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  To all those who have lived with the pain of a missing, absent, or estranged parent. May you find peace in existing or found family.








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Reno
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Gauging the Tension
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Off Pattern
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        A Snag
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Tangled
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Trapped
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Old Magics
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Lifeline
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Twisting the Threads
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Gathering Wool
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Untangling
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Looming Danger
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Binding
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Unraveling
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Drawing In
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
         Road Trip
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Reno


Reno was not what I expected. As we flew over, I saw hints of green and large, rolling neighborhoods lined with trees. Not at all the deserts I thought I would see. I guess I never really asked my mother about the city itself. 
I’d asked her about my father plenty of times and she was always cagey. She would tell me that they loved each other, and she thought things would go differently. She didn’t like talking about how they met or why he left. Only recently she told me they met at a party and her best friend went missing shortly after. 
My interest was more on my father. In retrospect, I probably should have asked more about the friend.
The pilot announced our arrival time and stated the local temperature was forty-three degrees Fahrenheit. I was in such a rush to get to Reno and meet my father, I forgot to check the weather before I left and was grateful I’d packed at least one sweater, just in case. 
I wasn’t excited to meet him just because he was my father, though. He was also a Weaver historian and would be able to tell me where and how to find the Source so I could save Grace’s life. At least, that’s what my Grimoire told me. 
The plane bounced along the asphalt of the landing strip and my stomach gave a little lurch. It had been a long, boring flight from my connection in Dallas. I’d brought knitting and a book other than the Grimoire to keep me entertained, but I was ready to be off the plane and walk around. My butt was half numb and I kept dozing off.
I only brought a carryon bag and my knitting tote. I didn’t expect to stay in Reno long. Just find my dad, ask him about the Source, and get home on time for Christmas, New Year’s at the latest. I wanted more time to talk to him, but maybe once we met each other, got to know each other a little better, we could schedule more time together.
No one greeted me when I exited the airport. I hadn’t called ahead, and I didn’t even know how to find my father. It definitely wasn’t one of my better moves. But for whatever reason, I felt like I could track him down in the time I’d given myself. How hard could he be to find?
I took a cab from the airport to my motel. The place was a little run down and the room smelled like old pasta, but it wasn’t the worst I could have gotten. The ratings online were good, even if it was cheap. It even had a mini-fridge and a microwave. I was set.
My first order of business was finding my dad. I pulled the phone book out from the bedside table and flipped to the As. I knew his name was Joseph Arthur and he was a mechanic. I had an old picture I stole from my mom from when he first moved to Arkansas with her. In the photo, he wore his long, black hair in a ponytail and wore a maroon button-up. A silver Kachina doll pendant hung around his neck.
I had a name, and I knew what he looked like. Should be easy.
There were only five Joseph Arthurs in the phone book. None of them answered. The message I left was simple.
“Hi, my name is Nevada Sanchez. Please give me a call back.” I gave each my cell phone number.
I looked at the clock. Two in the afternoon on a Monday. They were probably all at work.
Other thoughts started to intrude.
What if he wasn’t in the phone book? What if he was unlisted? What if he moved?
I pulled my Grimoire out of my knitting tote. Grim as I’d come to call him. Because he wasn’t just a book. He was a Weaver trapped in its pages. Some curse put on him by the Evans family. I’d promised to set him free, but first he had to help me save Grace. Which was why we were in Reno.
“No answer,” I said, opening Grim’s pages.
“He’s here,” said Grim. The words appeared on the page. He must have been reserving his strength. I knew he could talk, but it usually took a lot out of him.
“But where?” I asked. “I’ve called the five I found in the phone book. I’m not sure where else to look.”
“You probably should have called before you left Fayetteville.”
“Clearly I didn’t think that far ahead.”
“What does your father do for a living?”
“Mom said he was a mechanic when they were married.”
“I doubt that’s changed. Start calling the shops, see if anyone works there by that name.”
“They’re not going to just tell me that.” In fact, I was pretty sure they would hang up on me outright.
“Trust me on this,” said Grim. “Just start calling. One of them will know.”
I rolled my eyes and flipped to the yellow pages. I checked mechanics first and it redirected me to auto mechanics. There, in bold letters, taking up a quarter of the page, “Arthur’s Auto Service.”
“It can’t be that easy,” I said. 
Hands shaking, I dialed the number.
“Arthur’s, this is Steve. What can I do ya for?”
I swallowed. “Is there a Joseph Arthur there?”
“Just a second.” The sound on the other side rattled. “Hey boss man,” Steve shouted, his voice muffled, “woman on the phone lookin’ for ya.”
“He’ll be just a sec,” said Steve. His voice normal again. “Got a ‘cuda on the blocks.”
I had no idea what a ‘cuda’ was, but I imagined it was a car.
The phone rattled again.
“This is Joseph.”
Something in the back of my brain tingled and my mouth went dry. What the hell was I supposed to say? This is your daughter you abandoned in Arkansas? Hi, can you tell me where to find the Source?
“Hello?” he said.
I let out a squeak and hung up.
“You didn’t say anything,” Grim wrote.
“I can’t talk to him.”
“You have to.”
I felt sick. I jumped off the bed and ran to the bathroom, turning on the faucet. I took long gulps of tepid water from the tap. And looked in the mirror. This was not how thought it would be.
But how did I expect it to go? I’d thought about meeting my dad dozens of times. Maybe even hundreds. I imagined how it would go. It wasn’t always happy. Sometimes, when I really hurt, I screamed at him, accused him of being a coward.
Others, it was a happy reunion where he apologized and asked me about my life. Looking back, I realized how silly that had been. He left. Wisteria Evans said she forced him out. Even so, not even a phone call? A birthday card? Christmas?
“You have to see him,” said Grim, actually speaking. “I know you’re scared, but he’s the historian you chose. He’s the only one that can help you and Grace. It’s the only way I can be free.”
“I know, I know,” I said, face in my hands. “I really didn’t think this through.”
“Take it as a lesson for next time.”
“And how many times do you think I’m going to have a chance to meet my father?”
“Just the once. You need to go. It’ll be easier. Call the cab.”






