
Table of Contents

Cutter (Bayou Wolves MC, #6)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Epilogue


[image: ]

Copyright ©2026 C.J. Pinard & Pin House Press, LLC

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales, or organizations is entirely coincidental.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

No generative artificial intelligence (AI) was used in the writing of this work. The author expressly prohibits any entity from using this publication for purposes of training AI technologies to generate text, including without limitation technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as this publication. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

[image: ]

Cover Design By: Cyndi @ The Author’s BFF

Cover Model: Keith Manecke

Photographer: CJC Photography

Copyediting: Heather Carver

NOTE:

This book contains human trafficking, child kidnapping, and gory scenes. Proceed with caution.

Cutter is book 6 in the Bayou Wolves MC series, and as this is an ongoing series, books should be read in order. Wizard is book 5, or you can download book 1, Psycho, here to start for free.
“Love can sometimes be magic. But magic can sometimes...just be an illusion.” ~Javan

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


[image: ]

Where I Belong

––––––––
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Life was hard. And it was getting harder.  

When I joined the Bayou Wolves two years ago, I didn’t anticipate an easy life. I anticipated making others’ lives easier; to help and be part of something. My life had never been a simple one, and I didn’t have any expectations that I would have a carefree and peaceful remainder of it. I was a warlock who’d joined a club full of werewolves. I wanted to help them, give back what they’d given me. But... I wasn’t stupid.

I also wasn’t weak.

And neither were these guys. I could feel stress, fear, and anger energies radiating off them in swells. I considered uttering a calming spell to help quieten the room, like I had so many times before—especially in church. But there was nothing about the situation that warranted calm. What we all needed was righteous anger, but in contrast, we also needed cool heads to prevail.

I watched Psycho’s sister, Tallia, sitting at the barstool here in Rumble, her tears dried, replaced by a countenance colored with disquiet and fury. She was eerily calm for a woman whose child had just been taken, and I would admit she was an interesting study.

Not that this was the first time I’d studied her.

The minute she was paraded through the doors of the clubhouse all those weeks ago, Psycho by her side, her eight-year-old son, Cole, gripping her hand, I’d analyzed her. Long, thick, dark-brown hair with waves of spun gold, those soulful but defiant gray-brown eyes, flecks of warm kindness reflecting in them. It was especially interesting to see her gaze change when she looked at her son. The boy stared up at her the same way, with the same eyes. He was a cute kid who favored his mother. He was also a bit thin and wiry, where his mother was all curves and voluptuous angles.

I looked around Rumble. Wizard and Cady had left, along with the old ladies, leaving me, Psycho, Trigger, Menace, Chaos, Strife, and Ace.

“For the fourth time, Shep, I don’t know who they were,” Tallia said, frustration painting her smoky voice. “If I knew who they were, do think I’d be sitting here with my thumb up my ass?” she snapped.

Nobody spoke to Psycho that way, but everyone understood that this situation was an exception. Though, something told me she didn’t give two shits about his authority or the tone in her voice right now.

“I know,” he said, sliding a glass of something clear-colored in front of her that Chains, the prospect bartender, had handed him. “We’ll find him, honey. I promise,” he soothed, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder.

“That’s not helpful at all,” she seethed, throwing back the gin or vodka in one slurp. She picked up the ice bag I’d made for her and put it back to her cheek.

I stood next to them, and the urge to also put my hand on Tallia’s shoulder in a comforting gesture was strong, but I resisted. “So, this is kind of obvious, but I could do a tracking spell,” I offered.

She turned her head to look at me, and for some reason at that moment, she decided to smooth down her hair that had been sticking up. I glanced down to see her right boot was still missing, just a dirt-smudged white sock remaining. There was a smear of dirt and a healing scrape on her right cheek. I wanted to offer to go fetch her another pair of shoes, but also refrained.

She held my gaze a long time. “You’re a warlock?”

I’d already introduced myself to her, telling her what I was, but I refused to feel some kind of way about the fact she’d forgotten it, giving what she was going through. “Yes. Get me a hairbrush, or better yet, some blood, and we’ll locate him. No problem.” I tried to smile, but it probably came out as a grimace. 

Why was I so awkward around this woman?

She exuded power and strength. It was one part intimidating and two parts massively arousing.

