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        Aiden’s Awakening

      

      

      

      Aiden’s world was rocked when he learned paranormals existed.

      

      Since then, he’d made new friends, but every encounter only emphasized how ordinary his life was.

      

      Eighteen years was very young for a vampire. During that time, Honey hadn’t seen much. What she lacked in experience, she made up for in intelligence.

      

      When a violent car accident happened right before Honey’s eyes, she jumped into action.

      

      Aiden was on the brink of death. He felt himself slipping away, then someone appeared. But she didn’t rescue him. She plunged him deeper into pain and darkness.

      

      Being made into a vampire was an excruciating experience. Once the agony receded, Aiden had to embrace his powers. He had to learn to live an entirely new life—one that was far removed from his previously mundane one.

      

      Their relationship was forged from the choices they had to make. Their love was something they both had to fight for. What they didn’t realize was fate was testing them.

      

      They would either embrace what was right in front of them or watch as it withered away.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      This is the story of Aiden and Honey. Aiden was introduced in Brayden’s Return. He’s Bray’s college roommate.  The majority of Aiden’s Awakening takes place after Chapter Twenty-Eight in Bray’s book but before the epilogue. Bray is still going to college and living in the apartment with Aiden and Grayson in this book. Honey is new to the Avynwood world. I hope you enjoy their story.
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      For Sherry. I hope I did your beautiful car justice. She’s truly a work of art. I may have renamed her, but everything else remains the same. Thank you for letting me borrow her for my story.
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          AIDEN

        

      

    

    
      I had to leave the apartment. The lovefest going on in front of me was more than I could bear. If seeing Brayden and Kandi all cuddled up weren’t bad enough, Grayson is head over heels in love with his girlfriend, Emery. All four of them were watching a movie. Well, I was, too, until I couldn’t take it anymore and had to get the hell out there.

      It’s New Year’s Eve. I should be out partying, not driving around in the cold in Upstate New York. I’m not even sure where I am at this point. I grabbed what I needed and left. It’s a good thing I have a four-wheel drive SUV, or the falling snow might have been a huge deterrent. As it is, I should turn back. But that doesn’t mean I will. Not when the flirting foursome wouldn’t go to their rooms and leave me in my misery.

      It’s our last year as roommates. Not even a full year left. We’re all graduating in June. Brayden and Kandi are going to move to the Avynwood Pack House. Grayson, who still has no idea paranormals exist, plans on getting an apartment with Emery and continuing his education. I’ve never seen someone so focused and serious about college as Gray is.

      Then there’s me. Sure, I’ll have a Bachelor of Arts in Digital Media and Journalism. I chose it because I’ve always loved to write. It would be great to take that love and do it for a living. This degree will open up a world of career choices. However, right now, my head isn’t in the game. If I’m being honest, it hasn’t been since I found out paranormals exist.

      I slam my hand down on the wheel, deciding to take my frustration out on my Range Rover. I shouldn’t be angry and driving in the snow. I should have locked myself in my room and avoided my roommates. Not gone for a drive on one of the biggest party holidays of the year. Of course, where I am currently, there’s no partying. In fact, there’s absolutely nothing out here.

      The snow falls heavier as it cascades in front of my headlights and makes it seem like I’m going through a time warp tunnel. It’s dizzying but there’s also something exhilarating about it. Who knew the guy from Florida would take to living up north so well? I’d never even seen snow until I moved here for college.

      At the next intersection, I’m going to stop and figure out where I am. The GPS should route me back home. Do I really want to go back there? Maybe I’ll see if Benton is around. Ever since I met him, thanks to Brayden, I’ve spent countless hours training with him in hand-to-hand combat. Oh, and he’s a mage. I’m surrounded by paranormals.

      Maybe I should take Solomon Verascue up on his offer to give me his vampire powers. It’s something I’ve been weighing for a while now. There are pros and cons to it. The biggest con is watching everyone in my family grow old and die. My mom, dad, and little sister. I always figured I’d outlive my parents, but Norah… I don’t know if I can handle seeing her leave this world.

      The road before me curves. I take my foot off the gas and slowly pump the brakes so I don’t skid in the corner. Since I’m on an unfamiliar road, I’m not sure how windy it is ahead. Fortunately, I handle it with ease.

      My phone rings, coming through the speakers in my Rover. Brayden’s name flashes on the screen.

      “Yeah?” I answer it. I’m not in the mood for pleasantries.

      “You going to come back anytime soon or is it your goal to drive to Canada?”

      “For all I know, I could be there soon.” I’m not sure how long I’ve been driving. I didn’t pay attention to the time when I left.

