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			Chapter 1

			Emily

			She paced around the small living room of the apartment as she thought. A year had passed, and still, she was surrounded by imbeciles. The only information she had accumulated was what Abraham had told her. Collin had never given her the information she needed. They had both known that the siblings would be of great use in taking over the human world, yet he’d told her nothing before he was defeated. When that damn little girl Cameron had defeated him.

			“Now, remind me again, who is Zalvana Peythron?” Emily called.

			“Zalvana Peythron, one of light, ancestor of my wife, and children…powerful.”

			“Why was she supposedly with my father?”

			“Unknown…journal….”

			“What journal?”

			She looked over at Jack, Cameron and Abraham’s biological father, who was leaning back on the couch before her with blank eyes. His hair was matted, and his face had grown a rather messy beard. Emily paced once more, processing the information in her mind. Abraham had spoken of Zalvana Peythron, a name that Collin had also mentioned. If she were going to defeat the Evans siblings, she would need to find out how to destroy their whole line. Her brother would be brought back to her…the only family she had, even if he was an idiot and impatient.

			She sat on the couch next to Jack, whose limp body fell over slightly. “Cameron and Abraham are of something else. Only Collin knew what, so here I am, sitting alone. I must investigate further and deeper. I must find this journal.” She glanced over at Jack. “Thank you for inviting me over, traitor. Now forget we ever spoke.” Jack’s eyes turned over and then returned to their natural color. Emily snapped her fingers and, in an instant, was at the doorway of Abraham’s home.

			“Abraham, dear, I’m back!” she called, hurrying up the stairs to their bedroom. Upon reaching it, she found Abraham standing in front of the farthest window, clipping on a tie to his tux. His hair was brushed back, showing his forehead. “Why, don’t you look dashing?” She snarled to him as she hurried over to the closet to fetch her dress. “Must we go?” she pleaded, turning to him. He looked at her then.

			“You don’t have to if you don’t want to, sweetheart,” he said.

			She sneered at his response. “I won’t have you going alone.”

			Abraham went to her, took the dress from her, and laid it on the bed next to them. Taking her hands into his, he said, “I wouldn’t want to go alone.” Then he kissed her deeply.

			Cameron

			After applying the glossy lip balm, I looked at my reflection in the mirror. My hair had grown a couple of inches and was nearly at the base of my waist, and with my body having gone through the change, I looked like a completely different person than I had just a year ago. My face was much clearer—acne was no longer a problem—I had lost the black circles that once existed under my eyes, and even the freckles that were once on my nose had disappeared. As a human, my eyes had been hazel. But after the change, they changed to a much brighter green…unlike the Virgos, whose eyes were a tiny bit darker than mine because of their Were gene. Nonetheless, I couldn’t complain. Maybe I should just be thankful I didn’t look old. Abraham sure hadn’t changed, from the moment he went missing till he was brought back. While under Collin’s control, Abraham was dirty, with pale skin and red eyes. Thankfully, he looked much better now, with some color in his cheeks and natural blue eyes. Gathiens were pale, and each had their own shade of red eyes, between bright blood red to dark, dry red. Abraham’s looks changed because Collin dropped his control over him when I killed Collin, making him look much more human. But that wasn’t the case, because Abraham and I weren’t human at all...actually, we didn’t have any idea what we were. Obviously, we were not Were because we couldn’t change into a werewolf, and obviously, we had some kind of Gathien gene in our system, but wouldn’t that mean there was something else inside of us? What was this other half? Perhaps we just didn’t age because of that secret part inside of us, and that honestly scared me.

			Why would someone want to live forever? I’d seen movies and read books about vampires who, as the undead, lived forever. We were different from vampires in many ways, but what if we didn’t age…like them? I felt like being a vampire would have been sad and lonely, living forever and knowing the people you loved would move on without you. I, for one, couldn’t do it. I hoped that sooner rather than later, I would find out more about my and Abraham’s family history.

			It had been a year and one month since Collin was defeated. During the time Abraham was in Collin’s control, he never received any kind of information about our family until the day Collin died. We found out about Zalvana Peythron, sure, but that name only led us to a dead end. Jack said he was clueless about the name, and even looking up her name in the database gave us nothing. But for now, that wasn’t something to worry about. Abraham was back and well, and everything was almost back to normal. Just…almost.

