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        Now a formal consultant for the PPD, witch and wand maker, Amethyst, finds herself involved with a case like no other when Detective Ambrose asks for her help once again.

        When a corpse made of multiple bodies turns up, it will take everything the Paranormal Police Department have to catch the killer before he strikes again.

      

        

      
        As they race against the clock to solve the crime, Amethyst meets new team members and deals with her ever-growing feelings for Ambrose without letting them distract her from the case.

      

        

      
        Can they stop the killer before it's too late?

        -

        Witches and Stitches is book two of the Amethyst's Wand Shop Mysteries series. It is an urban fantasy mystery with an underlying slow burn romance.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Sleuth is a good word,” I muse out loud as I flip through the latest crime book I'm reading. Ever since I became a consultant for the Paranormal Police Department, I've worked hard on extending my knowledge. Which includes all the fun synonyms for detecting. Those are always going to be useful. “Sleuth. Sleuth. Sleuth. Sleuuuth.”

      From across the kitchen table, Ambrose groans. “How many times are you going to say that?”

      “Until it stops making any sense whatsoever," I announce with certainty. "Sleuth. Sleuth. Have you never said a word so much that it stopped meaning anything?”

      “No, but I’ve heard a word that much,” he mutters, shooting me a smile so I know he’s only teasing.

      A warm fuzzy feeling spreads through me. It's so easy to be around him, even when we don't have a case. At first, I didn't think he'd be interested in hanging out when there isn't any work to do, but he's proved me wrong.

      “It’s fun to say. Say it. Say it.” I'm going to convince him to. It's fun, and it'll make him laugh.

      He groans and shakes his head.

      A small smile tugs at the corner of my lips. There’s only one thing left for me to do. I tip my head back and bellow as loud as I can. “Sleuth. Sleuth. Sleeeeuth!”

      Ambrose looks at me like I’m crazy. But it doesn't last long. He shakes his head, a smile breaking through on his handsome face as he joins in with as much gusto. “Sleuth!”

      It’s not long until I hear the creaking of the staircase. “What’s all this ruckus, Amethyst?” Grammie asks as she enters the room.

      "Sleuth," Ambrose peeps out quietly, before going silent.

      His cheeks flame red. Despite having met Grammie multiple times, he seems to be intimidated by her. I’m not sure why. She’s just a crazy old lady with large pink slippers and a handbag with infinite space.

      “I was just studying.” I gesture to all my open crime books on the table. “And Ambrose is keeping me company.”

      “How kind,” Grammie smiles knowingly.

      I narrow my eyes. What does she mean by that?

      “Well… don’t let me interrupt. Just keep it down, I can’t hear Herbert.” She shuffles away, leaving the two of us alone once more.

      Ambrose only breaths when she disappears. He wipes his forehead and chuckles awkwardly. “She’s got a lot of presence for such a small woman.”

      “She’s special, that’s for sure. But you don’t have to be afraid of her.”

      “I’m not afraid, I just need to be on my best behaviour. She semi-knows my great-grandfather and he doesn’t tolerate any family member to behave rudely or inappropriately.” A shiver passes over him.

      Ah, so he’s intimidated by his family, not Grammie. That made more sense. Somehow, it’s also a relief. I want the two of them to get along.

      Reassured it’s not personal, I return to my crime books. Apart from the obvious fiction, there are a couple of textbooks Ambrose lent me from his time at the Paranormal Police Department Academy. Just the sheer size of one of them is daunting, leaving me wondering if I'd have managed to graduate if they had accepted my application.

      I pull one of the thicker books to me and trigger a small book landslide. The tower of fiction collapses dramatically, the books flying off the table and onto the floor.

      "Ahhhhhhh."

      Ambrose makes an attempt to catch some of them and almost falls off his chair as he lunges forward. He yelps and a loud ripping sound leaves me dreading the worst.

      “You okay?” I ask, rushing to his side to help him up. “Careful.”

      “I’m fine,” he grunts. He puts the book he saved from falling on the table and groans. “I think I ripped my shirt.”

      I reach for the wand tucked away in the special pouch of my sleeve and point it at the torn fabric. “I can fix that up with one spell.”

      “No, no, that’s not necessary. I just need some needle and thread and it’ll be fixed right up.”

      Surprised, I wave my wand at the small dresser, directing my magic that way. The top shelf opens and a small ball of thread and a pin cushion with needles soar out. They land on the table in front of Ambrose and fall together in a motionless heap as my magic wears off.

      I watch as the Detective pulls his sweater over his head, briefly pulling up his shirt underneath and exposing his toned stomach. I clear my throat and glance away. I shouldn't be staring at him.

      With another wave of my wand, the books jump back into a stack. It's not any neater than it was before, which may result in something similar happening, but I don't mind. I like it when things look a bit crooked.