      “Would you turn around and come home? I promise we’ll space ourselves apart. I’ll even snuggle up with you on the recliner.”

      “Screw off.” I can’t fight the smile on my lips. I do love my roommates.

      Bray drops his voice. “You know you can’t hide anything from me.”

      “What did I tell you about reading my mind?”

      “I can’t help it when you project your thoughts so loudly that Ari can hear you in North Carolina.”

      I grumble something unintelligible in reply.

      Bray sighs. “Listen, turn the hell around and get back here. I promise we’ll be on our best behavior. You get that I understand how you feel, right?” He’s talking about the paranormal thing, not the me and no love life thing. I’ve had plenty of flings in college, just nothing serious.

      “I know. I just… I love you like a brother, but knowing all you can do… All you have to look forward to in life… I can’t help but be jealous of that. And no, I don’t want Sol to bite me. Well, I do tell him to bite me all the time, but I don’t mean it in that sense.” I have nothing to lose at this point, so I need to be honest with Bray about how I feel.

      “I’m always here for you, Ade. You didn’t have to leave tonight. We could have left, just the two of us, for a bit and not on the dangerous roads. I could have teleported us out of here and somewhere we could talk.”

      “Nah, I couldn’t take you away from Kandi. It’s New Year’s Eve, man. You’re supposed to be celebrating.”

      “Then, get your ass back here so we can celebrate with our family. You’re ours, Ade, and we want you home.”

      “All right, all right, I get it. I’ll stop and pull up the GPS to figure out where I am and get home.”

      “Good. Drive careful. If you need me to come and get you I will.”

      I gasp loudly. “I’m not leaving my baby on the side of the road.”

      “You and I both know that’s not your baby. Your baby is down in Florida, living the life of salt-free roads.”

      “You’re right. Too bad I can’t bring her up here.”

      My baby is a 1969 Chevrolet Chevelle. Five hundred and forty cubic inch engine with over nine hundred horsepower. She’s cherry red inside and out. Fully restored. Beautiful to the point that I show her off every time I’m back in Fort Lauderdale. And her name is Roselyn.

      I sigh happily thinking about her.

      “I expect to see you soon,” Bray says, bringing me back to the present.

      “On it. I’m going to come back before any more snow piles up out here.”

      “Be careful. Get ready for cuddles when you get here.”

      “I think you’ve been hanging around Sol too much.”

      “Hey, there’s nothing wrong with embracing your friends. Then again, if I weren’t part of this crazy world, I’d think it was odd. But after seeing what I have, we need to live each day to the fullest and love one another.”

      “I got ya, man. I’ll see you in a bit.”

      “Later.”

      I disconnect the call and pull over into someone’s driveway. At least, I hope it’s a driveway. There’s a mailbox next to it.

      It only takes a few seconds to get the GPS ready to get me home. I’m about an hour out. I thought I was farther away. Maybe I’ve been driving in a semicircle and am heading back the right way. The system doesn’t have me turning around. I have to head straight on this road then make a few turns to get on the most direct path.

      Back on the road, I keep my pace slow and my eyes open and alert. The snow hasn’t let up and the road is almost completely covered. Bray was right. I should have stayed home. I could have had him teleport us out of there so I could think again. At the time, I wasn’t thinking, though, outside of getting away from them.

      The road gets windy again and my Rover slips a few times. Even with the four-wheel drive engaged, it’s not a hundred-percent perfect traction.

      Finally, the road straightens out. I can’t see the lines on it and there are no streetlights. The only thing keeping me in the lane is the snow that’s slightly piled up on the shoulder from the last storm. It’s a good marker as to where the trucks have already plowed.

      Just when I think I’m in the clear from the curves, they return, and this time, one is on a downward hill.

      As I’m going down the hill, starting into the corner while I try to gingerly pump the brakes, something darts out onto the road. I don’t think, only slam my foot down on the brake. It causes my tires to slip and my SUV to slide. I try to correct the skid but end up overcorrecting and lose control.

      My SUV spins then hits a dip on the shoulder, which ends up being enough to rock me and tip the SUV into a roll. Airbags go off. I’m jostled about as I go over and over until I slam into something. I’m jolted again before I finally come to a rest.

      Blinking a few times, I try to catch my bearings. Try to focus on the scents and sounds around me. Something warm trickles down my face but in the wrong direction. It’s then I realize I’m upside down.

      With my brain foggy, it’s hard to think of what I should do. I have enough thought to remember I’m in the middle of nowhere. No one is going to find me. No one knows where I am. Reaching around, I try to find my phone but everything that was near me is now on the interior roof. I need to get down.