			Richard, my stepfather, and Abraham had built a close bond, and since Abraham’s return, Richard had become much more involved in our lives. For a long time, I knew Richard had felt guilt over Abraham’s absence, and with Abraham’s return, his guilt had vanished. Not to mention Richard and his very public liking for Helen, who happened to be Danny’s mother. 

			Speaking of Danny, he and Kimmeh were getting married that day! They both, truly, deserved to be happy. Today was going to change a lot in everyone’s lives, as Danny and Kimmeh would be moving out of the Virgo mansion and into their own home. After a long debate, I had finally moved in with Sawyer, and with Kimmeh and Danny moving out, it would make this really large house seem even larger.

			Sawyer had been helpful, kind, and very, very, patient with me as we made the adjustment of living together. I was emotional during the time I was making the decision to move out of Richard’s house. It was my home, the only home I’d ever known, and it was comfortable. Fearing that Richard would be lonely and unsafe without the watchful eye of myself or the Virgos made me scared. Even though Richard wasn’t my birth father, I could still say I was a daddy’s girl. Through thick and thin, Richard and I had only had each other for the longest time, and even though we didn’t get along all the time, the moment I chose to leave made me sad because things would be changing once again. But I knew, in the end, it was the right decision for me. I was growing up. With my light, I had plenty to learn about, and Abraham was there to help me through it. I couldn’t live under the roof of my old life because every bit of me was different. Change was coming, either way, moving out of Richard’s house or not.

			I stood from the chair I was sitting in and went over to the bed across the way to pick up a dress that was laid out on it. Kimmeh had picked it out when we went dress shopping a couple of weeks ago, and I had to admit it was pretty. It was a floor-length gown in an auburn color that was almost the same color as Kimmeh’s hair, with a brown ribbon across the waist. Thankfully it fit like a charm, considering she didn’t even have me try it on. I would put a penny on it that she’d had a vision before she even bought the gown.

			After taking a long look at myself in the mirror, I turned towards the closet to find my black flats.

			“Cameron?” I smiled at the sound of Sawyer’s deep voice.

			I pulled myself up and pulled the door back a little to peek my head out. Sawyer came up to me from the hall and smiled down at me, holding up a tie. I laughed, stood, and took it from him. After laying it around his neck, I placed it correctly on him, tied it, and then tucked it into his tux before getting a good look at him. He looked fantastic. It was only about a week ago that he had decided to surprise me by cutting off his long sandy hair. The day he got it cut, he failed to tell me because he knew I would protest. Sander and Shane had kept me busy by entertaining me with old photographs of them as children, which included a heartbreakingly sweet photo of Sawyer when he was only three, wearing a diaper, and holding a dinosaur figurine in one hand, and in the other, a red blanket that to this day was hanging on a chair in Sawyer’s bedroom. Let’s say when I got the phone call from Sawyer, I wasn’t entirely happy with him…that was until he showed up, and he looked so handsome I had to let it go. It was short but still long enough for me to slide my fingers through it.  

			Sawyer went over to the bed and pulled his dress shoes out from under it. He began to place them on as I searched for my flats again.

			“It’s hard to believe….” I began tugging for my flat that was stuck under a pile of other shoes and junk that I had yet to find a home for, including some paintings and painting supplies. “Kimmeh and Danny are actually getting married,” I said, pulling pair after pair of shoes out of the closet.

			“Kimmeh is like one of the boys. She always has been. So I must say it’s going to be quite a show when I see her in a gown,” Sawyer chuckled. After a moment of agitation, I closed my eyes and thought about my shoes, and in only a moment, they appeared in my hands. For almost two months, I had chosen not to use my powers until I finally decided it was time to embrace who I was now. With Abraham’s help, it had become a lot easier. “I wish I didn’t have to be the one walking her down the aisle, though.” I walked over to the bed and sat next to him, then pulled on my flats. “Our father should be the one doing it.” I looked over at him. Sawyer rarely talked about his parents, so it took me by surprise when he said that. Actually, he never spoke about them at all. I knew Kimmeh, Sawyer, and Sander were siblings, but none of them ever spoke about their parents. I placed a hand on his shoulder and caressed it before laying a kiss on his cheek. Today would be an emotional day for all of them, I was sure. He grinned at me. “But, I’ll make sure to make her happy today.”

