
  
  
      
        
          Twisted

          Stitch Witches Book 4

		      
          Amanda McCarter

        

        
          
          Evil Panda Press

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2023 by Amanda McCarter 
All rights reserved. 
Cover by GetCovers.com
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.








  
  For everyone who believed in me.








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        A Circle of One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Threads
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Casting Code
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        The Wrong Kind of Attention
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Pulled Together
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Dropped Stitch
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Winding Up
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        From Thin Air
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
         Weaving a Plan
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Drawn Out
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
         Promise Kept
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        The Lives of Fae
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Fae Hangover
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        The Heart of it All
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Tracing a Thread
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
         Finding a Pattern
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Blended Magics
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Mending the Gap
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Interweaving
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
A Circle of One


All my life, I thought I was going to have my best friend by my side. There through thick and thin. We’d graduate together, find jobs, maybe even raise families down the road from each other. 
Well, reality is a bitch. 
No one tells you that friends grow up and grow apart.
After nearly dying not once, not twice, but three times in just as many months because of Weaver magic, my best friend in the whole world decided she was done with all of it and moved out of state.
I tried not to take it personally, but it was kind of my fault. She and seven other students were kidnapped by an ancient life-sucking demon and I ran in blind to save them. We killed the monster, but in the process, we passed all his power to her. And it was killing her.
Rather than wait around for the inevitable, she transferred schools to get as far away from me and magic as possible. It hurt and I missed her. But I understood.
I should have been studying for my spring semester classes. Instead, I was looking up a woman by the name of Maria Halvorson, and I wasn’t finding much. My dad, a Weaver historian, had given me the name when I met him for the first time in fifteen years right before Christmas.
It’s a long story.
Even with the name though, I wasn’t getting much. She came up in Google searches, but I couldn’t get a phone number, email, not even a social media page.
Who was this woman and why couldn’t I find her?
The alarm on my phone went off, telling me I had ten minutes to get to class. I’d had to start setting one because I got so wrapped up in my searches, I’d forget to go. After a couple of stern emails from my professors, I used an alarm.
I shut my laptop with a sigh and tucked it back into my bag. I needed to find her, and I wasn’t about to fly to Norway without at least letting her know I was coming. The last time I ran off looking for someone, it had been a huge mess. It worked out okay in the end, but I really didn’t want to go through it again. I needed to be sure I was welcome.
Not that it mattered. I was going to Norway whether I was welcome or not. Grace needed Maria’s help. I wasn’t going to watch my friend die, but I wasn’t going in blind again. I’d already booked my flight for spring break. I had a couple of months to find something, but I hadn’t expected it to take so long.
I sent a quick text to my dad. “Still nothing. Anything on your end?”
He’d been searching for her too. He was the one who told me about her so when he told me he had no idea how to contact her, it was a bit of shock. I’d asked him how he know her name. He just shrugged and said he knew. Part of being a Weaver historian, I guessed.
If the web couldn’t help me, I’d have to turn to more magical means. I just hoped I didn’t have to go to Wisteria Evans, the de facto Weaving expert in the area. She’d stabbed me in the back twice already. I wasn’t looking for a round three. 
My phone buzzed just as I climbed the steps to the computer lab.
“Tracked down another lead. Hope to have something soon.”
He’d found a couple of leads before, but nothing really came of them.
I had another option. I had a one-hundred-year-old Grimoire I could ask, but ever since I found out the Weaver trapped inside it was a murderer, I didn’t really feel like talking to him. He’d lied to me. Just like every other Weaver I’d met.