      My hand shakes as I reach for the seat belt. My fingers are warm and sticky, causing me to wonder how badly I’m bleeding in other areas. My elbow bumps the window; however, there’s nothing there but a blast of cold air. Is that why I’m so cold?

      When I finally find the button to release the seat belt, I relax slightly. Maybe I can get down and locate my phone so I can call for help.

      Pushing the button, the seat belt releases me. As I fall, something pierces my leg and drags down my skin through my pants, slicing as it goes until I crumple onto the roof. I cry out in agony and clutch my leg. Blood pours from the wound and seeps between my fingers. It’s coming way faster than whatever was bleeding on my left arm.

      I try and pull my jacket off to get to my shirt. Maybe I can wrap my shirt around my leg to stop the bleeding if I tie it tight enough. Only, when I try to move, I scream out again. This time in pain from my right arm. I can barely move it. It hangs limply at my side.

      There’s nothing I can do. I thought once I got down, I could find my phone. But I have one arm I can’t move at all. The other is trying to put pressure on my leg so it doesn’t bleed worse, though at this point, I’m not sure how it could get worse.

      Tears start to slip down my cheeks. I’m not sure if it’s from the massive amount of pain I’m in or the hopeless feeling that’s lodged itself in my chest. What the hell did I do? This is all my fault. I shouldn’t have left. I should have gone to my room. Now I’m going to die alone.

      With every second that ticks by, I become weaker. Energy leaves my body as fast as the blood in my leg. I’m really going to die out here.

      The last thing I see before I fade into complete darkness is a woman by the shattered window. Is she an angel?
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          HONEY

        

      

    

    
      “Fancy,” I hiss as I run through the snowy field.

      Damn fox. And no, not the shifter kind of fox. She’s just a fox. A very mischievous one who got loose. Little did I know Mom had the outside door open. Fancy saw it as her cue and bolted.

      I don’t need to spend my night traipsing through this frozen hell looking for a fox. Especially one that is black and blends in with the night. Fate’s sake. No matter how good my eyesight is, this is a challenge.

      “If you don’t get your ass back here, I’m going to let Mr. Kelson take a shot at you. You know he’s been begging to do it since he discovered we have you as a pet.”

      The male is as mean as they come. Of course, it doesn’t help that on two separate occasions Fancy got loose and ate his chickens. We bought him new ones, but he wasn’t happy. He threatens her life every time we see him.

      I should have put on my snow pants before I ran outside. As it is, all I have on are a pair of sweatpants, a thermal shirt, and a heavy winter coat. At least my upper body will be warm. And my feet. By some miracle, I put my boots on instead of my sneakers in my haste to leave.

      Mom shouted at me as I left, warning me to be careful. I’m a vampire. I heal from anything and will live an infinite number of years. I live on a hundred-acre farm in New York and my closest friend is a fox. I’m not exactly the epitome of a partying teenager.

      I make out Fancy’s tracks in the snow. More like belly prints since she seems to sink into it as she goes.

      My stomach flutters with nerves the closer I get to the road. She never runs that way. Even as a pet, we’ve trained her. She’s more dog than wild fox. Yet, as I track her through the snow, that’s exactly the way she’s heading.

      The closer I get, the sicker I feel. No, we don’t live on a busy road. But it’s dark with no streetlights. The snow is coming down heavily and it’s New Year’s Eve. Humans go out partying and drinking. Would they see her if she crossed the road? Would they be able to stop?

      Seconds later, my questions are answered when I hear a car coming up the road.

      No, no, no!

      I teleport closer. I can’t give myself away, but I need to pick up the pace. Usually when Fancy runs, it’s the chase she’s after. She thinks it’s fun. While I’m not in the mood to indulge her tonight, sometimes she pops out of a hiding place to fake attack me. Hence, why I was walking instead of teleporting in short distances.

      I’m right along the side of the road near a wide tree when the car comes into view. Or SUV, I should say. It’s going slowly, which is good given the conditions. I lose track of Fancy’s prints. Maybe she went back toward home.

      Then she’s there. Running across the road into the path of the SUV. Its headlights bounce off her coat as she darts safely to the other side. The SUV brakes and swerves. The vehicle spins and hits the ditch on the side of the road. Then it’s rolling before it settles with a horrible, sickening crash beside a tree up ahead of me.

      I stand stunned for a few beats of my heart. That didn’t just happen. Fancy caused an accident. Here I was worried she’d get hit when the opposite happened.

      She pads across the road then barks at me a few times. I can’t even chastise her. My eyes are focused on the SUV. I have to do something. Do I teleport home and get my parents? Find out if the driver is okay first? I’ve never encountered something like this and there’s no one else out here to help.

