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      Heidi Bennett had the perfect life—including great parents and an insanely romantic boyfriend—until it all came to a screeching halt the night of the Cold Moon Ball last December. Now, months after her disappearance, Heidi walks among the residents of Havenwood Falls once again, but most—whether human or supernatural—can’t see her.

      The last thing Heidi remembers was dancing with her boyfriend at the ball. Her disappearance, and the events surrounding it, remain a complete mystery. One she’s determined to solve.

      Zane is a guardian angel with a history of making questionable choices. As punishment for one such decision, he’s ordered to stay with Heidi while she fulfills her mission. But he struggles with his choices yet again when he finds himself in the middle of a dangerous game—a game whose outcome could have eternal consequences not only for him, but for Heidi as well. And only one of them can win.
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      DECEMBER 2017

      I look at my reflection in the mirror, and I think about backing out of the Cold Moon Ball for the hundredth time. Tonight should feel perfect. This is one of my favorite events in Havenwood Falls. My long light-blue dress is absolutely stunning, and Mom insisted that I borrow this beautiful silver crown she won at a pageant, but none of it takes my mind away from this gut feeling that something bad is going to happen.

      “You look beautiful,” Mom says. I turn around, and she’s leaning against the doorframe, keeping her distance, as she has been sick over the past few days.

      I bite my bottom lip, feeling uncertain about this whole night.

      “What’s going on?” she asks.

      I take a deep breath and glance down toward the infinity symbol on the promise ring Jace gave me last year for my sixteenth birthday. Without taking my eyes off the ring, I say what has been on my mind since last night, when I talked to him. “Jace said he needs to talk to me about something important.”

      Mom tilts her head to the side and gives me a reassuring smile. “I hope you don’t think he’s breaking up with you. You two have been together since middle school, and you get along better than most adult couples I know.” She laughs.

      I feel myself relax. She’s right. I’ve just never heard him sound so serious before.

      The doorbell rings, and Mom smiles again. “I’ll get it. I’ll let him know you will be down in a bit.”

      I look at the mirror one more time, take a deep breath, and tell myself to get it together.

      As I walk out of my room, I see Jace at the bottom of the stairs, with his back to me. He’s wearing black pants and a black peacoat. I can almost guarantee that instead of a dress shirt, he’s wearing an old band T-shirt under his coat. The thought of that makes me laugh for a split second, before that gut feeling consumes my every thought yet again. As I make my way down the stairs, I even manage to fake a smile. The moment Jace turns around and looks up at me, his mouth hangs open, and I know by the way that he stares at me that Mom is right. Just like that, the fake smile quickly turns into a huge grin.

      We say goodbye to my mom and head outside. Jace puts his hand on the small of my back as we walk away, and I freeze in place when I see his dad’s black Camaro convertible parked on the street.

      “Do you want to drive?” he asks, and my eyes widen.

      I laugh and look at him. “You’re kidding, right? I’m surprised your dad let you drive his favorite child.”

      Jace chuckles, showing off his dimples. He always jokes about his dad loving that car more than anything or anyone else.

      “There is no way I’m driving it,” I say.

      He grins at me. “We should get going. We already missed the first part of the evening.”

      As we drive up toward Havenwood Heights, Jace turns the music up loud, and I find myself distracted by the Christmas decorations along the way. When I was little, Dad used to bring me to this area every Christmas and just drive around. And no matter how many times we did that over the years, the sight of the large houses with Christmas lights glowing, and Mt. Alexa in the background, is always breathtaking.

      When we get to the Mills mansion, one of the biggest houses on the street, Jace parks his dad’s car as far away as possible from other cars around.

      “Wait.” He stops me when I reach for the door. He gives me a crooked smile before he gets out and rushes to my side. He opens my door and extends his hand to me. Once out of the car, I see just how far we have to walk. I laugh. “You did have his permission to take the car, right?” I ask jokingly.

      Jace chuckles as he slips his hand into mine. “Yep, although he did have a few glasses of wine earlier. Maybe I should’ve gotten that in writing.”

      I just shake my head.

      “So, what shirt are you wearing tonight?” I ask as we make our way to the door. “Pink Floyd or⁠—”

      He cuts me off. “What makes you think I’m not wearing a dress shirt?”

      I glare at him, and he grins. “Okay. You got me. And you got it right on the first guess. Not bad.” He winks.

      Stepping into the ballroom is like being transported into a different world. I stop for a minute to take in the place. The crystal candelabras everywhere and the fresh cut flowers on each of the tables around the room make the ballroom look stunning, just like it does every year. But my favorite part has really always been the large skylight on the ceiling, allowing for the most breathtaking view of the moon. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be in this ballroom when it is empty, just laying down on the floor at night, in silence, staring at the moon. Jace nudges my shoulder with his, leans against me, and whispers, “Ready to go, Cinderella?”

      I giggle. “Yes.”

      Jace and I walk toward the tables filled with drinks and appetizers. On the way there, we say hi to a few people from school. I stop to talk to Zoey, Mr. Mills’s granddaughter, and wish her a happy birthday. She’s new to our school, so I don’t know her well, but she seems nice. Minutes later, I catch Jace watching me with this sad look in his eyes. I can see the moment he tenses, and just like that, the gut feeling is back.

      Jace walks toward me. “Come with me,” he whispers, and he leads me through the double doors that take us to the backyard of the mansion. I’m so nervous, I don’t even notice our surroundings. I just know that something bad is coming. Jace reaches for my hand and brushes his finger over the infinity symbol on my ring. He just keeps staring at the ring and playing with it, and my anxiety gets the best of me.

