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The Ghost Therapist – Season 

Created By Dionne Fields

New web series & podcast about an angry ghost name: Ta’sha.

She moved next door into my bedroom walls on August 8, 2020. 

Every night, between the hours of 1:00 am – 5:00 am this an angry ghost never stops talking through my bedroom walls.

“Based on true events” 

The Ghost Therapist – Season 100 & Episode 10

You can hear the real-life ghost talking in the background.

[image: ]

Most of the children’s ghosts, don’t like to leave my bedroom they feel connected to the life they had, before they died.

I have helped thousands of babies and kids to crossover to their eternal souls in the afterlife in heaven, among angels, family and friends.

The kids’ ghosts, like to ask me questions about how their mom and dad is doing? 

since they are no longer with them.

https://youtu.be/K9JhMSJmeQI?si=_YeyEM1cA2U-Mt3Q
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Chapter 1: Packing Grief 
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1.

The invitation arrived on a Tuesday. 

It was tucked between a grocery store flyer and a credit card offer.

An envelope thick and cream-colored, the handwriting elegant and unfamiliar. 

Latrice turned it over in her hands, sensing the weight of something more than paper. 

She didn’t open it right away. 

She didn’t need to. 

She already knew it was about Tasha.

It had been eight years since Tasha vanished. 

Not died—at least not officially. Just gone. 

A girl-shaped absence that had stretched across seasons and cities.

Now, across birthdays and holidays, across the fragile scaffolding of memory. 

Latrice had never met her in life. 

But she had met her in dreams.

The letter was from Tasha’s mother, inviting Latrice and her two sons. 

To join the family in Costa Rica for a two-week vacation and memorial.

“To honor her life,” the letter read.

“To remember her joy. To let her go.”

Latrice sat with the letter in her lap, her fingers tracing the inked loops of Tasha’s name.

She thought of the dreams—the ones where Tasha stood barefoot in the surf, her hair wet with salt, her eyes wide and knowing. 

She thought of the whispers that came in the quiet hours, the way her therapist’s chair sometimes felt like a séance circle.

She folded the letter and called her sons.

“We’re going to Costa Rica,” she said.

They looked up from their phones, blinking.

“Is this one of your ghost things?” her youngest asked.

“Sort of,” she said. 

“But also, a family thing. 

A healing thing.”

They didn’t ask more. 

They were used to her language of in-betweens.

The suitcase lay open on the bed like a question. 

What do you pack for a trip that’s part vacation, part celebration of life? 

Latrice moved through her room slowly, choosing clothes that breathed, shoes that could walk long distances.

A journal with a leather cover, and her white bible with her silver plated cross.

She paused at her bookshelf, fingers grazing the spines of grief memoirs and spiritual texts. 

She chose none. This story, she knew, would write itself.

In the boys’ room, she found them arguing over swim trunks and chargers. 

Normal things. Earthly things. 

She smiled, grateful for their grounding presence.

“Don’t forget your dress shoes,” she said. 

“There’s a memorial service.”

“For a ghost?” her eldest asked, not unkindly.

“For a girl,” she said. “For a daughter.”

That night, Latrice dreamed of Tasha again. 

She was standing at the edge of a rainforest, her hand outstretched, her voice a whisper carried on wind: “Come find me.”

Latrice woke with a start, heart pounding, the dream still clinging to her skin like mist.

She didn’t know what they would find in Costa Rica. But she knew they had to go.
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Chapter 2: Flight into the Unknown
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2.

The airport was a blur of motion—rolling suitcases, boarding calls, and the low hum of anticipation. 

Latrice moved through it all with a quiet steadiness, her sons trailing behind her like satellites. 

She had always found airports to be liminal spaces, thresholds between lives. 

This one felt especially so.

She clutched the itinerary in one hand and her passport in the other.

But her mind was elsewhere—on the dream, on the letter.

On the strange pull she felt toward a girl she had never met in the flesh. 

Tasha’s presence was already with her, like a whisper in the back of her mind.

“Mom,” her youngest said, tugging at her sleeve. 

“You’re doing that thing again.”

“What thing?”

“Staring into space like you’re talking to ghosts.”

Latrice smiled. “Maybe I am.”