      I hear a series of noises. A sharp cry reaches me and has my feet moving. I have to check the person inside before I teleport anywhere. Another cry. By the time I get over to the side of the vehicle, the driver is in a heap surrounded by glass and other debris from the inside.

      I can make out the blood seeping from his body. A moment later, he goes lax. Oh, no.

      I get as low as I can and listen for a heartbeat. It’s there but slow. Much slower than it should be. I have to get the person out of there and back home so my parents can help.

      After a quick look around the inside, I realize there’s only one person. I wrench the crumpled door open, thanking my super strength, and carefully pull their body from the wreckage. I gather them in my arms as blood continues to leave their body and quickly coats me. Fancy runs around me as I take a few steps. I’m about to teleport when their heart slows further. It’s barely beating now.

      Tears form in my eyes. I can’t let this happen.

      I drop to my knees at the side of the vehicle away from the road and gently put the person, who I see is a male, on the ground. With quick work, I open his jacket and lift his shirt so his chest is exposed. One beat. There’s a long pause then another. He’s dying.

      I move back to the vehicle until I find something sharp. It’s a piece of the exterior metal. I yank it from the vehicle and drop back onto the ground near the male. With quick movements, I slice open his chest over his heart. I use all my strength to break the bones there until the heart is visible. The male doesn’t move. I hope I’m not too late.

      My breathing falters. I’ve never done this before. I don’t even know anyone who has. Granted, the list of paranormals I know only extends as far as my family, but still. To change a human into a vampire? It can only be done before the human dies, so I need to push on. I’ve gone this far after all.

      With one last cut, I slice into his heart. Using the shard of metal, I slice the tip of my finger and bring it over the male’s chest before I heal. I squeeze droplet after droplet of blood from me into him. My skin mends. I do it three more times before I stop and reach into his chest to massage his heart.

      This isn’t gross. Not at all. Everyday stuff happening right here. Sure, if everyday a car accident happens in front of me, thanks to my fox, who has wanderlust, and I have to bring a human back from the brink of death. Oh, and change him into a paranormal. And here my parents thought I’d only bring Fancy back. Wait until they see the male.

      His heart slips from my fingers as I watch and wait for the wound I made on it to close. Once it does, I retract my hand and breathe a sigh of relief. It’s working.

      Then, before my eyes, the bones in his chest mend. The skin knits over it. Precious seconds tick by before I hear his heartbeat increase. It slowly builds until it’s a normal rhythm. He takes a deep breath. I have to move fast. We have to get out of the snow. Out of here. Erase the evidence or else someone will be looking for this male and he won’t be in any shape to go anywhere for a while.

      With careful ease, I lift him in my arms then tap my foot on the snow. It’s Fancy’s cue to jump onto my shoulder. She does so. I lift my fingers and teleport inside my bedroom.

      “Help!” I cry before carefully lowering the male to my bed.

      My father rushes into the room. “What did you do?”

      I turn toward him, aware I’m covered in blood, and give him a quick rundown. He said they didn’t hear anything because they were busy. I knew what that was code for.

      “You have to go move the car,” I tell him. “If you don’t, the police are going to look for him and we can’t let them see him like this.”

      My mom steps into the room having heard everything. “I can’t believe you changed him, Honey. You know that’s rarely done.” She’s not mad but sounds more disappointed. “Fate gives each being on this planet their own path. Maybe his was meant to end tonight.”

      “Or maybe I was put there for a reason so I could save his life,” I counter.

      “Do you know what he’ll go through?” Dad asks. “The pain he’ll suffer before it subsides? He has to face this new life you’ve given him.”

      “I get it, okay? But what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t let him die.”

      Dad scrubs a hand over his face and leaves the room. “You better be grateful I’m strong. I’ll move the vehicle to the barn for now, but we can’t keep it there.”

      “I’ll go with him,” Mom says. “We’re going to have to get rid of all evidence, at least long enough until he can emerge from here in one piece and not driven out of his mind in agony.”

      “Thank you,” I tell them and turn back to the male on my bed.

      I look him over from head to toe. The light in my room is on from before I had to rush out of the house. It casts a gentle glow over the male. Sneakers. Jeans torn and caked with blood, snow, and dirt from the ground where it had melted, thanks to the heat of the vehicle. Every part of him is covered in blood and grime.

      Gently, I pull his black shirt down to cover his chest and grab a blanket from my closet to cover him. His hair is caked with blood, but I spy tiny pieces of light blond there. He’s got a little scruff on his face, as if he hasn’t shaved in a day or two. His lips are parted, and I can’t help but stare at his face as the color comes back into his skin. He’s healing before my eyes.

