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      The sequel to Awaken the Soul, this novella continues the story of Breckin and Vivienne, whose hearts and souls are once again on the line.

      Nearly dying, being stalked by a reaper, and finding her soulmate, all before Christmas, were not items on Vivienne Freeman’s senior year bucket list. Now that Vivienne’s survived December, Breckin Roberts decides they’ve had enough excitement for one year. As January rolls around, he is determined they will finish out their school year like normal teens. Except there’s nothing normal about these two.

      When Vivienne’s supernatural abilities manifest, Breckin questions whether the changes are due to their soul bond, his healing her, or something more. They turn to Elias for answers, only to discover there’s an entire history connecting their families they knew nothing about.

      As the fallen descend on Havenwood Falls, Vivienne and Breckin are caught in a fight bigger than themselves. They must unravel the secrets and avenge the heart before any chance of redemption is lost forever.
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          VIVIENNE

        

      

    

    
      “Why are you so glowy?” Zara asks in her faux British accent as she drops her ice skates on the wooden floor and lowers herself into the vacant seat across from me at Coffee Haven.

      “Well, hello to you, too.”

      “Oh my gosh! You’re pregnant!”

      I choke. Thank God I hadn’t taken a drink of my coffee. “What?”

      “You are radiant, Viv. Like ridiculously so.”

      Careful not to crush the paper cup in my hand, I lean across the table and look my best friend in the eyes. “So, I’m pregnant?”

      “Well, you are with Breckin . . .”

      “And?” I bite the inside of my cheek.

      “He’s hot, and Breckin Roberts. And you’re together twenty-four seven.”

      “My boyfriend is hot, so logically speaking, I’m pregnant.” I return to my casual position. “It’s happened—you’ve finally gone mad.”

      Zara’s dark eyes study me intently. How much could I have changed since last night? I kick her shin. “Stop dissecting me. I’m not pregnant.”

      Her freshly manicured red nail taps her chin. “Are you positive?”

      “Yes, I’m positive,” I hiss. “You have to have sex to get pregnant. I’m not having sex, Z. Plus, we’ve been together for three weeks. I might lose my mind around him, but I still have my morals. Give me some credit.”

      Her slim shoulders lift. “You’re right, sorry. But seriously, you’re⁠—”

      “Glowing,” I interject and tug at the neck of my sweater. “I got it.”

      “Very well, backing off.” She unwraps the frilly lace-edged scarf from her neck and looks beyond me toward the menu hanging above the counter. “I’m going to get a hot tea.” Her eyes remain firmly set on my face until she’s at my back.

      Paranoia sets in. Glowing? I look at my hands, searching for the glow she speaks of. Nothing. I gaze around Coffee Haven, and no one stares back. The manager, George, chats up Zara as she orders. The gossip ladies are in their usual spot, getting their last batch of gossip in for the year over coffee and scones. Things are normal, for Havenwood Falls, anyway.

      “So, where is lover boy? Is he not coming?” Zara asks when she returns to the seat across from me.

      “To ice skate at the park? Do you know Breckin at all?”

      Her booted foot nudges mine. “Evidently better than you do.”

      I look up, and there’s Breckin, walking by the large picture window and entering the shop. He’s dressed in his usual black, a slouchy beanie on his head, and the striped scarf I bought him for Christmas hangs loosely around his neck. He doesn’t need those things: hats, scarves, gloves. He doesn’t need the jacket or hoodie either. My angel stays warm all on his own, but keeping up appearances when you’re a supernatural being is a priority.

      His amber-flecked eyes catch mine the moment he’s inside, and my stomach flips. He has that power over me. His name alone shoots tingles through my body. The sight of him lights up every nerve ending I own and tightens my core. Maybe I am pregnant. If anyone could get a girl pregnant merely by looking at her, it would be Breckin.

      Zara draws a sharp breath. “Viv, you’re flickering like those defective tree lights at Napoli’s.” She touches my hand, and the room turns sideways. “Viv?”

      Everything goes fuzzy, and my head becomes too heavy to hold up.
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        * * *

      

      “Vivie?” Breckin’s breath grazes my ear, his pine-and-snow scent bringing things back into focus. “Hey, are you okay?”

      I blink. What the heck happened? I’m sitting at Coffee Haven, leaning heavily against a kneeling Breckin, while Zara clutches my hand like a vise. “Did I pass out?”