There was Wisteria Evans who wanted me to contain the magic of the Leech so her husband could die, and she could control the power. Then a Poltergeist intent on using me to twist Grace’s magic into chaos, taking the whole town with her. Then Wisteria again. And my dad who was a member of some kind of magical crime family in Reno.
I was starting to think Weavers were just bad people.
With that much power, it was certainly tempting. I’d nearly killed the Poltergeist when I realized what she wanted. I like to tell myself I wouldn’t have gone through with it, but if I’d been older or more desperate, would I have?
I sat down in class with one minute to spare. I switched my phone to mute and tried to pay attention to the lesson. The instructor droned on about search algorithms and the math behind it. Something about it seemed important, but I was too focused on Norway, so I just stored it in the back of my mind. To be used later.
Class finished and I almost ran back to the parking lot. I had a lot of work to do and class assignments to catch up on. I was ashamed to admit I was falling behind. My mind wasn’t on my schoolwork and I was struggling.
It just wasn’t the same. Grace and I stuck together through everything and now she was gone. I’d tried calling her a few times, but she was always short if she did answer. Most of the time though, it went to voice mail.
The rest of our coven had scattered. Bianca had graduated. Sean and Michael had gone back to England. Kelsey had gone after them to study and be closer to Michael. Rory was distant after I risked my life to find out what the Poltergeist was after. Turns out, getting me to use her magic made it easier to taint the magic of those around me. Rory was the first to fall. He hadn’t been the same since.
Then there was Mandy and Rank. Things were strained between them and even more so with me. Under the influence of chaos magic, Rank told me he had feelings for me. Mandy didn’t blame me for it, but she didn’t take the news well either. I tried to give them their distance.
Unfortunately, that didn’t leave me a whole lot of people to talk to. There was my dad, but he was back out in Reno until our trip to Norway. And Rank’s Aunt Linda. But I barely knew her. I felt like I’d lost my whole support group.
There was Grim, the Weaver trapped in my Grimoire. I was still struggling to come to terms with the destruction he’d wrought when he human. Twelve Weavers had died because of him.
But if anyone knew how to find a Weaver who didn’t want to be found, it was him.
I reached my car and pulled out the keys. My car used to be a plain Toyota Celica. That one got trashed. My dad had given me one of his cars. A forest green Dodge Charger. I didn’t know the year or what was special about it. After hearing some guys drooling over it one afternoon, I knew the paint was custom and it had some other after factory modifications that made it desirable to gearheads. I’d had offers.
Cool. Dad gave me a car that me stand out like a sore thumb. I did like the car though. It was filled with his own protective spells so even though he was hundreds of miles away, I felt like he was with me.
Mom didn’t approve. “A car doesn’t make up for fifteen years of being a deadbeat,” she told me. She asked about him, though. I think, despite everything, they missed each other. I wasn’t about to play matchmaker though. Those two could figure it out or not. I was just happy to have them both in my life. They didn’t have to get along with each other.
Dad’s enchantments also had the added bonus of keeping would be thieves away from my car. Always nice on a college campus.
I threw my bag in the passenger seat and drove the few blocks to my apartment. Winter was in full effect and the clouds overhead looked like snow, or, more likely ice. If I was lucky, we would get a good snowfall and I could stay home from class tomorrow. Then I could spend a full day searching for Maria.
That is, if Grim couldn’t find anything.
When I got home, I pulled him from his spot on the shelf, in between Harry Potter and Lankmar, and set him on the couch.
He flipped open immediately.
“Oh, are you speaking to me again?” he wrote.
I rolled my eyes. “Don’t take that tone with me. I’ve been busy with school.”
“You’ve barely spoken to me since I told you what happened to all those people. I make you uncomfortable.”
“You’re being dramatic,” I said, even though I knew he was right.
“I just haven’t needed you,” I said. The lie even hurt me.
“Right. I’m only here when you need me. Never mind that I saved your life, and Grace’s, and your dad.”
“What, you want an award?” I asked. “You saved your own hide as much as ours. Or did you forget Wisteria Evans threw you in a fire and I burned my hands saving you?”
“And your hands recovered using a spell I taught you.”
I let out a sigh. This was getting us nowhere. “Can you help me or not?”
