the table—they’d be my intellectual fuel for the afternoon. I fished my notebook out of my backpack, flipping to my latest notes. Sure, I might be a massive nerd, but memorizing every formula and its applications took some effort. That’s why I spent so much time solving problems over and over, until I burned them into my brain.

I scribble down one last exercise, copy the stuff I need to memorize a few more times, and... that’s it. I think I’m done for today.

I’m closing my notebook when I hear murmurs not too far away. I lift my head, rub my eyes, and realize the library isn’t nearly as full anymore. I grab my phone and check the time.

Holy shit!

It’s past nine at night, and from what I’ve learned in these first few months, when the librarian’s shift ends, she locks everything up without caring who’s left behind. Or rather, she doesn’t even notice.

Did I mention I have an invisibility cloak?

If I didn’t, let me tell you something: Harry Potter passed his down, and I bought mine in some alley—like Diagon Alley—in some part of Braventon. You know why?

Because nobody in this place sees me.

Exactly!

I know I contribute to that a little, but I’m completely invisible. Even to the librarian, who must be sick of seeing my ID in the system with tons of books checked out every week. Well, five—the limit.

Since I read everything in a week, and it’s October and I started in August, go ahead and count how many times she’s seen my ID.

Completely. Invisible.

They almost locked me in here once. It would’ve been the perfect horror movie setting—ghosts haunting the place and all kinds of bad shit when every light is off.

Ooooooh...

I feel a subtle chill at the nape of my neck the second I put the last notebook back in my backpack. The murmurs again—now followed by muffled giggles—echo from somewhere. I stand up, stretch my body, and follow the sound between the shelves behind me, craning my neck, when something makes me freeze.

Could it be...

I startle at first, stifling a shocked sound that escapes me. I quickly bring a hand to my mouth to hold it in, then crouch down.

But what the hell?

That’s definitely not a ghost sound!

Well, there are other people here, but I don’t think they heard me. I can still hear them moving carefully toward the back, the whispers continuing.

“Are you wet for me, hot stuff?” A deep, husky male voice, whispering hotly.

That voice sends shivers to places that have been dormant.

Let’s just say: living with my face buried in books, plus some unresolved trauma, made me completely numb to hormonal sensations since puberty.

I have other priorities.

But I’ve heard that voice before, and... I’m not dead!

“Wanna check, fallen angel? Lucky for you, I’m not wearing any panties!” A female voice encourages between laughs.

Fallen angel.

I should crawl away discreetly and get the hell out of here, right?

No, no, no! That’s not the answer, sweetheart!

Remember the invisibility cloak? Well, today it also gave me a healthy dose of curiosity.

Nobody saw me here, and I don’t really know how to get out of this, so why can’t I just... wait?

By the way, my level of sexual experience is exactly the same as the number of kisses in the movie Pride and Prejudice: zero.

No matter how much chemistry Mr. Darcy and Elizabeth Bennet have, there isn’t even a peck.

Nothing.

I stay on my knees, trying to think coherently while muffling my quickening breath, when I spot the scene through a small gap between the books on the second-to-last shelf.

The shameless couple is leaning against the shelving on the other side. I can see part of the rich little shit’s shoulders over the eager girl, who has her skirt hiked up to her waist, one of her legs wrapped around his hip.

“Enjoying my fingers right here, huh?” he asks, moving his arm in a calculated back-and-forth rhythm.

He grinds his body against hers, leaving no space between them, and the lucky girl lets out low, pleasure-laden moans.

From eager to lucky, huh?

The guy whispers dirty talk in that husky, sensual voice, and I feel hypnotized by the scene. My groin tingles, and something heavy slides straight into my panties.

When the girl starts trembling and calls out for “Henry,” her voice rising, he crashes his lips onto hers, swallowing every sound in a burning kiss.

I wet my lips with my tongue, biting the bottom one, and catch myself imagining what it would be like if that kiss were for me.

He doesn’t stop until her body stops shaking, melting into spasms.

Somehow, I get a clearer view from my inappropriate box seat. I see her red hair unspool from its bun, falling in heavy curls, while Henry fumbles one hand in his pocket, bringing the small foil packet to his teeth.

You’ve got to be kidding me. You’re going to...

“Wait, let me do it.” The redhead slides down his body, kneeling hurriedly, and I see her take the tip of the condom in her mouth, determined to roll it onto...

I squeeze my eyes shut.

Oh, no!

Since we’re here, open your goddamn eyes, Deb!

Fine. Okay, okay. I’m going to regret this, I know it...

I take a deep breath, feeling the air tremble in my throat, and press my thighs together, trying to shake the tingling between my legs.

The redhead slides her mouth down with skill, unrolling the latex all the way to the base of his...

His....

HIS FUCKING DICK!

I hold my breath, watching the girl take the first cock I’ve ever seen in real life, and I can’t believe I’m watching all this through a crack between books in the library!

Aline would say “OMG!” at least a thousand times.

Until today, I’d only seen penises in anatomy books, dude! And none of them looked like this—like this one. Beautiful.

I swear!

This Henry even has a beautiful dick. The head is round and pinkish, it’s thick, definitely bigger than... bigger than a plantain.

“Come here, hot stuff,” he says, snapping me out of my stupor.

Henry lifts the redhead off the floor with his strong arms, gripping her thighs tightly, pressing her between the wall and the shelf. She wraps her legs around his waist, making incoherent sounds, sliding down slowly as their bodies, presumably, connect. She gasps.

“You okay?” Henry asks in a surprisingly tender, breathless voice.

My heart clenches a little.

You’re crazy, Deborah!

He’s just a sleazy fuckboy screwing the hot redhead in the hallways!

The sounds of friction and heavy breathing break the silence.

And I’m a fucking unnoticed voyeur watching the show!

He lifts and lowers the redhead, his bicep muscles bulging with the effort, moving his hips slowly.

“Yeah... Ah... keep going,” the redhead moans without shame.

The Fallen Angel finds some space to brace her ass and starts fucking her harder. I can see the shelf moving with their rhythm, and they don’t seem to care about the noise.

I’m still hypnotized by the scene.

With every thrust, I press my thighs together, my inner muscles clenching automatically, and I feel completely soaked.

Their pace quickens. I feel my breath race even faster, and then they come. When the girl threatens another sharp moan, Henry slaps a hand over her mouth, thrusting into her a few more times before letting his head drop onto her shoulder.

I glance around quickly, swallowing, checking if anyone else was part of the show... nothing.

The library is empty now.

I muffle my ragged breathing, watching carefully as the protagonists kiss goodbye.

“Are you going to pick me for the Hunt, kitty?” she asks.

He just smiles, shaking his head without answering. The redhead walks away in my direction, waving a hand to say they’ll talk later.

And in that moment, I realize whose belongings are on the empty chairs near mine.

My backpack!

Shit.

I scramble under the table on my hands and knees, holding my breath, hoping my stuff goes unnoticed.

Her legs pass by me, stopping for a second so she can grab her materials, then she leaves. It’s not long before the faded jeans and untied black combat boots appear in my field of vision.

He takes longer than her.

When he moves away, I let out a heavy, relieved breath, and...

“Field research, nerd?” Henry bends over, catching me under the table.

I’m completely frozen, in shock.

I forgot how to breathe.

My face must be great.

He pulls out the chair that was hiding me and offers me his hand, totally unbothered.

“Get out of there. Come on.”

Why the hell is he
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