

[image: Cover]



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Moonlit Awakening

 

 

 

 

Mina Raines


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidences are either products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously.

 

Copyright ©2025 by Mina Raines. All rights reserved.

 

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the express written permission of the publisher.

 

 

Published by Bayou Queen Publishing

 

AI Disclaimer: This book does not contain any elements of AI content. All art was designed by real artists, and all of the words were written by the author.


Author’s Note

 

Dear readers! Just a little note so you don’t go ‘Hmm, that sounds familiar’ while reading this book! A few scenes from Savage Pursuit happen within this book, from Devon or Cambria’s POV, and as such some conversations will be familiar to you if you’ve read Savage Pursuit, which is the first book in the Orleans High Shifters Series.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Author's Note

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Five

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Other Books

About the Author


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I should have done this in Savage Pursuit, but I only just thought of it so…

 

To the reader in Connecticut at a Steampunk event who challenged me to write a YA Shifter series, thank you. You helped me step out of my comfort zone and I am loving it!
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Cambria




 

“Cambria, firecracker, can you come here? We need to talk to you.”

Hearing her father's words, Cambria groaned. When a parent said ‘We need to talk to you’ it was never a good sign. Especially if it was her father saying it. Placing a bookmark into the book she was reading, she set it aside and went out to the living room.

Plopping down in her favorite chair, she crossed her arms and looked at her parents. “What's up?”

“Well, firecracker, it's about my job,” her father started.

“Okay?” Why was he dragging things out?

“I was offered a promotion, one I couldn't pass up. The only downside is, it's in New Orleans.”

Cambria was confused. “So what does that mean? Are mom and I going to only see you on like weekends or holidays?”

“No, firecracker. It means we are moving,” her father replied.

“What? No! We can't! The school paper and the yearbook both depend on my photos!”

“I'm sorry firecracker. It's already done. This promotion gives me almost twenty thousand more a year. That's money that will pay for your college.”

“I don't care about college!” she shouted. “You don't care about me or what I want!” She jumped up and ran to her room where she slammed her door.

“No slamming doors young lady!” her mother yelled.

Out of spite, she opened it and slammed it a second time before she flopped down on her bed.

Her mother entered her bedroom a few moments later and stood there with her arms crossed. “You're being very selfish right now. This promotion is a big deal for your father. He's worked hard for this.”

“But it's not fair! He didn't even ask me what I wanted. How is that not selfish?” she countered.

“The world doesn't revolve around you, Cambria. One day, when you're a parent, you'll understand,” her mom responded before she left.

“This stinks,” Cambria grumbled before she sent a group text to her friends.

Me: We're moving to New Orleans. I just found out

Callie: What? That sucks!

Sara: So not cool!

Ryan: Damnit! Who am I going to get fashion advice from now? Oh. Wait. I'm the one who gives the fashion advice. My bad!

Cambria laughed.

Me: Bitch! Thanks. I needed the laugh

Ryan: You know it, babe! It does suck, but at least we still have texting, social media, and video calls

Me: Yeah. I guess so. I'm gonna miss all of you so much

Callie: You'll make new besties in no time, because you're fabulous!

Cambria scoffed at that.

Me: Whatever. I guess I get to start packing

She put her phone away, screamed into her pillow, and then resigned herself to her fate.


Chapter Two
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Cambria





Moving at the beginning of senior year sucked big, hairy monkey balls. Cambria sat in the backseat of her father's SUV with her arms crossed and stared out the window.

“This sucks,” she grumbled.

“Language,” her mother said, causing her to roll her eyes.

“I know moving isn't ideal, firecracker, but I have to go where the company sends me,” her father interjected.

“You could have said no! You didn't even care about how moving would affect me!”

“We've already had this discussion, Cambria,” her mother told her. “Your father's position in the company is very important, and with this move and promotion he's getting a nice bonus. Despite what you think, the world does not revolve around you, young lady.”

“Whatever,” she griped before she put her earbuds in, pulled up one of her music playlists, and ignored the rest of the world. They had a two day drive ahead of them.
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Cambria looked out the window as they approached New Orleans. It was almost six in the evening, and they were all ready to reach their destination.

“Are we getting food any time soon?” Cambria asked.

“I told you to eat when we stopped earlier,” her mother said.

“I did, I just wasn't very hungry,” she countered.

“Yes, we'll be getting something to take to the house with us,” her father interjected. “Abby, quit teasing her,” he added to her mother.

Cambria wasn't sure when things got so strained between her and her mother, but she missed the closeness they'd once had.

“And Cambria, don't be such a brat,” her father told her.

“Sorry,” she mumbled.

They decided to try Raising Cane's Chicken Fingers, and after getting their food, they drove to their new house, where movers were just finishing up moving everything in.

Cambria was quiet as they ate surrounded by boxes. She knew she was being bratty, but she was still mad about the move.

“Tomorrow, we'll go get you enrolled in Orleans High,” her mother told her. “Look, I know this move upset you, but you'll make new friends and new memories. If your father had refused to relocate, he could have lost his position and been demoted, which would have meant a paycut. We would have had to move out of D.C. anyway, because we couldn't have afforded the rent.”

“But I still would have been close to my friends,” she countered.

“We would have been at least six hours away from them. When would you have been able to see them?”

Cambria sighed. “Fine. Maybe you're right,” she grumbled.