I pierced her with a sober look, my jaw set in seriousness. “It’s very effective, Tallia.”

She slid the glass toward Chains and lifted her chin. “I know how locator spells work, which is why I had Cole cloaked from them a long time ago.”

A few gasps echoed.

“Why the fuck would you do that?” Psycho asked.

Menace grunted in agreement.

She shot him a withering look, which had no effect, then glanced back at Psycho. “You know why. Because of Aaron.” She picked up the glass Chains had refilled and downed it.

“Is that who you think took him?” Psycho asked.

I listened, wondering who Aaron was.

She shook her head with a sneer. “No. He’s living it up with his girlfriend in the Keys. He has no interest in Cole.” She snorted derisively. “Never has.”

“Since Wizard’s out, I’ll head to my office and get started on public facial recognition,” Ace said, and I wondered where his date Collin had gone. “Text me a photo of Cole,” he added.

Tallia nodded in what I assumed was a thanks as Ace left Rumble. She picked up her phone and Psycho helped her with the text.

I stared out the windows. It was full dark now. Tallia had said she and Cole were at a stoplight on the way back from Cole’s wrestling tournament when three men in masks rushed out of a car in front of them and ordered them out of their car. There, they attempted to take young Cole. She claimed she fought and scratched one of the attackers, and he fought back. She’d kicked one and he’d grabbed her boot, pulling it from her foot. Then another punched her in the face and threw her to the ground. She’d watched helplessly as they’d shoved Cole into a waiting black van on the side of the road. It had no plates and no windows. She wasn’t fast enough to catch it as she ran after it screaming.

She’d driven straight here.

I watched as she stared straight ahead, eyes unfocused on the multiple bottles of liquor behind the bar. I wanted to do something. I needed to help. I had to go see Agatha.

Before I left, I placed my hand on her bare forearm, uttering a silent calming spell, and told her, “I’m going to try a few things, okay?” 

Her shoulders lowered a little and her pretty eyes came back into focus. She nodded slightly. “I... I would appreciate it”—her gaze slid down to my name patch—“Cutter.”

“You can call me Ryan if you’d like,” I said with a small smile, my hand still on her arm, and I felt her relax further. Her energy shifted and it seemed to calm me as well.

Huh, that’s new. 

She nodded and I withdrew my hand.

The Wolves were watching me suspiciously, I could feel their curious energies. Psycho’s was worried and cautious.

“Can I get a small amount of blood from you?” I asked.

She furrowed her brow. “What for?”

I thought she knew, but I answered her anyway. “Ryan is your biological child, correct?”

Tallia set her glass down, looking affronted. “Of course.”

I tried a disarming smile. “Familial blood will help. I know you had him blocked from locator spells, but I might be able to try something else with the help of a master witch.”

She nodded, putting out her hand. I withdrew my knife from my belt and poked as quickly as I could into her index finger. I used her empty glass to drip the blood into (it had her saliva as well, couldn’t hurt) and then uttered a healing spell over the wound, even though I knew it would close up quickly since she was a wolf.

Without a word, I turned and left the bar with them staring after me.

The late summer night air was warm and muggy and smelled familiar and comforting. I’d grown up around here, and I never wanted to be anywhere else.

I walked quickly back into the clubhouse and into the kitchen where I kept tubes with stoppers. They didn’t serve any purpose for cooking; I kept them there for convenience in times like this. After carefully pouring the blood into the vial and shoving on the stopper, I wrapped it in a towel before placing it into a small canvas bag.

Once outside, I secured the bag to my Indian Scout with bungee cords, started it up, and sped off toward the Quarter, praying Agatha was still up.
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Recipe for Disaster
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Lanterns burned and flickered inside their stained glass boxes outside of Agatha’s shop, which sat in the heart of the French Quarter. I could see dim lights through the windows, and was hopeful she was still up. The shop was officially closed, but that was irrelevant for me.

I grabbed the bag after parking my bike and walking inside, glad it was unlocked. Thane, Agatha’s warlock nephew, and his vampire wife, Eden, were behind the counter, chatting and flirting with each other.

I smiled at the newlyweds. “Hey, y’all. Agatha around?” 

“Hey, Cutter,” Thane greeted. “She’s in back.”