      Breckin’s warm hand cups my cheek. “Only for a moment. I walked in and you, well, you just kinda fell forward. I caught you before the table could give you a concussion.”

      “I fell forward?”

      “Are you sure you’re feeling okay? That was bloody freaky, Viv. You were⁠—”

      “Pale,” Breckin interrupts. He reaches across the table and grips Zara’s wrist where she still holds my hand. “Viv hasn’t eaten today, and had a little sugar crash. She’s fine, but maybe you should get her a muffin.”

      My jaw drops. He’s using compulsion.

      Zara’s dark eyes flare, before Breckin releases her and she stands. “Let me get you a muffin. You should have eaten this morning.”

      “Chocolate chip,” Breckin calls over his shoulder.

      “I’m her best friend, Breckin Roberts. I think I know her favorite muffin.”

      His mouth twists in a subtle smile as he stands and drags Zara’s now empty chair closer. “You all right?” he asks, pressing his lips to mine in a chaste kiss that leaves me wanting more.

      “I’m fine.” I take inventory of my body. Other than the pouting my mouth does at his leaving mine so quickly, everything seems normal. My heart beats, my pulse is steady, my vision is clear, my head pain-free. “The room just sort of flipped on me. I don’t know.”

      I’m back at his side, cuddling into his warmth. When did I move toward him? What the heck? Crap, I’m practically sitting in his lap. In the coffee shop. I right myself. The gossip crew will have a field day with our display. Sure enough, Irene Beckett and Laverne and Sybil Carson watch with narrowed eyes.

      Breckin squeezes my shoulder. “Have you felt okay this morning? Last night?”

      “I’m fine,” I say, more firmly this time. “What are you doing here, anyway? Yesterday you said it would be a cold day in hell before you spent an afternoon ice skating with a bunch of people in Danzan Park.”

      His brows raise, probably at my ornery tone. “I changed my mind.”

      “Why?”

      Zara thrusts a sugar-topped muffin in my face, cutting off his reply. “One muffin.”

      “Thanks, Z,” I say, taking the muffin from her hand. I’m not hungry, but who can resist the smell of a freshly baked chocolate chip muffin? I tear the edge off the top and pop it into my mouth. Thank you, sweet creator of chocolate. So good.

      “Are we going, or what?” Zara picks up her skates. I guess that’s all the time my best friend plans on giving me to recuperate.

      I open my mouth with every intention of backing out, but Breckin beats me to the punch. “Yep, let’s go.” He stands and grips the back of my chair.

      Evidently he’s not worried about whatever happened to me when he walked in either. Or he’s putting on a show for the benefit of onlookers, and Zara.

      “You don’t have to come with us, Breckin,” I tell him, not for the first time since Zara and I planned this outing a few days ago. He’s not big on public spectacles, which is a hard thing to avoid when you live in Havenwood Falls. He’s humored me this break with all the town traditions he’s allowed me to drag him to.

      “Yeah, he does.” Zara pins him with her gaze and crosses her arms over her chest. “If you keep finding ways to bail on hanging out with me, Breckin, I’m going to take it personally.” A delicately plucked brow curves up, challenging him.

      Breckin snorts. “Zara, if I didn’t like you, you would know.”

      She swings her gaze to me. “See, this is why I like him. I like your honesty, Roberts. Let’s go take advantage of the December sunshine and have some fun.”

      Breckin pulls my chair back, picking up my coffee cup as he does. He moves close as I stand and throw the oversized bag carrying my skates over my shoulder. “I told you I wanted you to have normal, remember? If this is your normal, then I’ll enjoy it for you.”
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        * * *

      

      Like the square, Danzan Park is full of families enjoying the last day of the year and the sunny winter afternoon. Zara and I have skated at the lake during Christmas break since we were little. It’s tradition. When we were too young to come alone, our mothers packed hot chocolate and snacks, and froze their buns off for hours while we twirled around the ice. We liked pretending we were Olympic figure skaters, on our way to golden glory. It didn’t matter that neither of us showed much promise; it was fun. It still is.

      “I bet I can still spin faster than you,” I taunt Zara.

      She laughs and glides her way back, stopping next to Breckin, who isn’t wearing skates, but is instead standing on the ice in his boots.