The pages fluttered, a sure sign that he was as exasperated as I was. “What do you need?” he wrote.
“Maria Halvorson,” I said. “We can’t find anything on her. Do you have a way we can, I dunno, find her phone number? An email address?”
“Depends on whether or not you’re okay using my dangerous, experimental magic.”
That was how twelve people had died. He liked to test magic he had no business using. But his experiments had saved my life. And I’d already sworn to him that in exchange for helping Grace, I would set him free from his prison. I didn’t even know how to do it, but I would try.
“What do you have in mind?” I asked. “You found my dad. Why should this be any different?”
“You were looking for a historian, not a specific person. You got lucky that your father is one. If you can’t find anything on her, how do you know she’s real?”
“I found some census records, but no current address or phone number. It’s like she doesn’t want to be found.”
“Huh,” he wrote. “I wonder why someone who’s guarding the source of all magic wouldn’t want to be found?”
“It’s not like I’m going to steal it,” I said, annoyed. Everybody thought I had plans to drain the Source so I could give it to the Leech, but the Leech was dead. Grace was only holding its magic.
“You’re not,” said Grim, “but someone else might. Let me do some thinking.”
“Alright,” I said. “I’ve got homework to catch up on and I’m starving.”
I left Grim to do his work while I went to my tiny kitchen and rustled up some food. There were a couple of frozen containers of soup in the freezer, a package of homemade tamales, and stuffed poblano peppers, courtesy of my mother. I also had some meal prep in the fridge. Potatoes and chicken and a white chili. Now that I was home alone most days with fewer people to talk to, I put more effort in my cooking. It wasn’t great. Mom’s was definitely better, but it was edible.
Tonight would be white bean chili. 
I put it in the microwave and went through my homework. A game project for one of my computer science classes and a paper due in two days. The paper would be harder for me so I opened up what I had.
A single sentence that I couldn’t remember writing. Something about the economic effects of peanuts. I closed my laptop. This was hopeless.
The microwave beeped. Saved by chili.
I doctored it with sour cream, fresh jalapenos, and a smattering of grated white cheddar. Maybe once I wasn’t focused on food, I could think about homework.
Just as I put the first spoonful to my lips, Grim’s pages sputter.
“Find something?” I asked, chewing around my dinner. I picked up my bowl and walked to him.
“Do not get that on me,” he wrote. “I’ve still got a hot sauce stain on my appendix.”
“I didn’t even know you had an appendix. You always just show me what I need.”
“Well, it’s there and you’ll get to see it once I get out of this damn thing.”
“What did you find?” I asked, keeping my dinner well away from him. “Do you know how to contact her?”
“There was a spell I initially thought about. A way to converse with another Weaver across great distances, but it requires you both to wear identical knit spells and it can cause severe migraines.”
“How severe?”
“Ingrid stabbed her own eye out with a knitting needle to end the pain,” he said.
“Ah. I’m sorry I asked.”
“I was sorry I cast it,” he said. He went silent for a few minutes. I stood there, looking at the empty pages of a book, eating my chili.
Finally, I asked, “Okay, what else do you have?”
“There are other communication spells,” he said. “They’re old and they haven’t been used in generations.”
“How old?”
“Older than me,” he said. “Maybe as old as the Leech. Unfortunately, we need something she’s Woven. And it’s less of communication and more of a wave.”
“I’d be waving to her across the ocean?” How the hell did that help me?
“After a fashion,” he said. “You’d be making her aware of your intent to speak. Then it’s up to her if she wants to open a line of dialog.”
“How will she know who I am?”
“That’s the second step of the spell. You would send a bit of your magic to her. You’re a conduit, so it shouldn’t be too much of a problem.”
“Shouldn’t,” I said, “but it could. What are some things that could happen?”
“You direct the wrong power,” he said. “Be sure no one’s around you when you open the connection, otherwise you’ll send corrupted magic.”
“That won’t be a problem.” My voice sounded hollow. “No one’s around me anymore. Everyone left.”
“Everyone?”
“Just about. It’s just you, me, and my dad as far as Weavers go. Mandy and Rank won’t come near me. Neither will Rory. Everyone else left town.”
“It is a bit dangerous living here,” he said. “You need more centralized governance.”
“Like Cutter?” I asked.
“Heavens no. More like the coven that trapped me in this book. I hate it and want out, but I understand why it was done. A centralized coven would be able to defend the weaker members of the group. That’s what they’re there for.”
“One thing at a time. Let’s save Grace. Then we can save the rest of Fayetteville. Now how do I get something made by Maria Halvorson?”