      “What did you want to talk about?” I ask in a nervous tone.

      He gives me a sad smile. “Later,” he says.

      He reaches for his phone and plugs his headphones in. I give him a puzzled look, and he smiles. He reaches over and puts the headphones in my ears. Nothing is playing at this point. He leans in and gives me a quick kiss before asking me to dance with him.

      I blush and look down, avoiding his gaze. This is so like him, to make these big romantic gestures that I can never say no to.

      He gently puts his fingers against my chin, tilting my head up. “Close your eyes,” he whispers before he pushes play and one of my favorite slow songs comes on. He closes the distance between us, and my eyes drift shut. After a while, I feel the cold snowflakes falling against my skin, and I grin. But it is his laughter that brings me back to the moment. I open my eyes to find him watching me with a grin across his face—showing off his dimples—and there is this sparkle in his eyes.

      I memorize every single detail—every single feeling about this moment. The cold. The few seconds of snow, just at the right time. His smile. That look in his eyes. It’s almost as if I’m programming myself to memorize everything about this one happy moment.

      As if it was my last.
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      MAY 2018

      “Jace,” I mumble as I open my eyes.

      Feeling disoriented, I realize that I’m lying face down on dirt and grass. Snow . . . What happened to the snow? I sit, slowly, and look up. The first thing I see is the moon. My head is spinning like crazy. At the sound of something howling, I frantically stand up and look around for my phone. I curse myself for having a black phone case.

      “Ugh. I’m never going to find the thing in the dark.”

      I hear the sound of someone clearing his throat, and for a split second, I feel myself relax, thinking that it is Jace. I spin around—faster than I should—and see a tall dark-haired guy with bright green eyes, leaning against a tree right before me.

      “Need help finding something?” he asks with a raspy voice, crossing his arms over his chest.

      I take a step back. “Who are you?”

      He shrugs and just keeps gawking at me. I haven’t seen him at school before. He is the kind of person I would remember seeing. Something about him feels . . . different.

      “I’m leaving,” I say, and I feel stupid for even having to announce that. I should be running, but my still-spinning head is a huge sign I wouldn’t make it far. I turn around and start to walk away slowly, and hope to God he doesn’t follow me. Ugh. I’m always making fun of people in scary movies who try to run and end up getting killed. Please don’t let me become a cliché.

      I don’t get far before I hear him again.

      “Wrong way,” he says.

      I glance back, and he is at the exact same spot. He points in a completely different direction. I find myself questioning whether to believe him or not, but another howl coming from the direction I’d been heading makes me follow his guidance. I give him a short nod and start walking away. As soon as I’m far enough from his view, I pick up the pace, and with every step, I feel like something is behind me—until I’m out of the woods.

      Somehow, I find my way out to where I can see the Mills estate. I keep walking, and I don’t stop until I’m in front of the mansion. I stare at it—probably for longer than I should, considering that something is definitely not right. I look down at the long light-blue dress I wore to the ball, then back at the mansion. You can’t even tell something happened here tonight. His smile . . . the snow . . . I look around, confused. Strange things happen in this town from time to time, but nothing like this. How many hours could have passed?

      “My parents are going to freaking ground me for life,” I mumble before I turn around and head home.

      As I make my way down Eighth Street, it hits me that the Christmas decorations are gone. I shake my head and keep walking. I replay the night in my head over and over. The last thing I remember was Jace and me dancing. He’d have never let me go into those woods alone. When I get to town square, chills creep over my skin. I feel like someone is watching me again, and I start to walk faster. I’m pretty much running by the time I arrive at my front door.

      I stop in front of my house and sigh. I reach for the doorknob and slowly turn it, thankful that my parents never lock the door. If I’m lucky enough, they’re sleeping.

      I slowly close the door behind me. The house is pitch black. Yes! I think to myself.

      I go straight upstairs to my room. I open the door and wonder where this god-awful lavender smell is coming from. I look at the clock, and it is three in the morning. I think about calling Jace to find out what happened, but remember that my phone is gone. I’m definitely not taking the risk of waking up mom and dad just to use their phones. Without even turning the lights on or bothering to change, I just make my way to bed and lie down. My first thought is that the mattress feels weird, but I quickly dismiss it as me possibly being tired—even though I don’t feel tired at all. And then, I turn around and see the shape of a body next to me. I scream bloody murder as I jump up and rush to turn the light on. A familiar girl lies on my bed.

      “Rose?” I say. “Hey!” I yell at my cousin.

      Nothing. She doesn’t even move.

      I start to tremble as I walk closer to my bed. I poke her arm once, then again—really hard. She just tosses and turns.

      I turn around to go get Mom, but freeze in place when I see my reflection in the mirror. Barely recognizing myself, I take a few steps closer and lean in toward the mirror. My dress is covered in dirt and blood. My gaze goes to the gash on my forehead with dried-up blood surrounding it. The skin around it looks discolored. I lean even closer and lightly touch the gash on my forehead. I feel nothing, and that is when I realize that I must be having one screwed-up dream. This has to be a dream . . .

      I poke at the gash on my forehead again. Harder this time.

      “That is disgusting.” It’s the same voice I heard back in the woods, and I spin around to see that guy again. “You won’t feel anything,” he says as he yawns and sits on my bed.

      I should be scared of him. I should be yelling or running, or both, but I feel oddly calm. And honestly, I’m just waiting to wake up at any second and make this all go away.

      I glance at Rose, and she’s in a deep sleep.

      “She can’t hear us,” he says. His tone is dry and cold, but I can see concern in the way he’s watching me, and my stomach drops.
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