			Gently patting his back, I stood. He looked up at me, taking my hand as he stood too. He spun me around, and I couldn’t help but giggle, letting him lead me around in a small circle. Once I was facing him again, he pushed my hair behind my ear and placed both of his large rough hands on my cheeks. “You better go on and make sure Kim is ready. She’ll need you to keep her sane. The clock is ticking fast, Cam, and she needs to be ready by two o’clock.” 

			I had to stand on my tiptoes to give him a kiss, and without hesitation, he kissed me back. After looking at him for a few seconds more, I left the room and went down the hall to where Kim was getting ready. Sawyer went behind me and down the steps, out of my view.

			The door opened slowly until an unfamiliar face looked out to me. She had black hair that went down past her waist a little longer than mine, and she was rather short.

			“Is Kimmeh ready yet?” I asked, trying to look around her.

			“Come on in, Cameron! It’s fine, Ashley. She’s my maid of honor,” I heard Kimmeh say.

			The young girl moved from my path as I entered. I came in to find Kimmeh sitting in front of her own mirror, picking at her hair. I smiled at her, shaking my head. “You need to get into your dress, Kim,” I said, picking up the gown that was laid out on her bed. She turned to me with a pout.

			“Why does it have to be so girly? I like to play in the mud and do things most girls wouldn’t…why do I have to do all of this?” she asked, picking at her hair again as she turned back to look in the mirror.

			“Because it’s what people do when they have a wedding. Just think how Danny is feeling right now. Let’s just hope he’ll be able to fit into his tux! Sawyer seemed to barely fit in his.” Last year Sawyer had been much thinner than the other Were’s, but ever since the battle against Collin ended, he’d been trying to get in shape. I tugged on Kimmeh’s arm for her to stand. She did as commanded but still pouted. “It’s what people expect, you know?” I said as I laid the gown back on the bed to unzip the back. I turned back to Kim and gasped when she let her robe fall to the ground, showing her privates to me. With the girl behind me giggling, I looked away as I laid the gown over her and pulled it down some till her head popped out of the top. She blew at her hair to get it out of her face. “You look perfect,” I said, turning her around so I could zip the back. She continued to stare at herself in the mirror. Once I was done zipping up the bottom and tying the lace up her back, I laid my chin on her shoulder to look at her. She looked stunning.

			Her auburn hair was pulled up into curls with a simple curl that went down her face—the one she just kept picking at—and her makeup was simple. Her green eyes sparkled as she smiled. “I guess I don’t look too bad,” she said. I nodded in return. “Oh!” she said, suddenly turning to me. “I am so sorry! Cameron, this is my cousin, Ashley; and Ashley, this is my best friend, Cameron.” I smiled at Kimmeh when she said, best friend. I knew for a long time Kimmeh and I had become close but had never actually heard her say we were best friends. It was a good feeling to know that there was someone I could truly trust and admire other than Sawyer.

			The same girl who had answered the door looked up from the other side of the room where she sat on a rose-colored chair and answered with a soft, “Hi.”

			“It’s nice to meet you,” I returned, smiling at her. Her eyes were large, and her skin was pale, unlike the Virgos, whose skin was tan. Nor were her eyes green, but dark…almost hazel. As it seemed there was no more to say, I looked back to Kimmeh. She looked absolutely spectacular when she was ready. Like a princess about to be crowned.

			“Is she a—you know—too?” I asked Kimmeh quietly.

			Kimmeh only smiled and wrinkled her nose before replying. “No, she’s not.” She glanced back at Ashley before leaning into me. “My aunt and uncle, her adopted parents, were killed…along with mine.” She went silent for a moment before pulling herself up. “She was raised by our nana, like me and my siblings.”

			“You have a nana?” I asked, astonished at the idea of Sawyer and his siblings having a grandmother. We had never spoken about it, and it was the first time I felt true sadness for the Virgos. The three, or four, if you included Ashley, had lost their parents at a young age while growing to become werewolves—not including Ashley—and were raised by their grandmother. I had never known either of my grandmothers or grandfathers, as they had already passed when I was born.

			Kimmeh coughed a laugh and hugged me. “Of course we have a nana! Who doesn’t? You’ll meet her, I’m sure…she’s with the guests downstairs.”

