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  Chapter one
A Necessary Task


This was it. I was going to go to Norway, meet Maria Halvorson, and save Grace. 
But first, I had to do one thing. I was dreading it. Had been for months.
I had to tell my mother. Everything.
“That’s the condition,” my dad said. “Otherwise, I’m not going and neither are you.”
I could probably sneak around him, go anyways, but I needed my dad’s knowledge as a Weaver historian. Without that, I’d be searching blindly.
“Where do I start?” I asked
He laughed. “At the beginning. Your mother deserves to know what you’ve been getting up to all these months. You owe it to her in case things go wrong.”
“But how wrong can things go?” I asked. “We’re just going to find the Source.”
He raised his eyebrows.
“Yeah it sounds really dumb when I say it outloud.” It could go wrong in a hundred different ways, just like it had when I flew out to Reno to meet him for the first time. I hadn’t called, hadn’t given any warning and I wound up in some deep trouble. As did he. And Grace. And Wisteria Evans of all people.
But this time, I had a plan. Maria Halvorson knew I was coming. She was expecting me. As was the Source. So the amount of things that could go badly were considerably less than before.
All the same, dad was right. I had to tell my mom. She deserved to know what I’d been doing and what I had planned. Just in case.
She would not appreciate that I lied to her.
I took a deep breath and knocked on her door. Dad offered to be with me, but I told him it would be better if I was on my own. He’d just piss her off.
Mom opened the door. She was wearing a Rolling Stones T-shirt that was dusted with flour and a pair of jeans. She’d been making tortillas. She was planning a big meal. Probably because I was leaving the country and she was nervous.
“There you are. You’re late.” She looked me up and down. “Are you eating enough? You look skinny.”
“I’m fine, mom,” I said with a half smile. 
She gave me a suspicious look. “Well come in. I’m just about done getting dinner ready.”
I was late, but she wasn’t even done making dinner. I chose not to say anything. She’d just tell me she knew I’d be late. She was probably right.
“When do you and your father go to Norway?” she asked as she walked back to the kitchen.
I followed her and sat at the kitchen table. “Saturday morning.” Today was Thursday. I wanted to give her time to absorb everything before I left.
“You never did tell me what this trip was about.”
“Well, that’s why I wanted to talk to you today,” I said.
She stopped stirring the potatoes she had on the stove and looked at me, one hand on her hip. “I don’t think I like the sound of this. Does this have anything to do with his old friends?”
I shook my head. “No, well, not really. Kind of.”
Her nostrils flared. “He needs to stop dragging you into his drama.”
“It’s not his drama, mom. It’s mine.”
Both her eyebrows went up. “And what is it you’re getting up to?”
“Remember when Grace went missing?”
“Yes,” she said, her voice was stony. “Hard to forget it. Her parents were scared out of their minds. Her poor mother felt so guilty because she had left Grace alone in the car to get her medicine. Don’t tell me you had something to do with it?”
“Not directly,” I said. “It’s hard to explain.”
She dropped her spatula on the counter and crossed her arms. “You better try.”
I took a breath. And I started at the beginning. All the way at the beginning. With the Leech, what I knew of it, Wisteria Evans, her daughters, her husband, Mandy, dad, Cutter. All of it. She didn’t interrupt me once. I don’t know how long I talked. I paused only to remind her about the food on the stove. She turned off the burners and let me talk.
When I got to the end, I said, “And that’s why dad and I are going to Oslo.”
“To help Grace?” she asked.
I nodded.
“Well, I know you’re not lying. At least not anymore,” she said.
“And how do you figure that?”
“Because that’s a lot of bullshit to make up for an afternoon. I suspected you and your friends were up to something. There were too many strange things going on around you. I don’t suppose I can ask you not to go?”
I shook my head. “Not a chance. Not after everything. I owe it to Grace and this Source, whatever it is, wants me there.”
“Which is exactly why you shouldn’t go,” my mom said. “From what you’ve told me, nothing good ever comes from being called to these places. How do you know it won’t try to do something terrible?”
“Because I think if it wanted to hurt me, it would have already.”
She let out a heavy breath and turned the burners back on. “Might as well have a decent meal before you go. Pretty sure it’s all pickled herring and beets over there.”
