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      After her brush with death, a young girl’s humanity is at risk, and a guardian angel must choose between loving her and protecting her. Sequel to Avenoir.

      Heidi Bennett’s destiny was changed forever on the night of the Cold Moon Ball two winters ago. Months later, she was given a second chance at life—one that was supposed to restore life back to normal. Unfortunately for Heidi, things are not that simple.

      The angels who know exactly what happened to her don’t quite understand what she has become. Being able to read people’s memories and learn secrets of many residents in Havenwood Falls is just one of the consequences. As time passes, Heidi distances herself more and more from the human she used to be, testing the boundaries of her new abilities. But when she’s manipulated by a mysterious entity that controls her dreams, her behavior goes from reckless to downright dangerous.

      With a desire to restore her humanity, guardian angel Zane becomes involved. Torn between his responsibilities as an angel and his love for Heidi, Zane has to decide between the two—but can he protect her if he turns his back on his own kind?
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          ZANE

        

      

    

    
      I sit on the roof at the house across the street from Heidi’s and stare at her window from a distance. I’ve been sitting here for hours, and the open window has become this cruel joke. I can’t stand knowing that she’s right there, yet that I must stay away. Her lights are out, and the music is blasting. As much as I hate to admit it, I miss the pop songs she used to listen to. At least those had lyrics that could be understood. These new songs that she seems to like now sound like someone is screaming incoherently at you.

      “Well, well.” I hear a female’s voice from behind me. I turn around to find Gabriella wearing a blue dress and high-heeled boots. She annoyingly taps her foot on the roof. Her arms are crossed, but she smiles when my eyes meet hers. “It’s about time you decided to listen to me and check in on your girl. And thank you for clearing the snow off the roof this time.”

      I glare at Gabriella, the angel who has been keeping an eye on Heidi while I serve my punishment for bringing her back to life.

      “She is not my girl,” I say in a cold tone, to hide the fact that I wish more than anything that she could be.

      Gabriella gives me a dramatic eye roll, then extends her hand.

      “I need your jacket,” she says. I take off my leather jacket and hand it to her. She lays it down and sits on top of it.

      “Seriously?” I ask.

      She shrugs. “It’s not like you really need it. And I’d hate for my dress to get dirty.”

      “Yeah, because that seems like something you should be worried about,” I say.

      “Watch your tone, angel,” she says jokingly. “I’m over here helping you out of the goodness of my heart, when I really shouldn’t. You asked for help, and I volunteered to be her guardian angel, but I should be reporting all the stupid little things she has been pulling. Yet I’m keeping them a secret.”

      I look away and sigh.

      “How is she?” I ask.

      She chuckles. “Do you mean since the last update I gave you just a few days ago? When I begged you to come?”

      Growing impatient, I just shake my head. “It’s not exactly easy for me to leave without them knowing. They think I’m watching over someone else right now.” I pause. “Now can you please just stop torturing me and answer the question?” I beg.

      “Such a funny request coming from someone who is known to be incapable of giving straight answers,” she says in a sarcastic tone.

      I glare at her.

      Gabriella puts her hands up. “Fine . . . fine. She’s not doing any better. She’s not herself. She’s lonely. She skips school. She wanders around in the woods. The list goes on and on . . . and there is not much I can do without breaking rules to intervene with her life.”

      I sigh. I used to hate watching Heidi and Jace together. Since they have broken up, I hate the fact that she’s alone even more. At least he was good for her. He was helping her heal in ways I cannot.

      “I’m sure she’s just acting out,” I say. “She and Jace aren’t together. I’m certain she’s just sad, depressed—whatever human reaction is normal in those cases. She’ll come around.”

      “Argh.” Gabriella lets out a frustrated growl. “And that is exactly why I begged you to come back—so you can see it for yourself.”

      I open my mouth to argue with her, but she cuts me off.

      “And yes, she is lonely. She barely talks to anyone, but that and her other behaviors can’t possibly be for breaking up with someone she fell out of love with.”

      I lean my head down. “How do you know she fell out of love with him?”

      Gabriella pauses, but I keep my head down. I’m afraid to hear her answer out loud.

      “You know,” she says, “for someone who has been around for so many decades, you sure are dense.” Her tone grows frustrated.

      I look up and stare at Heidi’s window again.

      “She’s not home, by the way,” she finally says.