      I retake my seat to try and distract myself from thoughts of Ambrose's stomach.

      He threads the needle effortlessly and brings the two ripped sides together with a neat pattern.

      “You’re really good at that,” I say after a moment of tense silence.

      I can't take my eyes off of him. His deft fingers, the way his hands work the needle, it makes it look like it’s dancing in between waves of fabric. It’s mesmerising.

      Ambrose chuckles awkwardly. “My grandmother insisted all her grandchildren learned how to sew. It would be a disgrace if I couldn’t.” He bites the thread off and ties it into a neat knot. “There, good as new.”

      I’m impressed. Who knew Ambrose could sew? I learn new things about him all the time.

      As he finishes up, a little tune comes from his pocket and with an apologetic smile, he reaches for his phone and puts it to his ear. “This is Detective Ambrose…. Oh hey, Stacey. Hmm… Yes… Hmm-hmm. I can be there in…” He twists his arm up to check his watch. “Twenty minutes?”

      I try to hide my disappointment that he has to leave. I like hanging out with him but I’d never stop him from doing his job. His dedication is one of the things I like most about him.

      “Amethyst?” Ambrose sounds surprised as he utters my name. “She’s right here. Hmm? Oh, I see. Okay, yes… Okay. I’ll see you there.”

      Intrigued now that he has said my name, I stare at him as he hangs up the phone.

      He puts the small device in his pocket and looks at me. “Have you ever been to a morgue?”
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      A chill runs down my spine as I step into the morgue. While I’ve seen plenty of these places on TV, it’s so different in real life. The smell is similar to a hospital’s, but not quite the same. It’s whatever they’re using to sterilise their instruments, it has such a unique, sharp odour which prickles my nose.

      Instinctively, I gravitate towards Ambrose. It’s not like there’s anything to protect me from but being near him makes me feel more reassured. He’s done this plenty of times, he’ll know what to do.

      What's it like to meet a pathologist? Do I need to tone myself down for it? I'm not sure I can do that, but it feels as if I should at least try.

      "Just through here," Ambrose says, indicating to a metal door with dangly plastic bits. I think they're used to keep dust and birds out.

      I make my way through them with Ambrose following behind.

      The room beyond is full of metal and looks as if it's popped up straight out of a horror movie. I can't say I'm a fan, even if I know it's like this so it's easy to clean.

      A woman with two ponytails and a pink dress greets us with a bubbly wave. “Hey hey!”

      Ambrose gives a little wave back. “Hey. Stacey, this is Amethyst. Amy, Doctor Stacey Barnes. She’s the medical examiner.”

      I can’t stop staring at the blonde woman with a pink streak in her hair. Actually, it's not just her hair that has some pink in it, everything about her is pink. Even her lab coat seems to have a pink tint to it.

      She’s the medical examiner? How cool. Something tells me that I don't need to tone myself down at all.

      “Nice to meet you, Doctor Barnes,” I greet, not able to keep myself from smiling. Maybe a lot of people would consider her outfit outrageous considering the tragedy of death but who cares what a person looks like? If she's good at what she does, who cares if she wears pink dresses with little flowers.

      “Please, Amethyst, call me Stacey,” she chimes.

      “Only if you’ll call me Amy.” It's still odd to have all these people calling me by my full name all the time. The more of them I can get to stop, the better.

      She chuckles. “Deal.”

      “I like your dress,” I compliment.

      “Thanks. I like your nail polish.”

      I flash her a grin in return and just like that, I know we’ll get along splendidly. At this rate, the whole PPD is going to love me.

      “Ahem.” Ambrose clears his throat. “What did you want to show us?”

      “This way,” Stacy instructs, waving us along through the bare hall. The smell of disinfectant intensifies as we step through a set of double doors and into what I assume must be the autopsy area. If Stacey stood out before, she stands out even more between the shiny instruments and pristine white walls.

      The metal autopsy tables are all empty except for two. White sheets respectfully cover the bodies and I’m not sure if I’m all that keen to see what’s underneath now I have a chance. Death is much less exciting when it’s real.

      Stacey grabs one of the charts and directs us to the body on the right. She looks at me, her expression kind. “This woman was found a couple of days ago near the river. After some tests, I’ve concluded she’s a witch but haven’t been able to establish her identity. The covens keep mostly to themselves so we don’t have a lot of data to go on. I know this is a long shot, but I was hoping you might be able to identify her.”

      Her serious voice is a stark contrast to how bubbly and warm she was just minutes ago. If I hadn’t been convinced by her competence already, this would have done it.

      She snaps on a pair of latex gloves as she reaches for the sheet. “You can say no,” she informs me gently.

      “I can handle it,” I answer. I’ve seen or heard from everyone in my family recently enough not to have to worry about them, but I know plenty of others. If this is someone I know, I owe it to them to bring them home.