			“I’ll most definitely have to. Are you ready?” After giving her arm a squeeze and receiving a nod from her, I went to the door and opened it to peek outside and make sure none of the guys were around, most importantly Danny. He should already be downstairs waiting for her, but Danny was the type to come snooping.

			“Sawyer!” I said in a heavy whisper. With his amazing were-hearing, I knew wherever he was, he would be able to hear me. It took only a few seconds before he came dashing up the steps from downstairs and then to my side. “She’s ready.” I stepped from the doorway and let him enter the room.

			He stopped in his steps when he saw his sister. Sawyer simply gave her a crooked smile as Kimmeh went over to him and took his arm that was out to her. When they passed me, I gave her a thumbs-up, then grabbed the bottom of her gown so she wouldn’t trip over it. Her gown was a simple white with a heart neckline and shoulder straps that hung off the side. It was plain until you reached the waist, where a line of roses dripped down to her train. Once she was far enough, I dropped the train, so it followed behind her.

			“You look beautiful, Kim,” Sawyer said to Kimmeh, who looked away from him.

			“Don’t cry now. You’ll ruin your makeup!” I said with a laugh. As I turned to return to her bedroom to retrieve my flowers, I almost bumped into Ashley—in an identical gown to the one I was wearing—who was already coming out of the room with the flowers and handed them to me with a smile. I smiled back in thanks.

			The music started, and that was our cue to go. With Ashley behind me, we went ahead of Sawyer and Kimmeh, who waited at the top of the steps.

			“Cameron!” a voice whispered in a harsh tone. I turned to find Kimmeh staring at me with round eyes. “Ashley, you go on,” she said, waving at her cousin to continue down the stairs. Ashley nodded and went on, leaving me behind with Kimmeh and Sawyer, who both were staring at me.

			“What?” I asked.

			“Your hands! Put them out.” I had no idea what she was talking about until I looked down to find that my hands were glowing. There wasn’t really a way to just “put them out” like Kimmeh had stated, but I waited a moment, repeating in my mind for them to lighten, and finally, the glow faded from my skin.

			“I’m just so happy,” I said, and with an apologetic smile, I went down the steps, doing my best to not fall flat on my face. I heard Sawyer chuckle behind me.

			When the entrance hall came into view, it was unbelievable. The room was covered in red roses, chairs painted a brown to match the bows of our dresses, and then there was Danny. He was wearing a white tux with a brown tie. He gave me a large smile and practically hopped where he stood, patting his feet against the floor. Sander and Shane stood behind him and waited much more patiently. Shane was grinning as usual, and Sander simply gave me a soft smile and a nod.

			Once Ashley and I took our spots on the side, Sawyer and Kimmeh came down the steps. I glanced around at everyone as they stood. I didn’t recognize a lot of them but knew a few of Danny’s family, including his mother and sister, who were sitting next to my stepfather Richard.

			The moment Kimmeh came into full view, I looked over at Danny. In his eyes was love… real unconditional love. This was the only wedding I had ever been a part of other than my mom’s with Richard. I didn’t remember much about my mom’s wedding since I had been so young. But Kimmeh and Danny’s was nice, peaceful, and beautiful. After everything I’d put them through, they deserved it.

			Sawyer lifted the veil from Kimmeh’s face and placed a kiss on her wet cheek as Kimmeh cried softly. She moved to stand beside Danny once Sander and Shane took a step back. I watched as the couple exchanged their vows and then shared their first kiss as man and wife.

			Everyone gathered outside for the cake and gifts. Danny splashed Kimmeh with cake and was yelled at by an elderly woman about getting cake on Kimmeh’s dress. No one around them could keep their composure, including myself. After the cake, the crowd dispersed to join the party Shane had started on the dance floor.

			When I felt a cold hand touch my arm, I turned to find an older woman whose hair was silver and eyes were a dark green. She smiled at me before pulling me into a hug, laughing as she did so. I only patted her back, wondering who she was before she pulled away and placed both hands on my cheeks. Then I remembered her as the woman from earlier who wasn’t very happy about Danny getting cake on Kimmeh’s gown.

			“You must be Cameron! Sawyer and Kimmeh both have told me so much about you! I’m Neila, their nana.” She gave me a very warm smile. “You wouldn’t believe how happy I was when Kimmeh told me that Sawyer had finally found someone after such a bad event a couple of years ago. He deserves happiness.”