“Cool,” I replied. “Love the hair by the way,” I told Eden. She normally wore her black locks long-ish, but today they were cut to her chin, and that white stripe in the front framed her face. She was a beautiful woman—vampire.

“Thanks,” she replied. “It takes some getting used to for sure.”

I found Agatha in the back, sitting in one of her favorite chairs, drinking what I assumed was tea. She lifted her gaze to me, her jeweled fingers holding the cup at her mouth. I stared at her. I always wondered how old she was. She looked to be in her forties, but perhaps she was older, kept somewhat youthful with the help of magic.

“Surprised to see you, kid. I didn’t know we had a session tonight?” she asked more than stated.

I had been coming to the magic shop for a year now, twice a week like clockwork. Tuesdays during the day and Friday nights.

“It’s Saturday and I’m here for some help.” I threw her a disarming smile.

She lifted a brow and set her teacup on the small table next to her armchair. “For your wolves?”

I nodded slightly, sliding the bag off my shoulder and setting it on one of the map tables.

“Locator spell?” She stood.

“We have a missing child,” I started. 

She furrowed her brow. “That’s unfortunate. One of the baby pups? I hear they’re breeding like rabbits over there.”

She wasn’t wrong about that last part. “No, he’s technically a werewolf, but he’s an eight-year-old kiddo.”

“How did they lose him?”

Agatha was not a fan of werewolves or vampires (I could imagine her face when her nephew married one), but she tolerated them. She also charged hefty fees, so she had to at least pretend to like them.

“He was kidnapped. This is Psycho’s sister’s kid, so we’ve obviously made it our number-one priority,” I replied, looking at her with hopeful eyes.

“Locator spell should be easy enough,” Agatha replied with a shrug.

“Well, that’s the thing. She had a cloak put on him to keep witches from finding him.”

She cocked her head. “That’s not unheard of, but it makes you wonder why. Not that it’s relevant. We can find a way around it.”

“I think the child’s father is a warlock.”

She blinked at me, incredulous. “The child is half witch?”

“I’m only assuming. She said something about this Aaron guy not caring about Cole and was partying in the Florida Keys, so I just assumed he was probably the dad. She sounded more annoyed than hurt.”

“That makes this even easier,” she replied with a smirk. “The kid should have his own magical signature. It’s stronger than the cloak.” Then her smile fell. “Unless the witch who did it knew this, and also cloaked his signature. Hmm...” She went to her shelf, selected one of her massive old books, and pulled it off the shelf. She laid it on the map table. “Let me check something. In the meantime, try a good old-fashioned locator spell. Maybe the witch who did it died, or the cloak expired or something.”

I lifted a brow. “You can put an expiration date on cloaking spells?”

“Yes, kid. If you can put things like, once the child turns a certain age or once they pass away, the cloaking spell will become null and void.”

Interesting...

I was learning so much from her.

I wasn’t raised a warlock, nor was I even raised around witches. I didn’t know they existed until a few years ago when I found out the hard way. Once I joined the Bayou Wolves, Psycho suggested I meet with Agatha at least once a week to learn some of the basics. Nera, his wife, she helped too, but she also only knew the very basics, having been raised without magic lessons as well.

While she looked through her book, I went to the map of the South and set the bag there. I opened it and withdrew the vial of blood. Uttering a spell in Latin, I instructed the blood to find family, not the person. 

I watched as it slithered across the glossy map and stopped in LaPlace—at the Bayou Wolves’ compound. Where Tallia was. 

“What the...”

“You told it to find the host.”

I glanced over at Agatha, who hadn’t looked up from her book. 

“One word and it’ll be wrong. You said est familia. You need invenire familia.” She flipped to the next page.

She was right, of course. I tried again, closing my eyes and conjuring the magic swirling inside of me. It was hard to find when I first started; I had always felt it, I just didn’t know what it was. A shrink once told me it was anxiety. They were partly right—it did make me anxious, but that’s because it was trapped and I wasn’t using it.

With the magic slowly swirling in my center, I sucked in a deep breath and said, “Invenire familia.”

The blood did not move from its spot. I wiped it with a paper towel, opened the vial’s stopper, and put another drop of Tallia’s blood on the map. “Invenire familia.”

Nothing happened.