      “Where is she? Why aren’t you watching her?” I growl.

      She chuckles. “Let’s say she has become an expert at escaping.” She nods toward the window. “The lights out and music thing seems mostly to fool her parents. They think she’s sleeping. I followed her all the way to her dad’s market on Miller’s Plaza. She probably knew I was near. She left through the back door without me noticing. We both know we lost the ability to track her, so I decided to just come straight here and wait.”

      I stand up, agitated, and start to pace back and forth on the roof. “Any idea where we should look? Where has she been going lately?”

      She shrugs. “You could go to the library and look for her. I know she liked spending time there. Or you can sit and wait. She’ll come back home eventually. She always does.”
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          HEIDI

        

      

    

    
      I sit at the dinner table, staring at my plate as Mom lectures me about missing school. This is our new routine. As Mom goes on and on about being disappointed, Dad gets lost in a memory of us eating a peaceful dinner together just a little over a year ago. I was excitedly telling them about my day at school and then about my dance recital’s costume. He misses how things used to be. I know that, logically, I should too. But I feel nothing.

      That was before I was killed. December 2, 2018, was the night I disappeared. Hurt by some screwed up angel, I ended up in a coma and died months later. Another angel, Zane, brought me back to life, and somehow, I came back with a special ability to read people’s memories. If Mom and Dad only knew . . . Like most, they believe I have no recollection of what really happened to me. They just know that I went missing and eventually found my way back. I wonder if things would be less awful for them if they knew that this curse to pick up on people’s memories is what destroyed so many things I used to love. I can see every single detail of a memory with such clarity, it is as if I were there at the moment when it happened. Some days—well, most days—I just need a break.

      “I’m going to bed,” I tell Mom in the middle of her sentence. She just sighs and throws her napkin down on the table. I can tell she’s on the verge of giving up on me. I can’t believe she hasn’t already.

      Without looking back, I rush upstairs and slam my door shut. I turn the music on and pace back and forth. This music tends to numb my thoughts in a way, but tonight, nothing seems to be helping. I feel like I’m all over the place. I feel irritable about . . . well, everything.

      “I need to get out of here,” I say out loud.

      I put on a dark hoodie and coat and walk out of my room, locking the door from the inside and putting a hair clip in my pocket so I can get back in later. If Mom and Dad come to check on me, they’ll think I’m doing homework or that I fell asleep. I quietly make my way downstairs. I hear them talking in the kitchen, so I go the other way, grabbing Dad’s store keys on the way out.

      I curse myself for not waiting until later to leave. I have come to love nighttime, when there is barely anyone out. Right now, the streets have more people than I care to see. I avoid going anywhere near Town Square to get to Miller’s Plaza, but even the back roads have a few tourists walking around and admiring the small-town charm and stunning mountain views. I roll my eyes at the sound of that. You’d think after a day of skiing, they would be tired and want to lock themselves in their rooms.

      I freeze in place when I see a family of four walking around. The parents carry the two little boys. Based on their memories, I can tell they are visiting from Italy. If they only knew they’re putting their kids in danger just by walking around at night, I think to myself. Anger consumes me as I start to wonder how many of these tourists will actually make it back home after vising here.

      I decide to approach the couple.

      “Excuse me,” I say. The young couple stops walking and looks at me with smiles on their faces, even though they look tired. There is no telling how long they’ve been walking around carrying their kids in the snow.

      “Hello,” they say.

      I smile back. There is no easy way to tell them this. I look at my watch. “Are you heading back to where you are staying? It’s not too safe to be out at this time of night.”

      Well, that didn’t sound creepy at all.

      “But you are out,” the man says in a heavy accent.

      I take a deep breath and try not to sound rude. “Well, yes, but I live right here,” I tell them. “And I know what I am talking about. It’s not safe.”

      Yep. They think I’m crazy. I can tell by the nonchalant look in their eyes.

      “Thank you,” they say and start to walk again.

      I sigh. It’s not like they would have believed me if I told them there are vampires roaming around—among other things.

      I keep walking west, and once I get to Miller’s Plaza, I absentmindedly stop in front of the dance studio I used to love. I zone out for a while. It’s the feeling of my fingernails digging into my skin that brings me back to the here and now. I turn around and keep walking toward my dad’s market.