The flight to Costa Rica was long but uneventful. 

Her two sons watched movies and played games, their laughter a comforting soundtrack. 

Latrice stared out the window, watching clouds drift like spirits across the sky. 

She thought about the families she had prayed for, the grief she had witnessed.

The healing she had provided with the seven midwives in Dubia.

Latrice pulled out her ghost therapist journal and began to write:

Tasha, I don’t know what you need from me. 

But I’m coming. I’m listening. I’m open.

She closed the journal and rested her hand on its cover. 

The plane dipped slightly as it began its descent, and her stomach fluttered—not from turbulence, but from something deeper.

They landed in San José just before sunset. 

The air was thick with heat and the scent of tropical flowers. 

A driver held a sign with her name, and soon they were winding through lush hills toward the coast.

The boys dozed in the back seat, their heads bobbing with the rhythm of the road.

Latrice watched the landscape shift—mountains giving way to jungle.

And the adventurous jungle giving way to ocean. 

The sky turned gold, then baby blue, she felt the veil between worlds thin.

She whispered into the night, “We’re here, Tasha.”

And somewhere, she felt the answer: I know.
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Chapter 3: First Impressions
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3.

The resort was nestled between jungle and sea, a place where the wild met the serene. 

Palm trees swayed in the breeze, their shadows dancing across the cobblestone paths. 

The air was thick with salt and hibiscus, and the sound of waves crashing against the shore echoed like a heartbeat.

Latrice stepped out of the van and took a deep breath. 

The energy here was different—alive, layered, humming with something unseen. 

Her sons stretched and looked around, already eyeing the pool and the beach beyond.

A woman approached, her face familiar from the photos in the letter. 

Tasha’s mother, Marisol. 

She wore a flowing white dress and a necklace with a small seashell pendant. 

Her eyes were tired but kind, and when she hugged Latrice.

It was with the weight of someone who had been holding grief for too long.

“Thank you for coming.

Marisol said: her voice soft but steady.

Latrice nodded. “Thank you for inviting us.”

Marisol led them through the resort, pointing out the rooms.

The dining area, the path to the beach. 

Other family members were arriving—cousins, uncles, a grandmother in a wheelchair. 

Each greeted Latrice with a mix of curiosity and quiet reverence. 

They knew who she was. They knew why she was here.

Their suite overlooked the ocean. 

As Latrice unpacked, she noticed how the room seemed to breathe—curtains fluttering, light shifting. 

She felt Tasha’s presence again, subtle but insistent.

That evening, the family gathered for a welcome dinner. 

Long tables were set under string lights, and the food was vibrant—grilled fish, tropical fruits, rice and beans seasoned with love. 

Laughter mingled with silence, and stories began to flow.

Marisol raised a glass. 

“To Tasha,” she said.

“To her light. 

To her memory.”

Everyone echoed the toast, and Latrice felt a ripple move through the group. 

A collective ache. 

A shared hope.

Later, as the night deepened and the stars emerged, Latrice walked alone to the edge of the beach. 

The moon hung low, casting silver across the waves. 

She closed her eyes and listened.

There it was again—a whisper, a name carried on the wind.

Tasha.

Latrice opened her eyes and whispered back, “I’m here.”

And the ocean answered with a wave that curled and broke gently at her feet.
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Chapter 4: The Empty Chair
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4.

The morning sun spilled across the breakfast patio, casting long shadows over the table set for twelve. 

But only eleven people sat down.

The twelfth chair remained empty.

It was a simple wooden seat, no different from the others, but its emptiness was loud.

Latrice noticed how no one looked directly at it, how the conversation skirted around it like a tide avoiding a rock. 

Even the children seemed to sense its weight, their laughter quieter, their movements more restrained.

Marisol sat across from Latrice, her hands wrapped around a mug of coffee. 

Her eyes flicked to the chair and then away, as if afraid that looking too long might summon something.

“She always sat there,” Marisol said quietly. 

“Every morning. She liked papaya and toast with honey.”

Latrice nodded, her heart aching with the intimacy of the detail. 

Grief lived in the small things—in breakfast routines, in favorite fruits, in the way a chair could become a remembrance

After breakfast, the family gathered in the lounge for a planning meeting.
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