  
  Chapter two
Gauging the Tension


The cab ride was a short fifteen minutes from my motel near the airport to a busy two blocks from North Virginia Street. It looked like every other small-town shopping strip I’d seen. A few restaurants, clothing boutiques, gas stations, and a grocery store. Arthur’s Auto Service was nestled in between two strip malls. It had a white sign with crimson letters that said “Arthur’s” in cursive script. “Auto Service” was written below it in black print. Several cars were parked out front. A black and white marquee advertised buy three tires, get one on all name brand tires. 
I paid the cab driver and went inside. I thought about maybe asking the driver to stay in case things didn’t work out well but decided not to. It would be too easy to turn around and run if the cab stayed.  This is what I wanted, and, for better or for worse, I was going to see it through.
A TV played in the waiting room. Some news channel talking about freezing overnight lows and the promise of snow and ice in the morning. Snow. In Nevada. Add that to the growing list of things I had not expected when I made a rush decision to fly out.
A man in gray overalls walked into the office, wiping his hands with a grease-stained rag. His uniform had a patch on over the right breast that read “Arthur’s” embroidered in red on a white background, just like the sign. Another patch over his left breast said “Steve” in black cursive. His hair was going gray, and he had a black smudge of grease on his sun-worn skin. Through the window, I could see two other men in the shop looking at a car. It was turquoise and looked like something from an old movie. The ‘cuda?
“Can I help you miss?” Steve asked.
I took a breath. “I’m looking for Joseph Arthur.”
One of his eyebrows shot up. “From the phone?”
My cheeks went warm. “My phone died.”
He snorted. “Right. Just a sec.” He pushed the door to the shop open. “Hey boss man. It’s the mystery lady again.”
I wanted to turn around, run away. Get back on a plane to Fayetteville and forget the whole thing.
“You’ve got this,” Grim whispered.
I most certainly did not.
A man walked from the shop, identical uniform to Steve’s, with Joseph over the left breast. He had long, salt and pepper hair pulled back in a ponytail. His skin was darker than the picture I had in my bag, but it was him. 
He had an annoyed expression on his face. “I’m not in the mood for games, miss. Wanna tell me what’s wrong with your car?”
I stared at him.
“Miss?”
“My name’s Nevada,” I said.
“Well, I don’t give a shit what your. . .” He stopped. The annoyance drained from his face. “Oh my god.”
I was frozen to the spot. Neither of us moved. Steve looked back and forth between me and his boss. Finally, he put up both his hands and walked back into the shop.
“You shouldn’t be here,” my dad said.
“I know,” I said, my voice shaking. “I should have called ahead.”
“No,” he said. “You shouldn’t be here. You need to get out of my shop.”
The words hit like a slap. “I’m sorry, what?”
I looked at him, really looked at him. His eyes were wide. A sheen of sweat coated his forehead. Was he scared?
“Get out of my shop,” he said again.
I could hear a quaver in his voice. What the hell was he scared of? Me?
“No.” I took a step towards him. He stepped back.
“I flew halfway across the country to meet you.” My own voice was shaking, but not from fear. I was angry. Of all the ways I expected this to go, fear and dismissal was not it. I took another step.
He backed further against the window and glanced sideways, towards the other techs in the shop. They were nowhere to be found. I guess they figured whatever business their boss had with me, it was none of theirs.
My dad put his hands up. “Please, I didn’t mean to upset you. Just don’t take my magic.”
