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        Can Juniper and Senna find love while telling ghost stories?

        After a bad break-up, witch Juniper is left to pick up the pieces. Luckily, she doesn’t have to do it on her own. She has her cheeky ferret familiar and her best friend Senna to help her move on. But as time goes on, some of the lines blur between them and Juniper is left questioning if she has caught feelings for her best friend.
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        Ghost Story Witch is part of the Cobblestone Coven series and contains a complete sapphic romance and a happy ever after. It's a light-hearted witchy paranormal rom-com between two women. It has familiars with minds of their own and is set in a modern world where magic is open and abundant.
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      Juniper

      I leaned closer towards the bathroom mirror, adding lots of my girlfriend's black eyeshadow around my eyes until it covered the entire socket. It looked a little ridiculous and this smoky black was definitely not my colour but if I was going to look like a panda, I had to commit to the bit. A simple onesie wasn't a costume and I wasn't going to be caught at a Halloween party without a proper costume.

      I grabbed my wand lying next to my mascara and pointed it at the top shelf of the cabinet that I could never reach.

      “Light as air, ignore gravity, come and float on over to me,” I changed while focusing on the perfume I only wore on special occasions.

      The red bottle floated towards me, making it easy to snatch it out of the air. It was so handy being a witch.

      I spritzed my neck and wrists, smiling as the smell of strawberries filled the room. It was easily my favourite perfume but it was far too expensive to wear daily.

      A puff of smoke appeared on my right and Bandit fell out of it, squeaking happily as he landed on the sink with his furry ferret feet. His light brown coat looked shiny and fluffy, and there was always so much joy in his black eyes.

      “What are you doing?” he asked as he jumped up like there were springs in his legs.

      “I’m dressing up for Halloween. We do this every year, don’t you remember?”

      He stood up and wobbled his snout. “Is today when we get gifts?”

      I held back a snort. Ferrets were adorable familiars but not always the smartest. That didn’t stop me from absolutely adoring Bandit. He brought me joy like nothing and nobody else.

      “No, that’s Christmas. Halloween is the night we dress up and eat lots of sweets,” I reminded him.

      “Sweets!” He jumped up even higher, almost catapulting himself off the sink. “I love sweets!”

      “If you put on the little vest I bought for you, you’ll get lots of sweets,” I said, grabbing the ferret-sized panda jacket. It was a little silly but my girlfriend hadn’t wanted to wear matching costumes so this would have to do.

      Bandit ran two circles, knocking my lipstick to the ground. “I love dressing up!”

      “You’ll have to sit still for a moment then.”

      My ferret familiar did his best to sit nicely but I could feel his body vibrate with excitement and energy. He squirmed a little when I put the jacket on him but seemed happy enough when I tickled his soft belly.

      So easy to please.

      “How do I look?” he asked as he posed in front of the mirror, moving back and forth as if he was trying to look at himself without his reflection getting in the way.

      I leaned in and gave his head a kiss. “You look super cute.”

      “I am the cutest,” he agreed, looking pleased with himself.

      The sound of heels on the wooden floor made me look up. Marceline's reflection appeared in the mirror, joining the two of us.

      I picked up Bandit and held him out. “Look! The jacket fits him perfectly.”

      She didn’t smile back. "We need to talk."

      "Okay. Now? We're going to be late," I said as I grabbed my perfume and spritzed some on while I still remembered.

      Marcy looked at Bandit. “Can you give us a moment?”

      A bad feeling settled in my stomach, This talk couldn’t be good if she was sending my familiar away.

      I kissed Bandit’s head again. “There are sweets in the kitchen cupboard.”

      “Sweets!”

      He squeaked in excitement and disappeared in a puff of smoke, leaving me alone with Marceline who looked oddly serious. It was making my stomach flipflop and not in a good way.

      She sighed as she leaned against the bath. "I can’t do this."

      "What? But you promised you’d go to this Halloween party with me. You know how much I love them."

      She pursed her lips. "Not the party. Us."

      "I'm not following."

      "Let's break up, Juniper."

      The perfume bottle almost slipped out of my hand. I set it on the counter, my thoughts racing a mile a minute. Was this a prank? A joke? I heard the words but I didn't understand them.