I got up from the table and walked over the stove. She was shorter than me, but that didn’t mean there weren’t times she scared the shit out of me. Still, I wrapped my arms around her and squeezed.
“Thank you.”
“You get yourself killed and I’m digging your body up so I can tell you just how angry I am.”
“I won’t,” I said. “I’ll come back in one piece and you can tell me how mad you are without digging me up.”
“See that you do,” she said. 
We ate dinner mostly in silence. There were brief moments of small talk. She asked me about my classes, my knitting, if there were any boys. I couldn’t quite tell her about Grim yet. Not that I felt there was anything to tell her about Grim.
I could just imagine that conversation would go. ‘So there’s this one hundred year old Weaver who was trapped in a book for killing a bunch of people and I let him go, but he’s totally better now and I think I’m kind of into him.’
Nope, not having that talk. That could wait. Or maybe we could never speak of it.
We finished eating and I got up to leave. She gave me an extra long hug as I left the house.
“Be careful, Nevada. Don’t do anything stupid.”
“I’ll do my best, mom. I am nineteen though. That’s kind of in the job description.”
“But you’re not the average stupid teen,” she said, poking me in the shoulder. “You’re my daughter. And you have a good head on your shoulders. Act like it.”
“Yes ma’am,” I said.
“And don’t call me ma’am.”
I laughed. “I’ll call you when we land.”
“See that you do. And you tell your father, anything happens to you, I’ll skin him alive. Then I’ll dig you up.”
“Yeah,” I said. “It’s gonna be okay, mom. It’s for Grace. Once this is done, we’re good.”
That wasn’t entirely truthful. Because of what I was, I’d have to deal with some amount of danger my whole life. She didn’t need to know that. Not right now anyways. Later.
I finally got away after promising at least three times to call as soon as I landed. It was hard to blame her. She just found out in short order that I’d been lying to her, my life was way more dangerous than I was letting on, and I was heading into more. Possibly. I didn’t see how visiting Maria Halvorson and communing directly with the Source could be that bad. It was protected. No way someone was going to come after me there.
But there was always a chance.






  
  Chapter two
Frayed Ends


After confessing everything to my mom, I felt lighter. I called my dad on the drive back to my apartment. 
“All done?” he asked.
“Yeah,” I said. “It wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be.”
He chuckled. “It usually isn’t. Just be prepared for her to be more protective for a while. Until she learns you can hold your own. That’s how my mom was anyways.”
I paused. “I’ve never heard you talk about your parents. Are they still alive? Do I have grandparents I’ve never met?”
“No,” he said. “They’re gone. But you’ve got cousins. We don’t talk much. They don’t forgive me for working with Cutter. But they might let the grudge go long enough to meet you. I’ll contact them when we get back from Norway.”
“That’d be great,” I said. I had cousins. But my grandparents were dead. That made me sad, but I didn’t want to pry. Did Cutter have something to do with their deaths? Is that why the rest of the family didn’t talk to him? I had so many questions, but so much more to do before our flight on Saturday. And classes. I was sitting in the middle of calculus. I didn’t hear a word of it.
Not that anyone else was paying attention. Two days before spring break? The professors were lucky to get anything done. But that didn’t mean they didn’t try. Two of mine had already tried to assign homework. I had to explain I wasn’t going to be in the country and was not bringing a textbook on the plane, so they could forget it.
That got me a glare from the professor, but a few cheers from my classmates. Defeated, they promised the work would be completed either during the vacation, or due on the first class period after the session resumed. No one cared at that point. Everyone had Cancun and Miami on the brain. I must have been the strangest college kid ever. I was actually excited about going somewhere colder than where I was currently for spring break.
Sure, we were going to save Grace, but it was also Norway. There was so much knitting history there. Sheep farms, wool. If nothing else, it was a knitter’s dream.
I got back to my apartment and opened the door. A burning odor assaulted my nostrils.
“Oh my god, what did you do, Grim?”
“In my defense,” he said, “nothing was electric the last time I was human.”
Grim, short for Grimoire, used to be a book. Or trapped in one, rather. But thanks to a clan of fae, he was now back in human form. I’d promised him when we met I would help him get out and I’d kept it. He was free of his prison.