      I nod to signal I’m ready and Stacey carefully peels back the sheet to reveal a pale face. Her eyes are closed and her expression is serene, considering she’s dead. There are some bruises on her skin but she looks pristine.

      Wanting to be sure, I take my time to study her features but I knew my answer the moment her face was revealed.

      “I don’t know her,” I say, earning a disappointed look from Stacey.

      “I assumed as much. We’ll figure out a different way to identify her,” the medical examiner promises.

      “Have you reached out to the Hexagon?” I inquire.

      “Yes, but they haven’t got back to us. They don’t acknowledge the authority of the PPD.”

      “Right, of course.” I shoot her an apologetic smile. I dislike how little witches want to work with the other paranormal types. “Sorry I couldn’t be of more help.”

      “No worries, thank you for coming down here anyway.” She covers the witch with the sheet again, letting her rest in peace once more.

      “That’s it?” I ask, glancing at Ambrose. It seems strange that she’d call us both down here for just this.

      Stacy shakes her head. “No, I need Ambrose’s assistance with another case. If you wouldn’t mind waiting at the reception?”

      “Or I could help?” I suggest, a little too eager. I know I can’t work on every case that comes across Ambrose’s desk but even he has acknowledged my input was invaluable on the ones I do.

      “Amy is good,” Ambrose adds.

      I’m touched that he’ll vouch for me just like that. This is why we’re such a good team.

      The medical examiner hums. “That’s not my call. Call Detective Dean, he’s the lead on this case.”

      At least she isn't saying no.

      An uncharacteristic groan emits from Ambrose. “Ugggh. Dean is the lead? Why him?”

      Stacey shrugs. “I don’t know.”

      I don't know Dean very well, I've only met him at the station in passing, but it seems as if Ambrose doesn't like him. I wonder why since Ambrose is such an easy person to get along with. If he doesn’t like dealing with Dean, I don’t want to be the reason he has to.

      “I can just wait at the reception,” I suggest, gesturing to the doors. As much as I want to help with the case, I don't want to put Ambrose in a difficult situation to do it.

      “No, give me a second. I’ll call him,” Ambrose says, barely sounding annoyed as he reaches for his phone.

      He steps out of the morgue, leaving me with Stacey. She smiles at me, some of her bubbliness breaking through again.

      “So… How are you finding being a consultant for the PPD?” she inquires.

      “Fun. I’ve helped Ambrose with a couple of cases, mostly to do with witches and wands. I’m a wandmaker, so that’s my expertise. What about you?”

      Stacey chuckles. “My expertise is death. I’m a necromancer.”

      “Oh, really? That’s so cool. I’ve never met a necromancer. At least, I don’t think so.”

      “You probably have, you just didn’t know. Most of us don’t like admitting what we are but I’m proud of it.” She shrugs as if it's no big deal, but I can see through the pretence.

      “Interesting.”

      She hops onto a stool with wheels and gestures to a free one. “Why don’t you have a seat while we wait for Ambrose. He might be a while considering his history with Dean.”

      “What history?” I ask as I sit down opposite of her. I want to seem as if I'm asking for a casual reason, but really I want to know so I know whether or not I need to go on a warpath for Ambrose. The morgue seems like a weird place for some classic female gossip but it must be normal for those in the death business. It’s not like the dead can overhear us.

      “Dean and Ambrose have a longstanding rivalry. Not sure what about but they don’t get along which is surprising. They’re very similar, actually.”

      I glance at the doors Ambrose disappeared through. “Do you think he’ll allow me to consult on this?”

      Stacey nods. “I think so. He can’t afford not to.”

      “What does that mean?” I ask

      Before she can reply, the doors open and Ambrose strides in. He pockets his phone and waves at me. “Dean agreed to the consultation.”

      I cheer, only realising how inappropriate that is after my scream is echoing from wall to wall. Oops. I’ll have to adjust my behaviour before they throw me out for being disrespectful.

      Satisfied, Stacey hops off the rolling stool and approaches the second body. She reaches to pull off the sheet but pauses. “I have to warn you, this is… It’s disturbing. And I don't say that lightly. I've seen my fair share of weird, but this is beyond that.”

      “I can handle it,” Ambrose says as he worriedly glances at me.

      Not wanting to lose face when I was the one who asked to help, I nod too. “I’ll be fine.”

      Stacey reaches for the sheet and pulls it back, uncovering the whole body. At first glance, it just looks like any other dead body. And I should know, I've seen one now.

      Whoever it is lies there, pale, motionless, and caught in eternal sleep.

      But if that's the case, what's Stacey talking about when she warned... Oh.

      It takes me a moment to spot it, but there are neatly sewed lines along several parts of the body, mostly where it connects to other bits. At first, I assumed it was all part of Stacey's autopsy process. Except I doubt she'd cut off someone's face and sew it back on.

      My first thought is
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