      I looked around the bathroom, searching for a camera or phone. Was I in one of those viral trend videos?

      It didn't seem that way, not based on the detached look on Marceline's face. Her eyes were dull and there was an exhaustion in them, like she couldn't be bothered to have this conversation.

      "Why?" I managed to squeak out.

      "It's just not working," she replied. "I don't see a future with you."

      "That makes no sense. We've got plans."

      Annoyance flit across her face. "Can you forget about that damned Halloween party for one second?"

      "I'm not talking about the party. We said we would travel together, get married, have kids. What's changed?"

      "I simply don't feel like it anymore." Marceline turned her back to me and left the bathroom, as if the conversation was over.

      I followed her out, almost tripping over the mat. "What the heck? How can you say that?"

      "Can we not turn this into a big drama, please?"

      "You better believe I'm going to turn it into a big drama. When did you start feeling this way?"

      Marceline shrugged. "A while ago."

      "And you didn't tell me?"

      "What's the difference if I told you now or then?"

      "We could've fixed whatever was bothering you."

      "There's nothing to fix." She paused in the living room, her hand gripping the couch tightly. "I'm simply not in love with you anymore. I'm sorry."

      "Is there someone else?" I whispered, the suspicion stirring up in my stomach. Her silence was everything. "There is someone else."

      Her shoulders slacked. "Fine. If you must know, I did catch feelings for someone else."

      "Who?"

      "Does it really matter?"

      A chill ran through my veins. I recognised the tone of voice, it was the same as whenever she deflected previous suspicions of mine. She always said it was nothing, that it was just a friend, that I was having an overactive imagination.

      Over and over, I'd silenced the little voice in the back of my mind and tamped down the sparks of dread in my gut. I should've known better.

      My eyes started stinging with tears and I brushed them away. "If you were going to break up with me, why did you even get dressed up?"

      Marceline didn't answer right away. Instead, she grabbed her handbag and rummaged through it a bit, the way she would when she was getting ready to leave the house.

      My stomach dropped. "You're celebrating Halloween with her?"

      "You don't own the holiday, you know?" she snapped. She didn't even sound like the Marceline I knew.

      I went over to her, grabbing her arm to try and stop her from checking her handbag. "Stop it, you're being cruel."

      She shrugged me away. "I'm not trying to be."

      "Then why are you breaking up with me now? Today, of all days?"

      "I just didn't want to hang out with all your friends, be in all your pictures, you know. I didn't want to go through all the hassle if I was going to break up with you anyway." She looked at me, her green eyes so crystal clear and hard. "There's never a good time to break up. I was trying to be kind by not taking one more holiday from you."

      The tears burst free, no matter how hard I tried to keep them in. "It doesn't feel kind."

      Marceline let go off her handbag and reached her arms around me, wrapping me up like she'd done so many times. "I'm sorry, June. I really am."

      I almost relaxed in her embrace but while my heart was crumpling, my pride flared up. I pushed her away while drying my eyes.

      She didn't deserve to see me cry.

      "If you want to leave, just leave. I don't want your pity," I said, surprised by how firm I sounded despite the shake in my voice.

      Concern flickered through Marceline's eyes. "I really am sorry. I didn't mean for this to happen."

      "If you're going to give me excuses, at least come up with a better one," I bit back, turning away so I didn't have to watch her leave. I didn't know what it meant for our rent or all our stuff but that didn't matter to me.

      I just wanted her gone so I could let the devastation inside me out before it ripped free in front of her.

      There was a bit of silence behind me before I heard the sound of her retreating heels. There was the jingle of her keys by the door, another pause, a really long pause.

      "You should check your phone, I told Senna to message you. I figured you might want your best friend around," Marceline said eventually. There was finally some emotion in her voice.

      I squeezed my hands into balls, not daring to speak. I didn't want to let the desperate and angry thoughts out while she was still here.

      The door clicked into the lock and the silence swallowed me.
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      The doorbell was the most jarring sound, a break in the silence in a flat that used to be filled with joy and laughter. At least, that was how I’d seen our life together. Clearly, we had very different opinions on it.

      I hadn’t even seen the break-up coming.