And he had no place to live but my apartment. So far, he’d been sleeping on the couch. We’d done some thrifting to get him clothes. My old manager at the mall let me use her discount to get him some more personal items and toiletries. That was a fun one to explain. Random guy showed up in my life with nothing and I was helping him out. I might have been able to tell my mom all the adventures I’d been up to the last few months, but I was not going to explain the strange British man who lived with me in my apartment. I was too young to die.
His lack of wardrobe did not stop him from dressing sensibly. He might have been a book for a hundred years, but he still dress somewhat decently. Currently, he was wearing a pair of wool slacks and a white, pressed button-up tucked into the waistband with a leather belt. He was an excellent shopper and had a great eye for quality. I supposed he didn’t have much else to do so he took care in his appearance. He also filled his time with reading, knitting, watching television, and experimenting in my kitchen.
I walked over to the oven and opened the door. Smoke billowed out. “You cremated it, whatever it was.”
“Potatoes,” he said sadly.
“Why not microwave them?” I asked. “There’s even a potato setting on the front.” I pointed to the button.
He made a face. “I trust that less than the oven.”
“Are you sure you’re going to be okay while dad and I are in Norway?” I asked.
“I can take care of myself,” he said. “Mostly. Besides, Rory’s offered to help out.”
I raised an eyebrow, “Will Eve let him away for that long?”
Grim gave me a half smile. “She’ll probably tag along. Besides, it’s just you she has a problem with. I’m apparently not a threat.”
Eve was Rory’s fae girlfriend. I didn’t totally understand it, but fae courtship rituals had something to do with smell and she liked the way Rory smelled. Probably because he was half fae. Who knew. I suppressed a shudder.
“Gross.”
Grim laughed. 
“I have to finish packing,” I said. “Dispose of that. Mom gave me leftovers.” I put the container on the counter.
“And what do we have here?” he asked.
“Papas frites con carne,” I said. “Probably spicier than you’re used to, but you might as well if you’re going to be staying here. Mom doesn’t know how to make things less spicy. And you will have to use the microwave for that. No burning stuff in the oven. If the neighbors complain again, I’ll have to move out.”
“I don’t mean to be a source of trouble,” he said, hanging his head. 
“You’re not,” I said with a sigh. “At least let me get through this semester. Then we can figure out what to do with you.”
The truth was, Grim didn’t technically exist. He didn’t have a birth certificate, or a social security card, no ID, nothing. Which also meant he couldn’t come to Norway with me and my dad. I did manage to get him a phone so we could text back and forth. He and I could still communicate with one another, but I didn’t know how far that extended. I doubted he could send to me over the Atlantic. There was one way we could make him legitimate, at least on paper, but it was highly illegal and my dad probably knew a guy. It wasn’t a road I wanted to go down, but I didn’t see many other options. Just another one of those things I didn’t think through.
One emergency at a time. First Grace, then Grim. Provided he didn’t burn my apartment down before I got back.
“I heard that,” he said. “And I will not. I’ll figure out the oven and I’ll use the demon microwave if I have to.”
“I didn’t send that to you, though,” I said. 
He shrugged. “Our connection must be getting stronger.”
“Then maybe we do need some time away from one another,” I said. “I don’t know if I’m ready to have you read every one of my thoughts.”
A devilish smile spread across his face. “Afraid of what I’ll find?”
“Or maybe what you won’t find,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “I do deserve some privacy. And so do you.”
I definitely wasn’t ready to hear his every thought.
His smile softened. “We don’t know it’s headed to that.”
“We don’t know that it’s not. Is this because you’re still pulling magic through me?”
He shook his head. “I stopped once I was free of the book. I can access magic on my own. I don’t need to funnel it through a conduit anymore.”
“Then why can we still hear each other?” I asked.
He frowned. “There must be something else going on. I thought it would fade over time, but it appears to be doing the opposite. Perhaps it is best, as you say, we do spend some time away from one another, see if it continues or weakens.”
“And hopefully no weird side effects,” I said.
Grim gave me a concerned look. “What kind of side effects?”
I shrugged. “I don’t know, but my whole life has been weird since I found magic and I’m kind of regretting I ever looked so hard for it.”