			“Bad event?” I asked.

			“Oh!” His nana looked down in embarrassment. “Oh dear, it’s nothing to worry about.” Her face turned from embarrassed to nervous as she finally let my face go and patted my arms at my side.

			“What happened?” I asked.

			“Where’s the champagne? Waiter?” She hurried away from me, chasing down a waiter who had passed. 

			I began to follow her just as Richard called out to me. I looked towards where Neila had scurried but let it go and walked across the field to Richard, who was now talking with Kimmeh and Danny. With them was Danny’s mother, Helen, and his younger sister, Amy. It had been so long since I’d seen Helen, and it felt so right when I reached her and gave her a hug.

			My mom and Helen were best friends growing up. I could remember vaguely when my mom passed away that Helen was there almost the entire time, helping Richard with burial arrangements and groceries and doing laundry. Considering Danny had lost his father when he was eight and I was seven, we sorta bonded. I believed it made us stronger. Helen never met Jack, my biological father, because he was never around when we were young and eventually left us altogether. This was the reason I assumed Jack didn’t join us at the wedding.

			Abraham came over to us with Emily by his side.

			“How are you, Cameron?” Helen asked me as she gave Abraham a pat on the arm.

			“I’m great, Helen, thank you. How are you?” I asked, smiling at her.

			“Exhausted. But I am so happy for Danny.”

			Sander came up to us, “Sorry to interrupt, but it’s time for the gifts. Cameron, could you help me bring some of the gifts over?” Sander asked.

			“Yeah, sure. I’ll be right back,” I told Helen as I turned from her, then crossed the lawn to the house. From the corner of my eye, I saw Sawyer speaking with his nana, who was now drinking from a full champagne glass. He caught my glance and exchanged it with a smile before I went into the house. When reaching the living room, I found the gifts were piled one on top of the other on the other side of the room where the couch had once been. There were a couple of larger gifts, but I went for the smaller ones first.

			“I’ll take those,” Sander said, grabbing a couple of large packages and heading towards the door as if it were nothing.

			I began to pick up a few of the smaller gifts as something caught my eye. I had to reread the envelope four times before it sunk in. Gavin Montue. The envelope read Cameron, and it was taped to a gift for the wedding party.

			“Coming?” Sander asked me.

			I looked back at him. “I’ll be heading that way,” I said. After Sander left the room, I laid the gifts back down, carefully took the envelope off the gift, and opened it. I pulled the letter out and read:

			Cameron,

			It’s been a while since we’ve seen each other. I’m sorry it’s taken me this long to come in contact with you. We’ve been busy down this way, and I thought this would be the best time to write. We’re in the States right now visiting with another Were family who is curious about you. It seems everyone knows about the great light carrier now since you took out Collin, and I must say it would be wise to not flaunt your gifts. Believe me when I say Collin wasn’t the only one who would love to get their hands on your abilities.

			Before I forget to tell you, our bond is now broken. It broke a while back, but, as I said, I’ve been busy and wasn’t able to write to you. Once I have the time, maybe I will call to hear that sweet American voice of yours. Our bond has broken, but our friendship has not.

			Tell Kimmeh and Daniel congrats from the Montue Pack!

			-Gavin M.

			I closed the letter and smiled to myself. I would love to see Gavin again. He had become one of my closest friends in such a short amount of time. Before he left, he told me he was a Protector and that he was meant to protect whoever it was that was bonded to him. It wasn’t uncommon for Weres to receive special abilities…they called them “gifts.” Just as Kimmeh had visions, Sander and Abigail could heal, Kyle could hear thoughts, and so on. Gavin’s gift was different. Unlike the other Weres, his gift couldn’t be controlled but was forced through him…a random thing that just took hold of him was how he described it. When he was bonded to someone, he was forced to protect them at all costs, and after his duties were done, he had to leave for their bond to finally break. Had he left me while bonded to me, he would have never been able to forget me. Once he’d explained to me that he felt a strong pain in his heart until he was reunited with the one he was to protect. A tense pain. It was sad, really, how it controlled him. But I also had to think of all the good he’d done by helping people like me. He had kept me sane during the hard times last year. I would never truly be able to thank him for that, especially through a letter.