I stopped and tilted my head. “Your magic?” Then, I realized what he meant. My eyes went wide, and I smiled. “I’m not the Leech, dad. It never happened. He took someone else.”
His hands lowered slightly. He gave me a long look and swallowed. “Prove it.”
How exactly would I prove I wasn’t the Leech? Couldn’t he tell who I was? Did I look like a monster?
Something thumped in my knitting tote, and I looked down. Grim had wiggled his way open in my bag. The word “Cast” was written in large, glowing letters.
It took me a second to figure out what he meant. Cast on. I grabbed a ball of yarn and a pair of needles and started to cast on a knitting project. I wasn’t sure how this would prove to my father I wasn’t a monster, but Grim hadn’t steered me wrong yet.
I started with a traditional cast on and wrapped ten stitches around the needle. My father watched the whole time. Once the stitches were on, I started the knit. I figured a simple garter stitch would do. Time droned on and I felt sweat trickle down the nape of my neck. How long would it take him to figure out I was who I said I was?
After the third row, he said, “That’s enough.”
My shoulders sagged. “Do you believe me?” I looked up.
Tears welled in his eyes. He crossed the room and hugged me. I dropped my knitting and wrapped my arms around him. It felt strange and familiar at the same time. 
“I am so sorry,” he said. “I had to be sure.”
“It’s okay,” I said. I still wasn’t sure if it was or not. Not for me at least, but I had to see where this went.
“Hey Steve,” he called, turning his head to the shop.
“Yeah, bossman?”
“I’m gonna take my daughter out for dinner. Can you close things up?”
“Wait, that’s her?” Steve asked.
My dad let go and turned. “Steve, this is Nevada. She flew out here to meet me.”
A crooked smile spread across Steve’s face. “Well, I’ll be. Nice t’ meet you.” He extended a greasy hand.
I took it, smiling. “It’s nice to know he’s talked about me.”
“Never shuts up about you. Started to think you weren’t real. No pictures. No calls. But here you are. You two go catch up. Me and the boys can finish up here.”
“Thanks, Steve, I appreciate it.”
My dad put an arm around my shoulder. “There’s a great street taco place just down the road if you don’t mind the walk?”
I shook my head. “Not at all.” It was cold out, but my sweater kept me toasty. I was actually starting to sweat in the heat of the shop.
“Great,” he said. “Let me grab a jacket. Hold on.”
He stepped into a back office that had “Bossman” written in white letters with a dark red outline. He came back with a black zip up.
“I don’t know about you, but I’m starving,” he said.
“Yeah,” I said as my stomach grumbled. “I was too nervous to eat lunch.”
He grinned. “I would be too. Why didn’t you call first?” He opened the door. I went first and waited for him on the sidewalk.
“That’s a really good question,” I said. “I have no idea. I just found out you were here and decided to take the first flight out.”
“You still in Fayetteville?” He started to walk.
I followed.
“Yeah, mom’s really fond of it.”
He halted for a second and kept moving. “How’s she doing?”
“Good,” I said. “She doesn’t forgive you for leaving. I do. I know what Wisteria Evans did.”
He glanced at me sideways and shook his head. “That woman is a piece of work.”
“She really is. I almost died because of her.”
He didn’t say anything for several minutes. “I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you. I should have been. How did you survive the Leech?”
“We destroyed it,” I said. “I managed to drain his magic without taking on his essence. Don’t ask me how. I’m still trying to figure it out.”
He gave me a hard look. “That’s some pretty powerful magic.”
I nodded. “So I’ve gathered.”
“This is the place,” he said, opening the door to a medium sized restaurant. There were a dozen tables inside and a counter to order. 
