
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          I Live with Dead Witches

        

        
        
          Amna Waseem

        

        
          Published by Amna Waseem, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      I LIVE WITH DEAD WITCHES

    

    
      First edition. September 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Amna Waseem.

    

    
    
      Written by Amna Waseem.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Amna Waseem

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Whispers from the Lavender Valley

          
        
          
	          The Rebel Gloves of the Enchanted Kingdom

          
        
          
	          Leaf and Learn Color Book

          
        
          
	          The Cosmic Adventure of Paanwala

          
        
          
	          The Explorer's Gift

          
        
          
	          The Daughter of Rangrez

          
        
          
	          Moon Keepers

          
        
          
	          Echoes and Sketches

          
        
          
	          Faces in Clay

          
        
          
	          Gulab's Longing

          
        
          
	          My Coffee Whirls

          
        
          
	          Children of Spirit: A Kid's Guide to World Religions

          
        
          
	          The Sea Remembers

          
        
          
	          I Live with Dead Witches

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter One: Breakfast Spells and Broomstick Bickering
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I WOKE UP TO THE SOUND of my dead grandmother threatening to turn my dead mother into a toad. Again.

“Don’t you dare wave that spoon at me, Mumtaz!” Mum shrieked, her ghostly form hovering above my bed like a furious cloud of lavender perfume and regret.

“Oh please, Shabana,” Grandma snapped, “you couldn’t even turn a potato into mash when you were alive!”

I groaned and pulled the blanket over my head. “Can you two not hex each other before breakfast?”
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