			It would be great to see Rebecca, Tyler, Sam, Abigail, Kyle, and Gavin again. It felt like a century since I’d seen them. Placing the letter into my bag, I picked up the boxes I had set down and took them out to everyone else who was waiting for me.

			Later that night, after everyone had left, I sat on the couch in the living room. With tea in hand, I sat and looked at the non-lit fireplace. I smiled up at Sawyer as he joined me.

			“What a day,” he said, taking a seat next to me.

			I nodded, taking another sip of my tea. “You can say that again.”

			“What a day.”

			I looked over at him. “I wasn’t being serious.”

			He chuckled, kissing my head. “I know. Come on, let’s get to bed.”

			I drank the rest of my tea before Sawyer took the empty glass from me. I followed him until we reached the steps, where he continued to the kitchen, and I went up the stairs to our room.

			I lit a candle next to the window and turned the lights off. After I put on my pj’s, I pulled the covers up and laid on my right to look at Sawyer, who entered the room and eventually laid down too. We lay there looking at each other in silence. Last year I had thought that I would never see him again, but here we were, laying in the same bed and loving each other more than ever. I didn’t know what I would have done if he had never come back to me. I knew I had seemed selfish back then, with my trying to forget him thing. It had been so painful, the thought of him actually leaving me on purpose. But I knew deep inside he was out there, and the moment I found he was alive, I wanted him back more than ever. I didn’t even want to think about how it would have been had Collin succeeded. Collin got what he deserved.

			I crawled up to Sawyer and lay my head on his chest. His hand lifted to my hair to gently play with the ends before kissing the top of my head again. We lay there in the dim, silent room until I thought of my hand glowing, and it did so. It had taken me about a month and a half to finally learn to control my light; it hadn’t helped when I tried to push it aside and live my life to the norm. But I still had a lot to learn, and Abraham had been there to train me. He’d been a good teacher.

			I listened to Sawyer’s heartbeat, which beat a lot faster than my own. His breathing was deep and hollow. He placed his hand over my glowing one, picked it up, and placed it to his lips. My lips went up into a smile as he did.

			It didn’t take long till we both fell asleep.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			I woke to find an empty right side of the bed. I sat up, rubbing my eyes and barely letting them open because of the bright light of the sun. Standing from the bed, I took a few steps forward till I got to the mirror and looked at myself. I looked horrible. My hair was every which way, my eyes were pale, and my lips were chapped. Of course, they would chap during the spring. I rubbed my eyes once again.

			A buzzing sound caught my hearing, and my eyes snapped to my right to find my phone moving around. I opened it to find a text from Abraham.

			I thought we were having practice today? I’m waiting.

			I typed back. Sorry! Overslept. I’ll be there in a few.

			Once the message was sent, I quickly went over to the closet and pulled out a shirt and shorts. After getting dressed, brushing my teeth, and throwing my hair into a ponytail, I put my phone into my back pocket and exited the room. Going out the front door, I smiled when my pretty navy blue Jeep came into view. I was so glad when Richard brought my Jeep back to me. I had missed it so much.

			I hopped into the vehicle but didn’t try to turn the car on. The keys dangled in the ignition as my finger tapped the steering wheel. An odd feeling of uncertainty filled me. I hadn’t felt the sensation since the defeat of Collin, and for some reason, a feeling in my bones made me unsure about going to Abraham’s.

			Emily and Abraham had moved back into his old house, which they’d built back up to its old structure. On the night he and I were chased from the home by Gathiens a few years ago, the home had suffered some damage. Emily wasn’t exactly one I would call a friend, as she never stayed in the same room as me for more than five minutes and always tried to cause my lessons with Abraham to be cut short. Kimmeh didn’t like her a bit, and I understood why. But Abraham was my brother, and I had to at least try to get along with her even if she didn’t want the same with me.

			I shook my head and then wiggled my fingers on the steering wheel before I actually took hold of my keys and started the Jeep.

			Abraham lived on the other side of town, yet it didn’t ever seem to take long to get to his house. When I finally reached it, I went straight to the backyard, where he always waited for me, and just as I expected, he was standing there with a stick in his hand when I reached him at the wood line.

			“You going to use that on me?” I joked.

			He shook his head and stared at me sternly. “Today, we are
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