We walked up and a short woman in a pink apron smiled at us.
“What can we do for you?”
“We need just a second,” my dad said. “It’s my daughter’s first time here.”
He sounded so happy saying that word. I had to admit, I felt something warm and fuzzy inside when he said it. But something at the back of my mind nagged at me. Something Steve had said. No phone calls. No photos. Why?
“The barbacoa is good,” he said. “Though I’m partial to the tequila chicken.”
“One of each,” I said.
He grinned. “I’ll have the same. Add some chips and queso and two drinks.”
She rang it up and he paid. We got our drink cups and sat at a table away from everyone else while we waited for our food.
“Why now?” he asked.
How much did I tell him? That Grace had taken on the powers of the Leech? He didn’t know who she was. I doubt it would matter to him. 
“I have questions,” I said. “I’ve got this power and I just found out. Wisteria Evans tried to use it against me. I need more information.”
It wasn’t a lie. I did need info and I did want to know about my power. I’d just found out I was a conduit, whatever that meant. Maybe he would be able to tell me more.
He nodded. “It’s a lot. If I had stayed, I would have taught you how to use it from a young age.”
“Why didn’t Wisteria?”
“You would have been easier to manipulate if you didn’t know as much,” he said. He sighed. “There’s not a day I don’t regret leaving. I was so worried for you.”
“It’s not like you could come back,” I said. “Wisteria forced you out.”
He raised his eyebrows. “Is that what she said?”
I nodded. “Yeah. She said she used her magic to make you leave.”
A server brought our food to us. My dad thanked her and handed her a five-dollar bill.
When she walked away, he shook his head. “That’s not how it happened, Nevada. I chose to leave.”
The words hit me like bucket of cold water. I froze on the spot, taco halfway to my mouth. “What?”
“Eat,” he said. “I’ll try to explain.”
I took a bite. He wasn’t wrong. They were really good. The barbacoa was sweet and contrasted with the tang of goat cheese. I’d have to remember this place if I ever came back. Something told me I was about to question if that was a good idea.
“One thing you need to understand. I love you and your mother, yes, I still love her, very much. I left because I couldn’t watch that bitch turn you over to the Leech.”
I swallowed. My last bite of taco was like lead in my throat.
“She didn’t force you out?”
He shook his head and leaned back into his chair.
The bottom dropped out of my stomach. “Then you’re a coward,” I said before I could stop myself.
He put the heels of his hands over his eyes and pressed. When he took them away, his eyes were watery and red.
“It wasn’t an easy decision, Nevada. It was the hardest choice I’ve ever made. Do you understand?”
“No,” I said. I’d put my food down and crossed my arms. “I don’t get it at all. You left because you didn’t want to see what happened.” My voice was rising. He didn’t try to stop me. A few of the patrons were looking.
“There’s more to it than that,” he said. 
I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, like what?”
“There are Weavers everywhere,” he said. “If I stayed, it could have put you in danger.”
“I was already in danger.”
He let out a slow breath. “I know. I had to choose. A threat years down the road that Wisteria promised she would be able to reverse or something more immediate like a rival coven.”
I dropped my arms. “What do you mean?”
“The Evans family isn’t the only one the Leech attacked. There are a lot of Weaver families that remember what he did. If they knew he wanted you as his next vessel, things would have escalated. They would have wanted





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
ITCHES BfOK 3

= S~

AMANDA MCCARTER
=7 -9