I sighed. “Nothing.” I hadn’t felt this frustrated since we tried to locate Menace. We didn’t have blood or hair, though. Just his toothbrush. We knew it wouldn’t be enough. It was a very frustrating and stressful time. Everyone was on edge. I didn’t want to go through that again.

“I figured. Just had to try.” Agatha closed the book. “There is something we can do. Come on.”

She led me to the front of the shop where Thane and Eden were talking about her job at Zombies, the local supe nightclub. 

“We’ll be right back,” Agatha told them.

We went out the front door and toward the side of the shop where a plain lawn sat. This city was built on a swamp, so any kind of sod or lawns were planted here, watered to stay green.

“What are we doing—”

“Watch.” Agatha uttered a spell to reveal a garden full of herbs and plants. It appeared before my wide eyes. Some of the foliage was so tall, it reached the window on the side of the shop—the shop that used to be a house.

“Cool,” I breathed.

“I know you’ve seen them in books, but can you identify any of the herbs you learned about in this garden?” she asked.

I glanced at her, then back to the garden. “I think so.”

“Grab some buckthorn and chili pepper.”

Racking my brain to remember what these looked like in the books, I closed my eyes and tried to recall each one. The chili pepper was easy. The buckthorn, not so much.

After I grabbed the chili pepper, I picked what I thought was buckthorn and brought it to Agatha.

She looked at them in my hand. “You got the chili pepper right. But that’s burdock root, not buckthorn.” 

“Whoops.” 

Without a word, she went and picked the correct herb and indicated for me to follow her back inside. I noticed she reactivated the cloaking glamor on the garden before we turned the corner. It again looked just like a plain lawn.

We passed the newlyweds and went back into the shop.

“Grab the pestle and mortar. I want you to grind these up, but do it separately. Don’t combine them.” 

“Will do.” I picked up the stone pestle and mortar and broke the chili pepper apart before putting it into the mortar. My eyes watered as I crushed it up, its oils making my eyes burn.

“What’s this for, anyway?” I asked.

“The chilis aid in hex-breaking. The child obviously still has the cloak on him. We might be able to get through it with this spell.” She pointed to her large book, open on the map table.

She set a pot on to boil on the large cauldron and I watched as the fire heated the bottom.  It seemed like it would be easier for her to use a regular gas stove, but of course I said nothing. She threw some other herbs and things into it and then asked if I was done.

“Not yet.” I dumped the crushed chilis onto the table, then put the buckthorn in the mortar and began crushing that.

“It doesn’t have to be perfect. Give it here.” She wiggled her fingers.

I handed her the herbs crushed up in the mortar and she dumped them into the cauldron. I gathered the chilis and brought them over, where she sprinkled them in separately.

“Say it with me, Ryan. Rumpe incantationem, detege pallium. It translates to ‘break the spell, unveil the cloak.’ Got it?”

I nodded once. “Got it.”

She put her hand out and I grabbed it. We began to chant together, closing our eyes. “Rumpe incantationem, detege pallium. Rumpe incantationem, detege pallium.” Over and over.

I felt the stirring once again, as the magic spun in my solar plexus. It was hot but not burning, and light and stars exploded behind my eyelids as I pictured the herbs mixing and swirling together. They blended with the water, blood, and other herbs Agatha had put in there.

Agatha let go of my hand and I opened my eyes. The cauldron’s contents were slightly spinning, but it was slowing down. 

“Now what?” I asked.

“We make a tea. Steep that through the strainer into a teapot.”

I looked around for the teapot and spotted it at the back of the shop. It was covered in dust. I blew on it and said, “Not a tea drinker, I take it?”

Agatha snorted. “I drink plenty of tea. That one’s for spells only. I wouldn’t drink out of it.”

“Haven’t done many tea spells lately I see.” I smirk at her and opened the top, then set it on the table.

I used the ladle to scoop the mixture through the strainer set on to the teapot. It smelled of rich, earthy herbs, and I could definitely scent the pungent chili peppers.

After my second scoop, she called out, “Stop!”

I put the ladle back in the cauldron, hooking it onto the side. 

I watched as she set the strainer aside, filled the rest of the pot with hot water, then put the lid back on. She pointed to a small plug-in electric burner I hadn’t noticed sitting in the corner of her shop. “Plug it in and heat the tea.”

I obeyed, then asked, “Who’s drinking this tea?”

“The person with the closest blood match to the child.”