      Once in the market, I welcome the quiet of being here after hours—when the store is free of people walking around. Thankful for Dad being in the midst of switching security systems, I take my time walking down every aisle, even though I know what I’m here for. When I get to the aisle with hair products, I stop and stare at the variety of options. I grab the darkest one I can find. Perfect. I need a change, and this is fitting. I make my way to the back of the store. Dad bought a machine to make T-shirt designs shortly after he bought the store, so he can make some extra cash during the many town events and fundraisers. From that day, I started to design my own collection of shirts. I grin at the thought of people’s reactions when I start wearing them.

      As the first one is printing, I grab a bag of chips and a can of soda from the office. I sit down and reach for the can first.

      “Ouch.” I feel the small piece of metal piercing through my skin as I open the can. It’s a small scratch, but enough to cut through my skin. I watch it as it quickly heals right before my eyes. This happened once before with a paper cut, and it healed just as fast. I stare at my finger for long after it is healed. Maybe I should be happy about this. I chuckle. Happy—I can’t even remember what that feels like. Either way, this just opens up a whole new set of questions—like what the hell am I? I see my parents’ memories. They miss the cheerful, sweet, nice daughter I once was. Not the distant, alone, cold version of her that they have today.

      “Ugh. Snap out of it, Heidi,” I tell myself. I open the bag of chips and start eating it.

      I spend the next half hour or so enjoying my peace and quiet, until I get a text from Ani Rukska, the witch who made it possible that I no longer pick up on Jace’s memories, and the only person whom I’ve told the truth about my abilities.

      Ani: I’m by the back door of the store. We need to talk.

      I roll my eyes and contemplate just ignoring her message, but unfortunately, that doesn’t mean she will go away.

      I hop off the office chair and let her in.

      She closes the door behind her, and I cross my arms over my chest.

      “How did you know I was here after hours?” I ask.

      She grins. “Location spell,” she says proudly. She pauses. “By the way, someone followed you here.”

      Of course, I think to myself. That is the angel Zane has following me around. I can’t pick up on her memories to know when she’s around, but luckily, she doesn’t care to hide the fact that I’m being watched.

      “I’m aware,” I say. “Female, long hair, dark skin, extremely well dressed?” I ask in an annoyed tone.

      “Yep. That would be the one.”

      “So . . . Do you want to go somewhere else and talk?” I ask.

      She nods. “That would be best. Let’s go to my house.”

      “Just give me a few minutes,” I say. I turn off the machine and grab the first few shirts and the bag with hair dye. I throw the drink and bag of chips out, but leave the lights on so the angel thinks I’m still here. Dad will probably just think that he forgot to turn it off anyway. We get out through the back door, and I follow Ani to her house.

      When we are some distance away from the store, she chuckles.

      “What?” I ask.

      “I’m guessing you escaped from her before?” she asks.

      I shrug. “Wouldn’t you have? I don’t particularly like being followed.” I pause. “Or found through location spells,” I snap.

      She smirks. “Something is different about you. Sneaking out, being out this late, snappy comments,” she says. “I like it.”

      I roll my eyes at her. “I’m sure you do.”

      We continue the walk in silence. At some point, I hear howling in the distance, but those sounds don’t even faze me anymore. I find it amusing that Ani watches me to see if I react at all. She doesn’t say anything when she realizes that I don’t. When we get to her house, I walk in after her.

      A part of me expected to walk in and find potions and such all over the place, but her house is actually normal. No one would even be able to tell that she is what she is.

      “So, what is it that you wanted to talk about?” I ask.

      “Have a seat,” she says. “Do you want something to drink?”

      “I’m good. Thanks,” I say in a cold tone. Who in their right mind would accept a drink from a witch?

      “Okay, then,” she says as she sits down. I remain standing. “I’ll get right to it so you can get home. I’d like to collect on the favor you owe me.”

      “Go on,” I tell her.

      She hands me a piece of paper with five names. I read over them: Michaela Petran, Mathilde Augustine, Lilith Blackstone, Lawrence Mills, and Roman Bishop. I chuckle at the last name, as I already know a few of his secrets. I fold the list and look at Ani.

      “I’d like to know everything you can get on their memories,” she says.

      I grin at her.

      “Why would I do that?” I ask as I tilt my head to the side.

      “Because you owe me,” she says in an awkward tone.
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