“It's all going to work out, firecracker. You'll see,” her father told her.

“I'm going to go to my room and start unpacking my stuff,” she said in response before she threw her trash away, grabbed her drink, and headed to her new room.

She spent a couple hours unpacking before she took a shower, changed into pajamas, and crawled into bed. She wasn't looking forward to starting at a new school, but she didn't have much choice.


Chapter Three
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Devon





Senior year was going to be epic! This was the year they would take their football team to state, he was sure of it. As long as he stayed on top of things, he'd be valedictorian at graduation. And then it was on to college! 

Two days into the new school year, Jez Tregre arrived at school and shook up Sebastian, his best friend, his brother from another mother. He couldn't help giving him shit over how hooked he was when they'd only just met.

They were standing in the parking lot waiting for Jez to arrive when his eyes fell on a vision that took his breath away.

“Whoa. Who is that?” Devon breathed. He couldn't take his eyes off the beauty with pink and purple hair making her way to the front doors of the school.

“Looks like we've got another new girl,” Sebastian said.

“Yeah. We need to invite her to eat lunch with us,” Devon replied.

“As long as she's a junior or senior. Otherwise, she'll have a different lunch period,” Sebastian pointed out.

“Shit. I didn't think about that. I'll catch y'all later. I'm going to go offer to show her to her classes,” Devon replied with a grin. He didn't need to look to know Sebastian was shaking his head at him.

Devon made his way into school and made a beeline to the office where he waited for her to come out.

“Hey, Pretty Girl,” he said when she stepped out into the hall.

A soft squeak escaped her at the sudden voice. “Don't do that!”

Devon chuckled. “Didn't mean to startle you, Pretty Girl. I'm Devon. You can think of me as your one-man welcoming committee.”

A soft laugh escaped her. “I can, huh?”

“Yep. So, you gonna tell me your name?” he inquired.

“I'm Cambria,” she replied.

“Pretty name for a pretty girl. What grade are you in? Let me see your schedule so I can help you find your first class,” he said, holding his hand out for it.

“Wow, you're pushy,” she retorted, shaking her head. Still, she handed it over. “I'm a senior. You?”

“Same. Oh, great, we've got first period together. Third, too. And gym after lunch. Too bad that's all, but maybe next semester we'll have more classes together.”

“Anyone ever tell you that you're a bit of a nut?” she asked as they started walking through the halls.

“All the damn time,” he replied with a grin.

When they reached class, Devon sat behind Cambria so he could discreetly breathe her in. He wasn't sure what kind of shifter she was, but her warm, chocolate scent was heavenly.

He struggled to focus on the lesson because he kept getting distracted.

“Devon O'Hare, are you even listening?”

He blinked at the teacher. “Sorry Ms. Pearce. I had a rough night last night,” he said by way of excuse.

“I asked you to come to the board and answer the equation,” Ms. Pearce responded, holding out the dry erase marker.

“Uh, sure,” he replied. He studied the geometry equation for a moment before he started writing. When he finished, he handed the marker back and returned to his seat.

“Well done. Not that I expected anything less,” the teacher said.

“Brown-noser,” someone muttered.

“Jealous,” he countered.

“You solved that really quickly. I'm impressed,” Cambria said, looking over her shoulder at him.

Devon shrugged. “Math has always been easy for me.” And every other subject, but he didn't add that.

When class ended, he grabbed her backpack before she could sling it over her shoulder.

“What are you doing, you nut?” she asked.

“Escorting you to your next class,” he replied.

“I take it yours is near there?”

“Nope,” he replied.

“Then why on earth are you escorting me?” she asked.

“Because I want to,” he told her with a shrug.

“Oooookay.”

He grinned when she didn't argue with him. He led her through the halls to her classroom and bowed. “Here you go, Pretty Girl. See you next class,” he added with a wink and bolted. Her laughter followed him down the hall.

Devon ran through the halls and slid into class just as the final bell rang. He saluted his Civics teacher, Mr. Reynolds, before he plopped down into his seat between Andre and Zander.

“So? What's the sitch?” Andre whispered just as Mr. Reynolds started talking. 

Later Devon mouthed and focused on the lesson.

As soon as class was over, he was rushing through the halls to catch up with Cambria. Now he understood Sebastian's obsession with Jez, because he was feeling it with Cam.


Chapter Four
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Cambria


 

As first days went, this one wasn't starting out so bad. She'd not been thrilled with starting at a new school for her senior year, but she had to suck it up.

When Devon had startled her, she'd wanted to smack him, but that would be rude and possibly get her in trouble. It didn't take long for her to figure out he was a bit of a nut.

Watching him rush away after dropping her off at her next class, which was biology, she laughed, shook her head, and went to find a seat. At least she was in a science class she enjoyed. At her old high school she would have been stuck with chemistry.

When the bell rang ending class, she slung her bag over her shoulder, pulled out the school map, and attempted to decipher where to go.

“Hey Pretty Girl,” Devon said as he sidled up next to her. “You don't need that. You got me,” he added, taking the map from her and folding it up.

“And what about the rest of the day? You know, when we're in different classes?” she countered.

“Easy. I'll just have to try not to be late to my own classes,” he replied with a grin.

“And I say again, you're a nut,” she laughed.

“Sure am.”

She shook her head. “Fine. Lead the way.”

When he slung his arm over her shoulder, she should have dislodged it, right? After all, they'd just met. But
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