“So, the mom,” I replied.

“Yes.” She busied herself cleaning up the mess we made, and I watched her carefully. I didn’t quite understand it all, but it was interesting to learn. I absorbed it all, though. I didn’t want to have to rely on Agatha anymore. I’d learned a lot from her so far, and my goal was to be my own warlock. I practiced every night, drawing up that magic in me and learning how it felt and what I could do with it. It was the Latin I was struggling with the most. I was still unclear why we needed to use that for spells instead of just saying whatever we needed to in our native language. It had something to do with the way the spells were created so many centuries ago, and there only being one language the magic understood.

Still, the magic understood intent, too. It took some purification of my negative thoughts and energies to get started when I first learned of this. It wasn’t until I learned how to control the intrusive thoughts, and fear that I would fail, that I really learned to hone magic, objects, and spells.

“It would be easier if the mother could come here, since we have the maps here,” Agatha said, breaking me out of my thoughts as I watched the teakettle, hoping it would boil soon.

“Sure, let me call them.”

I slid my phone out and dial Psycho.

“Cutter, whatcha got?” he answered.

“Locator spell didn’t work, there’s definitely a magical block on the child. But we might have found a way around it. Any way you could get Tallia here?”

“I think so. What do you need her for, exactly? Because she’s going to ask,” he replied in his deep voice.

“We’ve made some tea she has to drink then we’ll need more blood. We need the kin’s closest blood. It’s a—”

“I get it. I’ll send her over ASAP. Keep me updated.” He ended the call.

I slid my phone back in my pocket. “She’s on the way.”
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Witchy Workaround

Tallia

––––––––
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I turned to look when Shep walked back into Rumble. I’d been sitting here nursing a gin and tonic, feeling helpless instead of tearing up the streets of this godforsaken town in search of my son. My chest ached from his loss, and worry incessantly plagued me.

While Cole was a tough kid, with more physical strength than human children, he was still a child and no match for any adult male—human or otherwise. And I had no idea who even took him—or why. That was the most frustrating part. What did they want with my baby? I couldn’t let my brain go to the dark and disgusting things. I just couldn’t go there. They seemed to have been specifically targeting me. They didn’t just snatch him off the street. They knew they’d have to fight me for him.

We’d just finished his wrestling tournament, where he won every match. Did he have a bit of an unfair advantage? Probably. But the sooner he learned how to pin down and subdue people his own size, the easier it would be for him as he grew up. He had no father around to teach him how to be a man, so he was going to have to rely on sports and coaches, I supposed. I did what I could, but he needed more than I could give him. But obviously it hadn’t been enough. Someone took my baby and I have no idea what they were doing to him. 

My brother said they were doing all they could. That they had their computer guy on it, checking every traffic camera and license plate of every black van in the area. Of course, the van of men who took Cole hadn’t bothered to put a license plate on it, or not one that I could see. I could only describe the make, model, and color as I was screaming and chasing after them with only one shoe on and panic racing through my veins.

A tear slipped down my cheek and I angrily wiped it away with the back of my hand.

Movement to my right caught my attention. I look to see Raven sit and request a drink from Chains.

“Gin and juice?” he asked.

“You know it,” she replied.

Chains set the glass in front of her and she took a sip. “That’s quite the shiner.”

I looked over at her and used my fingertips to touch my cheek. “It’ll be gone in an hour.”

She made a noise of agreement, then said, “So they took your kid, huh?”

She still wasn’t looking at me; she was staring straight ahead at the multiple liquor bottles lining the mirrored wall behind the bar.

“Is that a rhetorical question?” I asked, annoyed she’d caught me crying.

She set her drink down and pierced me with sky-blue eyes rimmed in dark liner. I didn’t know why I expected her eyes to be just as dark as her clothing. I hadn’t had any meaningful interactions with her prior to this. 

“Just making conversation.” She gestured to my drink. “I see we both like gin.”

“I don’t like it, I tolerate it. I prefer beer.” I stared at her.

“Then why don’t you order one?” she asked.

“Alcohol content.” 

I wondered what she wanted. I had only met her once, along with all the other old ladies around here. The only reason I remembered her name was because it was sort of impossible to forget with the giant raven tattooed across her chest.

“Look, the other old ladies are busy with their babies and other shit. So they sent me here to keep you company,” she told me honestly.