His features softened and he put his hands on my shoulders. “It would have found you regardless. Only you would have been less prepared and most likely would have died. While the Leech could not inhabit your body due to the nature of your gifts, he could have stolen the life force that granted them to you.”
“I. . . “
“What?” he asked, his eyes searching.
“I think I wish I couldn’t do magic.”
Surprise spread across his face. “You don’t mean that.”
I licked my lips. “I think I do. Look at everything that’s happened. Grace got all the magic of the Leech and it’s killing her, poltergeists came to Fayetteville, my dad nearly died. Hell, he left because of magic. I don’t think anything good comes of it.”
“You brought me back,” he said, hurt on his face.
I shook my head and looked him in the eyes. “You wouldn’t have even been trapped in that book if it weren’t for magic. Sure, maybe you would have become a chemist and blown up a lab. I don’t know, but you wouldn’t have been locked away.”
He shook his head. “And we never would have met. The lack of magic would not have changed who I am. You’re right, I would have experimented in something else and found myself in a real prison. Wisteria Evans would still be a bitter old woman bent on controlling the people around her. Cutter would still have been a miserable bastard. And your father would still have left, only found a different reason.”
Those last words stung. Would he? He said he left to protect me from his coven, but was that just an excuse to get out of being a father?
Grim took a breath. “I went too far.”
“I need to finish packing,” I said, removing his hands from my shoulders.
His face fell. “I’m sorry.”
“It’s fine,” I said, retreating to my room. I closed the door and slid to the floor.
Through the wall, I heard the microwave kick on. Grim didn’t mean to hurt me, but my heart ached. There was so much pain in my life. I thought magic was the cause, but would it have been just as bad? Would my dad have joined another group of jerks? Would Grace have something else going on? I wasn’t going to get answers in Fayetteville. I might not even get the answers in Oslo, but I had to try. I owed it to myself.







  
  Chapter three
Trailing Strands


It was a thirteen hour flight from Dallas to Oslo so my dad and I took an early flight. We drove from Fayetteville the night before and stayed in a hotel near the airport. Talk was strained. I wanted to say Grim’s revelations weren’t bothering me, but they were. Would my dad have walked out on us regardless? I hated not knowing, but I didn’t know how to ask him without hurting his feelings. 
“You okay, sweetheart?” he asked as we pulled into the hotel parking lot.
“I’ve got a lot on my mind,” I said.
“Wanna talk about it?”
No, I thought. Instead, I said, “Well, there’s school. My grades are slipping because of all the magic and emergencies. Not enough that I’ll have to drop out, but I’m struggling.”
He looked at me. “You’re wondering if your life would be so hard without magic, aren’t you?”
I turned to him eyes wide. “How did you . . .?”
He smiled. “I get it. You’ve taken on a lot in the last few months. You learned magic was real, that you could do it, and you’re going to be hunted for the rest of your life because of it. It’s not an easy thing to come to terms with. I bet you were straight A’s, never missed a day of class before the Leech.”
“Yeah,” I said, nodding. “Maybe I missed a day or two here or there.”
“Of course,” he said. “What kid doesn’t skip out on a class? You’re only young and stupid once.”
“Hey,” I said.
He laughed. “I remember being a teen. Trust me. Kids do some stupid shit. I’m not blaming you. And yeah, even without magic, you’d have problems. Maybe not the same ones, but your life would still have its ups and downs.”
I sighed. “Magic seems to make it worse.”
“And better,” he said. “Remember that blanket you made at Cutter’s.”
“That you wouldn’t have even needed if magic wasn’t real.”
“Cutter would still exist,” he said. “Magic didn’t bring him into the world. But it sure as hell took him out of it. And I, for one, will be forever grateful for that. Me and a lot of Weavers on the West Coast.”
“I just don’t know if I want this life anymore,” I said.
“It’s here whether you like it or not,” my dad said, giving me a tight smile. “It’s not going anywhere. Your job is to figure out how it fits with your life. If you’re struggling with school, maybe you need to take a break and figure out how to do both, if that’s even something you still want.”
“So magic isn’t a choice, but school is?” I asked. “That doesn’t seem right. Besides, mom would kill me before any monster could.”
“Maybe,” he said, “or maybe not. A lot of
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