      “No way. I was always faster,” she tells my smirking boyfriend.

      “In your dreams. Watch.” I skate a small circle and pull my arms and one leg into my body, forcing a spin. The air whistles past my ears. Zara and Breckin’s faces whirl by as my revolutions speed up. Around and around, her dark skin, his dark clothing. White snowcapped mountains, then other skaters. The scenery is a blur as I rotate faster and faster.

      “Viv, if you break something, I’m gonna laugh.” Zara teases, but there’s an undercurrent of worry in her words.

      Breckin tells me I need to slow down. I scoff. “I do not need to slow down.” He growls. “Fine, I’ll stop.”

      I force my arms away from the center of gravity, breaking the aerodynamics and slowing my spin down. Jutting out my foot, I stick my toe pick into the ice with a smile. Then I curtsy, sinking low and lifting my head to three very different faces.

      Zara’s olive complexion is pale, her mouth wide, her expression confused.

      Breckin bites his lip and crosses one arm over his waist. He rubs at his jaw thoughtfully.

      The third face I do not recognize, but his eyes cut through me like laser beams. He’s beyond the frozen lake, among a crowd of people out enjoying the winter sun. His height and chiseled good looks make him stand out. I study him, my senses on high alert. He doesn’t belong here. He’s dressed for a fashion show—in a camel jacket and turtleneck sweater that look like they were tailored for his wide frame—not a day of fun in the park. Who is he?

      Breckin touches my arm, and my attention snaps from the unknown man. “Are you dizzy? Because watching you spin like that made me dizzy,” Breckin jokes, his fingers finding mine.

      “You?” I ask. The angel who flies like he has a death wish? He chuckles under his breath, and I meet his handsome face with a smile. Then, because I can’t help myself, I look around his frame and search for the camel jacket and sweater. The stranger is no longer there. I blink several times, certain I imagined him. “Not dizzy at all,” I say breathlessly. “Also, did you freaking growl at me a moment ago?”

      With a frown, Breckin looks over his shoulder, then back at me. “Why would I growl at you?” His smile is too wide to be truthful. “Let’s go.”

      Go? I look for Zara. She’s already pulling her skates off from where she sits in a pile of snow.

      “Where are we going?” I ask as Breckin moves forward. He tugs on my hand, propelling my skates into a glide.

      “To my place. We’ll drop Zara off at her car behind the square first.”

      “Why are we⁠—”

      “Vivie,” he interrupts, “did I tell you to slow down?” he asks, and I stare stupidly. “When you were spinning, did I tell you to slow down?”

      “Yes?” My tone is questioning, which is crazy, because he most certainly did. I heard him.

      “No. No, I did not. I thought it, but I didn’t speak it. I also didn’t growl at you. Not out loud. I know better.” He hurries his steps, dragging me behind him like a sled.

      He didn’t speak?

      “You heard my thoughts, Viv. You also spun inhumanly fast, and you lit up like the Fourth of July when I walked into Coffee Haven earlier. I was going to ignore the angelic glow until later, but the other stuff—” He glances over his shoulder again. “Let’s go back to my place, okay?”

      I bite my tongue, holding my thoughts as I remove my skates and we walk through the park back to Breckin’s Bronco. Zara doesn’t protest the abrupt end of our day. What in the world did he do to her?

      “Are you sure you don’t want to go to Rowan’s party tonight?” Zara asks, poking her head into the vehicle once we arrive back at the square and she climbs out.

      A loud high school party or a quiet night, kissing in the new year with Breckin? No brainer. “A Bishop party?” I ask.

      “I know it’s not normally our thing, but we’re seniors. Plus, I don’t have a boyfriend to ring in the new year with. Hopefully, I can find a willing participant later.”

      Oh, my poor boy-crazy friend. Does she resent the place Breckin has taken up in my life in such a short time? I look at Breckin, a silent Should we go? plastered on my face.

      “Yeah, not happening. Sorry.” His tone says he’s far from sorry.

      Zara rolls her dark eyes with a resigned sigh, like she didn’t expect any different. “Whatever. You kids be good then. Keep all that snogging to a minimum.”

      Breckin’s arm stretches along the back of the seats, his fingers combing through my hair. “No promises.”

      Zara closes the car door with a grumble. “God, I need to find myself a boyfriend.”