I snort. “It’s fine, Raven. Chains is doing a good job.”

“That’s what I tried to tell them. Chains is a good listener. Aren’t you, dude?” she asked, looking at the blond bartender, who was currently using the remote to flip through channels on the bar’s TV.

He turned and looked at her. “Huh?”

Raven snorted a laugh. Then I did. Dammit, I was not supposed to be laughing. My fucking son was missing.

“Well, I tried,” she said, shrugging.

We were quiet for a while. I hated feeling so helpless sitting here. 

“What are the guys doing to find my son?” I asked her.

She lifted a shoulder and let it fall. “I’m not sure. Probably relying on Ace since Wizard’s out.”

“That’s not enough. We should be scouring the streets,” I said, smacking my glass down on the bar top. 

She used her glass to point at me. “That too.”

“What?”

“They’re out there looking. I do know that. Except Psycho. He told them to go,” she informed me.

“You know, I got a fast bike. We could go search the Quarter. I know it like the back of my hand...”

I lifted an eyebrow. “You’re offering to take me on a search?”

She shrugged again. “Sure. I got nothin’ else to do.”

I contemplated that. Shep told me to stay put. But I just couldn’t. I needed to find him.

“Okay, sure. Fuck it.” I slid my glass away.

She grinned, and it was a little scary, but perhaps a little crazy was what I needed right now. “Chains... Tallia and I are going for a ride.”

“But Psycho said—”

“Uh huh,” was all she replied with.

I grabbed my leather jacket from the back of my chair and followed her out to the front of Rumble. She had a sweet-ass Harley Street Glide parked there.

“Lucky you’re not a big gal, or we both wouldn’t fit,” she said, slinging a leg over it. I didn’t ride much; had to give up my bike when Cole was born, but I did love following all the new releases and models when they came out, hoping one day I could get another one.

As Raven was about to start up the bike, Shep came walking over. 

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“Did Chains snitch on us?” Raven asked.

He looked confused. “No. For what?”

“We were going to search the Quarter for Cole,” I admitted.

He looked pensive, then sort of relaxed. “That’s fine, but you need to go to Agatha’s first. Cutter needs your blood.”

I already gave him some, but I didn’t care. Whatever it took to find my son.

“You’ll drive her, yeah?” Psycho asked Raven.

“Sure,” she replied. “Was goin’ there anyway.” She started up and bike and we headed toward the French Quarter.

[image: Scene Break]

We pulled up in front of a small house that was obviously converted into Agatha’s Magic Shop, with a tarot readings advertisement out front. It looked quite cheesy to be honest, but I didn’t care. I just need to find my son.

Raven parked the bike and we headed up to the front door, the night air heavy with humidity, the far-off sounds of music and people floating toward us. Raven walked inside without knocking.

The shop was dark and empty, nobody manning the front desk.

“Hello?” she said. 

“Back here!” Cutter called.

We went around a glass counter full of trinkets and past a wall full of more objects for sale. I pushed aside a beaded curtain and found myself in a back room that definitely looked like a witch’s shop. There was a literal cauldron set up in the corner, and low, flat tables with maps on them covered in thick Plexiglas. Stacks and stacks of books were set on tables and bookcases. And the entire space was lit with only candles. The smell was strange; something between musty and spicy. 

“Hi,” Cutter greeted me. “I’m glad you came.”

I took in his smiling face and masculine charm and couldn’t help but feel at ease. There was something about the warlock that I was drawn to. But I told myself not to go there; I clearly had a weakness for warlocks, but could never figure out why. The Goddess only knew why I fell for that loser Aaron. At least I got Cole out of that whole mess.

“What do you need from me?” I asked to whoever was listening.

I watched as Raven wandered to a corner bookshelf and began fingering the tomes, as if she was looking for a particular one.

“We need one more drop of blood,” Cutter said, suddenly in my space and smiling at me.

I gazed up at him and nodded. “O-okay.”

I held my finger out and watched as he gradually looked down and pricked my finger with a sewing needle. He used a tiny pipette to pull the blood up, and my gaze followed him as he went over to a teakettle on a small burner in the corner and dropped the blood in there. He muttered something in a different language and my eyes widened when a small flash of blue light shone from the corners of the closed top of the teakettle.