  
  Chapter two
Threads


Finding something made by a Weaver you don’t know is about as difficult as you would imagine. Grim and I stared at each other for a full five minutes before he wrote again. 
“I’ll have to get back to you on that.”
About what I figured. “Okay, well, I have homework. I’ve still got about a month before we fly out there.”
“I’ll do what I can. And, I know I’ve said it before, but I never intended for anyone to get hurt.”
Right. None of us ever did.
Well, that wasn’t entirely true. People like Cutter, the former leader of the Reno coven, meant for people to get hurt. Now he was trapped in a pair of sewing shears, hopefully stuck at the bottom of a gross toolbox somewhere.
My dad had driven by Cutter’s house in the desert once since Christmas. The paint was peeling, and the yard was overgrown. He tried to go inside, but the smell turned him away. Whatever magic had been released when Cutter was imprisoned, it made the house uninhabitable.
Fine by me. Cutter was a monster, and that house was creepy. As long as it didn’t leak into the surrounding area, I didn’t care what happened to him or his house of horrors.
I decided to call my dad before I started my homework.
“Hey, princess,” he said when he answered.
“No,” I said.
“I’ll figure it out.”
He was trying to come up with some kind of nickname or term of endearment to call me and, so far, he’d tried kiddo, sport, bug, mija, and princess. None of them worked for me. I imagined most of it was a matter of comfort. Neither of us were used to each other.
“I’m sure you will,” I said. “How are things out there?”
“Pemma and Ben are trying to cause some trouble, but we’re dealing with it.”
A chill went down my spine. Pemma and Ben were Cutter’s enforcers. Ben had beaten the absolute crap out of my dad and Pemma was just as cruel. Since Cutter’s disappearance, my dad had been trying to organize the Reno coven, make sure it didn’t fall into the same bad habits as before. 
Right now, there were three groups. Dad’s, Cutter’s, and a scattering of people who didn’t want anything to do with either. After years of tyranny and cruelty, who could blame them? My dad was trying to prove he wasn’t the same kind of man.
He was getting mixed results.
“Are you sure you should come to Norway with me?” I asked.
“Of course. A promise is a promise. Nana and the others can keep things on track for a few days. It’s not like I’ll be gone a month. What did you call about?”
“Do you know how we could find something Woven by Maria Halvorson? Grim thinks I might be able to get a message to her that way.”
“Interweaving?” he asked. “That hasn’t been done in over a century.”
“You’ve heard of it then?” I started to feel hopeful, but wary.
“Yeah, I know the process. Communication is so advanced these days, it’s hardly used.”
“Is it safe?”
“Yeah,” he said. “Perfectly safe. It’s how coven leaders would introduce their acolytes to new covens. It’s how they learned new spells and spread the coven’s line. Covens used to be families, primarily. With travel and expansion, it changed pretty drastically. I’ll see what we can come up with for Halvorson. She would be the one most receptive to a coven initiate.”
“Wow. Okay. That works. Let me know what you find.”
“Sure will. Sorry I didn’t mention it before.”
“We didn’t think she was going to be this hard to find.”
“No, we didn’t. You stay safe out there,” he said.
“Me? You’re the one dealing with Cutter’s lieutenants. I’m just studying computer science and procrastinating on papers.”
“You ever tried to Weave with your programming?”
“What? No. That’s not crafty. That’s just math.”
“Could say the same about automobile maintenance, but it works. Give some thought to it. I’ll talk to you soon. Love you.”
“Love you too,” I said. 
The call ended and I had more questions than when I called before. Weaving with programming. Was that even possible? Dad did it all the time with his cars. The Charger was practically fortified with it.
I’d have to think about it later. I really needed to get that paper done. Otherwise, there’d be hell to pay.
Homework kept me up late into the night. I had class early the next day. Thankfully, I no longer had work at the mall. I’d quit right on Black Friday. My boss hated me for it, but I couldn’t balance work, school, and magic. I had to pick two. 
I chose what was most important to me. Now it felt like I was having to choose again. Grace and magic? Magic and school? School and Grace? It was only a little while longer and then, one way or another, it wouldn’t matter.
We just had to find Maria Halvorson.
Grim rattled from his spot on the shelf as I was getting ready for class. I flopped him onto the couch.
“Make it quick,” I said. “I’m running late.”
“Maria Halvorson has sold several of her pieces for exhibit,” he said. “If you could find where that exhibit is, you could reach out to her.”
“Why hasn’t it come up in my searches?” I asked. “And why wouldn’t my dad know about it? He’s a historian after all. He’s the one who gave me her name.”
“They’re not displayed with her name. Just labeled as Norwegian knits.”
“Okay,” I said, crossing my arms. “How do you know about them? It’s not like you have access to a computer in there.”
“No, I don’t,” he admitted, “but I do have access to the combined knowledge of a hundred years of Evans Weavers and one of them saw the display thirty years ago.”
“Thirty years ago? How old is Halvorson?”
“No idea,” he said, “but the name of the display was Traditional Crafts of Scandinavia. Find where it is, and you’ll be able to get to one of her pieces.”
“I’ve got to get to class. I’ll look when I have time. You behave while I’m out.”
“You know, you don’t have to leave me here all day. I could go with you.”
“And have you whispering in my head all day? No thanks. People already think I’m weird.”
It was true. They didn’t think I heard them, but I did. Whispers about how I found the others at Monte Ne. Destruction at the mall. Strange things that always happened to me or around me.
“You don’t have to answer. It gets too quiet around her. Your books don’t talk.”
“Did Wisteria’s?”
“No,” he said, “but that was a pretty tense relationship as is. You’re a lot nicer.”
“I’ll think about it.”
It would be nice to have someone to talk to during the day. I was so used to hanging out with Grace in between classes. And Rory. Could I have been that
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