      “Happy New Year, best friend,” I call out my open window while she unlocks her car. She flips me off with a laugh as Breckin drives off.

      “Okay, let’s take it back now.” I spit out the words the moment we leave the parking lot. Shifting in my seat, I angle my body Breckin’s way. He’s so calm. How is he so calm? My nails dig into my palms, I’m that freaked. “How did I read your mind? What do you mean I spun inhumanly fast? How in the heck am I glowing? Oh! And, you used compulsion on Z!”

      “Vivie, breathe.”

      “Breathe?” I use the dashboard to brace myself. “I’m pretty sure people are going to question why I’m suddenly a human light bulb, Breckin. Zara already did.”

      He takes my hand, his fingers weaving between mine.

      “Am I a light bulb?” There’s a note of humor in his question.

      “I’m not what you are,” I counter. He doesn’t reply. His cheek dents inward, like he’s biting it. His silence unnerves me. “Breckin? Do you want to tell me what’s going on?”

      His shoulders twitch as he pumps my hand in his. I’ve seen that move before. He’s trying to control the angel within. That can’t be a good sign.

      “What’s going on is we’re going back to my house, where I get you all to myself for the entire night.”

      I smile in spite of myself. “You get me to yourself every night, Breck.”

      The boy lives at my apartment. At first, it was because of the threat looming from the reaper, Sebastian. Now he does it because my mother works nights and he can. Being apart from Breckin is rare, and thanks to our soul connection, that’s a good thing. Neither of us handles forced separation well. It’s beyond what is normal for two teenagers who began dating three weeks ago. Then again, we’re not normal teenagers. He’s part angel, and normal went out the window for me on the day I died. Well, died and was brought back to life by his angelic healing.

      Breckin removes his hand from mine and adjusts the heater as we turn onto Eleventh. “Yes, but tonight I get you at my place, without having to worry about your mom coming home early from her shift.” He holds his hand in front of me, testing the heat blowing from the vent. It’s the sort of thing he does without even realizing it. “Did you call her today?”

      Frustration wells up at his change of subject, but I indulge him. For now. “Yeah, earlier, while I was waiting on Zara at Coffee Haven. She’s enjoying herself.”

      “And she’s with college friends?” he asks.

      I nod. “A few nursing school friends she’s kept in touch with, yeah. They get together every year for a girls’ weekend in Vegas.”

      “She trusts you.”

      “She’s never had a reason not to. She’s a single mom, so I learned to be responsible at a young age.” I catch his small smile out of the corner of my eye. He knows what I’m saying. He didn’t have parents growing up. He had nannies, and he had Elias.

      “Does she trust me?” he asks.

      “You’re a guy. Of course she doesn’t trust you.” I laugh. “But she likes you enough, and she likes Elias. When she left yesterday, she gave me ‘the talk.’”

      The car slows as we near Breckin’s house. “The talk? Vivie, I don’t want her to think⁠—”

      “She doesn’t,” I rush to soothe his worry. “Like I said, she trusts me. Breck, my mother got pregnant from a weekend tryst, and the guy disappeared. I’ve lived with that my entire life. I won’t make the same mistake. She knows that.”

      Breckin sucks in a breath. We turn into his driveway and pull into the garage. It’s not until he kills the engine and the garage door closes behind us that he speaks. “You know we’re different than that, right? I could never walk away from you. Sex or not.”

      Talking about sex is awkward. How is it that Zara brought it up earlier, and now Breckin and I are discussing it again? Note to self: if you can’t talk about it without blushing, you should not be doing it.

      “Because we’re soul bonded?” I ask, staring out the windshield at the impeccably organized garage wall in front of me.

      His fingers touch my chin, turning my face his way. “What do you think?” he asks softly.

      I unbuckle myself and wind a hand around his neck, bringing our lips together.

      “I think you would never leave me because I’m your favorite couch pillow,” I tease against his mouth.

      “Something like that,” he agrees, pressing his warm lips to mine again and again.
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        * * *

      

      Breckin’s house is a mansion compared to the apartment Mom and I live in. It’s not as overwhelming as the homes in Havenwood Heights, but the fully renovated and modernized Victorian is expansive and impressive. Since my first visit, we’ve always spent our time here on the basement level. It’s ridiculous to call the space a basement. It has everything we need: bathroom, kitchen, pool room, television, fireplace, comfy sofas. There’s even a guest bedroom. Plus, it’s underground. In the two weeks since our fight with Sebastian, Breckin hasn’t let up his guard. It’s like he’s worried the reaper told others about us—a Nephilim with a soulmate—and being in the basement eases that worry.