He poured some into a cup and carefully brought it over to me. “We need you to drink this.”

I sniffed it and made a face, but didn’t touch it. “Why? Will this help find Cole?”

“We hope so,” Cutter said. “Sit first.”

I obeyed, lowering into a comfortable chair.

Ryan continued, “We’ve used herbs to try to break the cloak he has on him. We have to try everything while the guys are out looking for him. We hope this will work.”

“But why do I have to drink it?” I asked, taking the cup from him and lifting it to my lips. “Never mind. Don’t care.” I winced as I drank down all of the liquid. It had a spice to it, mixed with some other weird flavors I couldn’t describe. Things I often smelled in nature while I was the wolf. I didn’t know what they were called.

I immediately started to feel dizzy. “What the—”

Without warning, Agatha appeared in front of me, placed her entire palm over my forehead, and yelled, “Mementote!”

My eyelids fell shut, and suddenly, I was back in the street. 

“Mom, I won all four matches tonight! Did you see that big kid Oliver? I beat him too!” He let out some kind of manly grunt and air punch as I glanced at him in the rearview mirror.

“Yeah, buddy, I was there. You did great.” I pulled up to a red light and looked around. It was dark out, with only a sliver of the moon, the red stoplight illuminating Cole’s face.

He was sitting in his booster seat, the seatbelt around him, his arm and head practically out the window. It was hot out, but he didn’t want the A/C on.

I did a double take when I saw three doors of the car in front of me open and three men in ski masks got out. My hackles immediately went up. I undid my seatbelt and put the car in park, my hand on the door handle. Nobody was going to carjack me.

To my utter shock, one reached into the backseat and unbuckled Cole. I watched in horror as he pulled him through a window while the other blocked me from getting out of my car. I yelled for them to stop.

Where the hell is my gun!

I left it at home. Fuck!

I eyed my pepper spray. 

“Mom!” Cole screamed. “Mommy!”

“Hey!” I yelled. The guy turned to me and I sprayed in him the face.

He grunted and grabbed his face, backing off. I flung open my door and kicked the guy in the stomach. Another guy ran up to me and punched me in the face. I dropped my pepper spray, but I managed to kick him as well. He grabbed my boot as I went for his stomach and pulled it off. And for some reason, took it with him back to the van, where they hopped in and drove off with my child in the back.

I ran for as long as I could before I collapsed in the street, crying for Cole.

Everything went dark then.

I tried to blink my eyes open, small slices of light coming through my squinted eyelids.

A hand landed on my forehead again. I heard Cutter’s voice say, “Vide!”

I passed out again, and this time, I was in the back of the van. Two men sat on benches while I sat in the middle. The movement of the van had me sliding around. 

“Who are you?” I asked. But it wasn’t my voice. It was Cole’s. I looked down at my hands and they weren’t mine; they were his.

“Shut up, kid,” they growled at me. I couldn’t see them through the masks, just their eyes. 

“Where are you taking me?” I asked. “I want my mom!”

“I said, shut up!” One backhanded me, and I fell to the floor of the van, holding my face. I began to cry and put my hand to my cheek, but then everything went dark.

I woke up in a dark room. There was only one dirty window and nothing else. I didn’t feel like I was in a house. The room was drafty and echoey. The door opened and one of the big men threw a fast food bag at me and closed the door.

I stared at the bag and started crying. I tried to look out the window, but I wasn’t tall enough to see out and there was nothing to stand on. I could only see wispy clouds and a sliver of a moon.

I didn’t touch the food. I was too scared to. I wasn’t hungry, anyway.

My eyes slammed open and I gasped. “What the hell was that!”
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I was immediately at her side when I saw her eyes open. 

“Finally!” Raven said, rushing toward her. She looked at the both of us. “What did you do to her?”

“We helped her to remember,” Agatha replied, almost defensively.

“And did you remember?” I asked Tallia, handing her a glass of water.

She sniffed it before she took a swig. 

She shook her head. “I didn’t need help remembering the kidnapping. But something weird happened. I was Cole. In the back of that van.” Her eyes filled with tears. “One of those monsters backhanded my baby.”

“Wait, what do you mean, you were Cole?” Raven asked.

“It was like... I was seeing things from his point of view. I was feeling his emotions. It was weird, but it helped me feel close to him. I know he’s at least alive,” she replied quietly.