      The ring chimed through the flat again and Bandit gave me a little nip on my hand, reminding me that I should really answer the door. I put the ferret on my shoulder as I got up from the couch, lost in a haze of thoughts.

      A small part of me hoped that it would be Marceline on the other side, that she’d somehow changed her mind and was here to beg for forgiveness. I was a fool for even entertaining that thought.

      As expected, it wasn’t Marcy. Instead, my best friend stood in the hallway dressed as a pirate with lots of rags, fake jewels, and an eye patch. She’d clearly been getting ready for the costume party.

      “I came as fast as I could,” Senna said, the concern clear in her voice and her only visible eye.

      I stepped aside to let her in, somewhat comforted by the presence of Bandit.

      “Marcy broke up with us,” he chimed as he sat up on my shoulder. “And it’s not a prank because it’s not prank day. It’s costume day.”

      Senna let out a sigh. “I’m sorry, Bandit.”

      “It’s okay. Marcy didn’t let me eat sweets for breakfast.”

      I smiled somewhat as I reached up to pet him. “I don’t let you eat sweets either, silly boy.”

      He hopped down onto my hands, confident that I would catch him. “But you play with me. Marcy is mean for making you cry. I hate her. I never want to see her again!”

      He disappeared in his puff of smoke, no doubt finding himself a dark spot to hide. Poor thing. He was taking the break-up hard which wasn’t a surprise, I’d seen how often he and Marcy would cuddle up together.

      “He’s going to miss her, huh?” Senna prompted.

      I nodded. “Yeah, he’s just lashing out.”

      “What about you? Do you need to rant?”

      “No, I’m okay,” I replied, changing my statement when she raised an eyebrow. I didn’t know why I was bothering with denial, it was pretty clear I wasn’t okay. “Fine, I’m not okay. I didn’t even know she was so unhappy.”

      Senna held out her arms, making the bangles and armbands clatter. “You need a hug? A loud hug?”

      I shook my head. “No, I might cry again and I'm already dehydrated. Sorry, that sounded dramatic, didn't it?”

      “You're allowed to be! So what happened?” she asked as we returned to the living room.

      “I told you. She broke up with me,” I said, sitting back down on the couch. It felt weird to be in our flat as if nothing happened, as if Marcy hadn’t just packed a bag and was going to come back for the rest of her stuff later.

      Senna settled on the arm chair. “Yeah, I got that. But how? Why?”

      “She's in love with someone else.”

      “Shit. Is it that coworker of hers?”

      “Probably, yes. She made that same face whenever I brought her up in the past.”

      I should have known.

      “What a piece of trash she is,” Senna muttered, adding some more insults that didn't seem like they were meant for my ears.

      I appreciated her anger, more than she would ever understand.

      My hands tightened around my arms. “I should've trusted my gut. I knew something was off but I just ignored it. I almost convinced myself the secrecy and weird vibes were because she was going to propose.” It sounded so deluded now it left my mouth. If I'd voiced these thoughts out loud earlier, would I have heard just how hard I was in denial?

      Compassion mixed with pity on Senna’s face. “Ouch.”

      “Yeah, I'm a fool.”

      “You're not a fool,” Senna stated firmly, her hand landing on mine. She gave it a squeeze.

      “Repeat after me. You're not a fool.”

      “You're not a fool,” I quipped, pleased that my sense of humour hadn't gone out the door with Marcy.

      Senna tutted. “At least you can still make jokes.”

      “They say humour is born out of misery,” I added, an awfully pessimistic statement for me. So much for my eternal optimism. Always seeing things on the bright side was apparently the same thing as putting blinders on.

      I took a deep breath, trying to ground myself. I was going to need to have a thorough chat with my deities later, that much was clear. I could use a bit of fortitude and cheering up.

      “I like your outfit,” I said, hoping to change the topic. “Why a pirate?”

      “It seemed fun. And I'm good at the accent.”

      “No, you're not.”

      She held her hand up, her finger curved like a hook. “Yarrrrr, I am. Don't be underestimating me, matey!”

      I almost snorted. “Don't do that accent up in the Highlands. You'll insult everyone there.”

      “I actually think it's meant to be an accent from the south shore.”

      “That would make a lot more sense.”
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