      Grabbing my desk chair, I bring it over so I can sit next to the side of the bed. From what I’ve been taught, this process will be excruciating for the male. He’s going to go through stages until all of me infuses every part of his being. It’s not like when we gift someone our powers. When we do that, we don’t make them a vampire. This will do that to him. He’ll become one of us.

      What if he wakes up and begs me to kill him? What if I did something horrible and he turns out to be a murderous being who kills others? What have I done?

      I shake my head. I couldn’t have let him die. It was my fault he was in the accident. I have to get the other thoughts out of my head. What’s done is done. He didn’t deserve to die on the side of the road. Could I have bitten him and transferred my powers? I didn’t think there was enough blood pumping through his body to sustain that and let it heal him. His heart was hardly beating.

      Minutes tick by as his breathing becomes steady and it appears like he’s in a deep sleep. Fancy curls up at his feet. My parents return and say they did the best they could. The road was easily concealed as was the grass. They had to move more snow over it. The tree was damaged, but my dad said he carved a scene into the side of it. He’s been doing woodworking for years. He said it was the best he could do to hide the damage to the trunk.

      Hopefully, it’s enough. Hopefully, it buys us time. And hopefully, this male doesn’t try to murder me when he wakes up.
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          AIDEN

        

      

    

    
      Slowly, I blink my eyes open. The moment they are halfway there, I slam them shut again. Everything is too bright and blinding me. Then sounds hit me. Like every single thing is amplified by a thousand. I can hear the ticking of a clock like a drum. The sound of multiple people breathing softly like they’re right beside me. And every snowflake as it hits the ground.

      Wait. Snowflakes? I’m hearing something tiny and light landing on more of the same? What the hell?

      When I try to sit up, every nerve ending in my body screams as if it’s on fire. Is that why it’s so bright? Am I in some kind of inferno? Is our apartment burning down?

      I struggle to move. I need to warn the others. I have to get up.

      I roll off the bed, fighting the agony licking through my veins. I can’t seem to bring my feet up under me and end up crashing to the floor. I scream. It’s a noise I don’t think I’ve ever made. Even when I had multiple rib stress fractures from rowing, that was nothing compared to this.

      Hands touch me and I flinch away. They hurt. I hurt when I move. This is a no-win.

      “I need to get you back onto the bed.” That voice. It was there in my dreams. This angel who kept talking to me, even though I couldn’t see her well. Soft words of encouragement telling me I would get through this. That the pain wouldn’t last forever.

      More hands touch me. Then I’m in the air and back on another surface. Tears run down my cheeks from the burning licking my skin.

      “Fire,” I rasp out. My voice sounds nothing like it normally does.

      “I know,” that soft feminine voice says. “I’d give you something for the pain, but your body will burn it off so fast it won’t help. The only thing you can do is ride it out.”

      “How… long?” I barely pant out.

      “It’s been about twelve hours. My guess is you have another twenty-four or so to go.”

      “No.” I cry harder, not caring who sees me. “Make... it… stop.”

      The voice breaks when she speaks this time. “I wish I could. I’m sorry. I did this to you.”

      I’m fighting to stay conscious. I don’t want to be pulled under again. Most of the time it was riddled with nightmares, but the angel broke through and gave me a bit of sunshine and hope. I have to hold on to the present. I can’t let it go.

      “What… happened?”

      “Honey,” I hear a guy say in warning. “Now’s not the time.”

      “I’m not going to keep it from him.”

      “He’s not fully awake. Wait until the change is done.”

      “He asked. I need to tell him.”

      The guy sighs then leaves the room. His steps are soundless, but I hear the displacement of air as he goes. How do I hear that?

      “What?” I grate.

      The woman is closer now. “You were in a car accident last night. You swerved on the snowy road. Your SUV hit the ditch and flipped until you collided with a tree. You were dying. I couldn’t let you. I didn’t know what else to do.” Car accident?

      Then a memory comes to me. I was driving to get away from my roommates and their love interests. I escaped because I couldn’t take it. There was snow. I remember the call with Bray. There was a flash of something darting into the road.

      The accident comes back full force. I fight to get air in. My blood all over me. My crumpled Rover. The pain I felt then the lack of energy as I drifted under. But that angel was there. She was by my broken window.

      “You… did… this.”

      “No,” she says. “Well, not intentionally. My fox ran out into the road. You swerved so you wouldn’t hit her and that’s when you crashed.”

      “Fox?” Her fox? Is she a shifter?

      I breathe through the pain as I try to roll over. She helps me but the fire is back everywhere she touches. The pain is so intense, but I push through. I need to see her. I need to look into her eyes and see if they change colors.

      Once I
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