      We settle on the couch and watch an action movie marathon. I scoot down low on the seat and prop my blanket-covered legs on the footrest. Breckin sprawls out lengthwise with his head on my lap—I am his favorite pillow—and his feet hanging over the opposite arm rest.

      “Have you seen your father since that night?” I ask randomly, halfway into movie two during a commercial break.

      His attention turns from the television, stilling the hand I’ve been running through his smooth angelic hair. He shakes his head in the negative as he turns in my lap. “I would have told you if I had.”

      “Would you?” I ask, twirling a chunk of his bangs around my index finger.

      “Viv?”

      I push at his head. “You changed the subject in the car, and you’re not telling me everything. What are you worried about?”

      He pulls himself into a sitting position and combs his fingers through his mussed hair. “I don’t know anything. Yes, I’m worried. I’m worried that Hamon will try to take you from me. That another reaper will appear, that something else might want you, like Sebastian did.” His shoulders rise with a deep inhale. “Vivie, I’m worried I hurt you when I healed you, and we just don’t know the repercussions yet. Then there’s my eighteenth birthday and what that will mean for me, for you, for us.” He scrubs his hand over his face, and his shoulders drop. “Elias is keeping things from me.”

      I pull my legs in and set my feet on the floor. My arms and hands reach for Breckin, drawing him close, until he’s the one wrapping me in a hug.

      “I’m sorry,” I murmur into his neck. “You don’t have to keep it to yourself. I’m part of this now. Let me in.”

      His hold tightens. “You’re a high school senior. This is not what you need to deal with.”

      “So are you,” I remind him, and he exhales. “I know, you’re not normal, but guess what, Breck? Neither am I. Not anymore.”

      We separate, and my fingers go to my hair, twirling the ends nervously.

      Breckin shakes his head with a grin. “No, you’re not. You were glowing today, like an angel. I think my healing you did something. Changed you somehow.”

      “You saved my life and made me your soul mate, but the downside is I might be a human night-light?” When put in perspective, can I complain? So, I might glow occasionally. I could be dead.

      “Elias trained me to control it, to mask it, when I was young. Maybe he could train you, too. We’ll figure this out, but not tonight, Vivie.” He gives my knee a squeeze, his amber eyes scanning my face. “Hey, you wanna go see the fireworks in a way you never have?”

      I release my fear. He’s so earnest. So worried about providing me with normal experiences, as though he’s to blame for where we are now. “With you? Of course.”

      We take to the sky, leaving crowds and traffic jams to the humans. Every New Year’s Eve Mount Mae Ski Resort has a torchlight parade down the blue square slope, Renae’s Way. I’ve been many times, but never like this—never hidden in the sky, in the arms of an angel. From up here, the mountain appears like it’s on fire. Skiers weave their way back and forth, the flames in their hands lighting the path, creating a radiance that steals your breath.

      “It’s pretty amazing, huh?” Breckin whispers in my ear.

      “It’s gorgeous,” I agree. “This is why you love flying so much, isn’t it? Everything is beautiful from up here. Lights look romantic, streets seem peaceful, the air is clean.”

      His wings stretch out, bringing us higher and moving us away from the slopes. “I used to love it because it cleared my head. Like running for you.”

      Like running was for me. Since the attack, I haven’t been able to run. Haven’t wanted to.

      “You said used to,” I point out, as below us the crowd erupts in a countdown.

      His warm nose nudges the side of my face, pulling my attention from the ground to his eyes. “Isn’t it obvious? I don’t need to clear my mind the way I used to. When I’m stressed, I have you.”

      “Aw, of course you would say sweet things when I don’t dare move.”

      Breckin laughs as a cannon pops in the distance. “I’ll be sure to repeat myself when we’re on the ground, then,” he says, his leg hooking around mine tightly as he turns toward the north. Sparks ignite the sky, sizzling and popping in brilliant flashes.

      “Happy New Year, Vivie.”

      Lifting my face to his, I smile as his eyes light up in a rainbow of colors. “Happy New Year, Breck,” I say, my lips brushing his.
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to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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