“That’s good. Great news,” I said, smiling at her. “Did you see where they took him?”

She looked down, as if trying to remember. “Not really. They sort of”—her chest hitched with a sob—“knocked him out, and when he woke, he was in a room with one filthy window. I could see the moon through it. But Cole’s too short to see out of it. There was nothing in the room at all. They tossed him a bag of fast food. He didn’t want to eat. He was too upset.” Her bottom lip quivered and her gray eyes looked heartbroken. “He’s so scared,” she whispered.

I didn’t even think about it. I pulled her to her feet and wrapped her in a hug. She was so much smaller than me, it felt like I was covering her whole body. She wrapped her arms around my waist and cried into my chest.

Raven’s eyebrows rose, but she had the grace to keep her mouth shut.

“Nothing else?” Agatha asked.

She gently pulled away from me and looked at the witch. “No. I woke up, or whatever.”

“We could try again,” Agatha offered.

“I don’t think she should have to go through that again,” Raven said defensively. “Can’t you try it on him?” She pointed at me.

“No, it has to be kin,” Agatha said. “The closer, the better.”

“It’s okay—” Tallia started to say.

“You said Psycho was your brother. We could try him, if he’s willing,” Agatha suggested.

Tallia shook her head. “He’s not my blood brother. More like adoptive or whatever. We were raised together by his mom after mine bailed when I was a teen.” 

“Oh,” was all Agatha could think to say. “No biological siblings?”

“Not that I know of. It’s okay, really. I’m willing to try again,” she informed us, seeming like she was trying to sound brave. “Whatever will find my son.”

“We need to tweak the spell and get the tea to last longer,” I said.

“We’ll need to gather the herbs again,” Agatha agreed. “Go.”

“Raven, come help.” I looked at Agatha. “You uncloak the garden?”

Agatha uttered her spell with her eyes closed. Then, she opened them. “Done.”

Raven plodded after me in her boots as we went outside to pick the herbs. 

“Wow, I didn’t see this when we pulled up,” Raven breathed, staring at the lush garden. “Cool.”

“It wasn’t here. Agatha keeps it cloaked so nobody messes with it.”

Raven snorted. “Smart. Now, what are we looking for?”

“Chili peppers and buckthorn.”

She looked at me from the corner of her eye. “Uh, okay. I got the peppers. You’re on your own with the whatever thorn.”

I chuckled, because I couldn’t blame her. The buckthorn was easy to spot now, since I’d just done this a couple of hours prior.

“Got ’em!” Raven said, holding up an entire bushel of chilis. It looked like she’d plucked the whole thing from the ground.

“Uh, we just need one pepper. You better try to re-plant that thing, ’cause I’m not telling Agatha you uprooted her precious peppers.”

“Fuck,” she muttered, shoving the entire thing back into the ground and patting the soil around it.

We walked back inside with the herbs, but when we got to the back, Tallia was passed out in the chair. She looked like she was sleeping.

“I don’t think we need another spell,” Agatha said. “I think I just need to tell her to remember.”

“What do you mean?” Raven asked.

Agatha pointed at Tallia. “She was feeling woozy. I told her to sit. When I saw her looking sleepy, I told her to remember and put my hand on her head. She passed out.”

“Oh, good. Well, here’s your pepper.” She plopped the chili into Agatha’s hand and she closed her jeweled fingers around it. “Got a bathroom?”

“Through that door.” Agatha pointed.

I set the buckthorn on the table next to the cauldron and went to stand next to Agatha, who was watching Tallia.

“What do you think?” I asked with my arms folded across my chest.

“I think that this is wholly unhelpful. I don’t believe we should put this young mother through this,” she replied almost robotically as she stared down at Tallia in the chair.

“Through this?” I asked. “She agreed to it.”

“Right, but it’s going to take its toll. Even if she travels inside of the child’s mind, it probably won’t tell us anything unless they take him into public, which is highly unlikely. All this will lead to is her being stuck in his mind, in his sorrow and fear.”

I considered her words. Agatha was wise and I’d always trusted her, but I also knew that she wasn’t fond of other supes. That being said, her logic made sense and it sounded like she didn’t want Tallia’s mind broken.

“I agree,” I finally said. “Once
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