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The Ghost Therapist – Season 9

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.
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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 folded neatly, tucked inside a cream-colored envelope with gold trim, the kind used for weddings or graduations. 

But this wasn’t a celebration. 

Not in the traditional sense.

Latrice held the letter in her hands like it might dissolve. 

The handwriting was elegant, unfamiliar, and trembling with emotion.

It was from Tasha’s aunt—someone Latrice had never met.

But who had heard of her through the stories that traveled, like whispers between the living and the grieving.

“We are gathering in Dubai for two weeks to honor Tasha. 

We would be honored if you and your sons would join us.”

Latrice read the line over and over. 

Her fingers traced the ink like it might lead her to Tasha herself.

Grief doesn’t pack neatly. 

It spills into every corner of a suitcase, hiding between socks and sunscreen.

The type of clinging to a static free summer yellow dress. 

Latrice stood in her bedroom, staring at the open luggage on her bed. 

Her sons, Pilot and Race, were in their rooms, pretending not to be watching her every move.

She picked up a framed photo of Tasha—the one from Costa Rica, where the sun had caught her smile just right. 

That trip had been a turning point. 

A spiritual reckoning. 

A goodbye that never quite felt finished.

Now, Dubai.

A place she’d only seen in movies and travel magazines. A

place of gold and glass, of desert winds and ancient prayers. 

A place where Tasha’s family would gather not to search, but to remember.

“Mom,” Pilot said, leaning in the doorway. 

“Are we really going?”

Latrice looked up. 

His voice was steady, but his eyes were searching.

“Yes,” she said. 

“We are.”

He nodded, then disappeared down the hall. 

She could hear Race voice—soft, questioning. 

They were talking about Tasha. 

They always did, in their own way.

That night, Latrice sat at the edge of her bed, the suitcase half-packed beside her. 

She lit a candle and whispered a prayer—not for answers, but for presence. 

For the strength to walk into a new chapter of grief with open hands.

She didn’t know what Dubai would bring. 

But she knew this: 

Tasha’s story wasn’t finished. 

And neither was theirs.
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Chapter 2: Flight into the Unknown 
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2.

The airport was a blur of motion—rolling suitcases, murmured announcements, and the scent of coffee and jet fuel. 

Latrice moved through it like someone walking underwater. 

Her two sons pranked her, each carrying a backpack stuffed with headphones, snacks, and the weight of what they couldn’t say.

They were flying halfway across the world to honor someone who had vanished from it.

As they waited at the gate, Latrice watched the planes take off, each one a symbol of departure. 

She thought about how grief was like flying: you leave the ground.

And then unsure of where you’ll land, trusting something invisible to hold you up.

Pilot leaned over and whispered.

“Do you think we’ll feel her there?”

Latrice didn’t answer right away. 

She looked at his face—older than it should be, shaped by loss and resilience.

“I think she’s already with us,” she said.

The flight was long—nearly fourteen hours. 

Time stretched and folded like origami. 

Latrice drifted in and out of sleep, her dreams filled with desert winds and golden light.

She saw Tasha standing in the dunes, her hair lifted by the breeze.

And her eyes full of something, Latrice couldn’t name with words.

Race watched movies, Pilot journaled quietly, and Latrice prayed.

Not for safety. For clarity.

They landed in Dubai just after sunset. 

The city shimmered like a mirage—skyscrapers glowing against the night sky.

The call to prayer echoing through the air like a heartbeat.

Customs. Baggage claim. 

A car waiting with a driver holding a sign that read: Latrice & Family.

The ride to the hotel was silent. 

Outside the window, the city pulsed with life—markets, mosques, and the endless rhythm of people moving forward.

Inside the car, Latrice held her sons’ hands. 

She didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. 

But she knew this: they had arrived. 

And the journey had truly begun.
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Chapter 3: First Impressions 
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3.

The hotel lobby was a cathedral of light—marble floors gleaming beneath crystal chandeliers.

The scent of oud lingering in the air like memory. 

Latrice stepped inside and felt the weight of the journey settle into her shoulders. 

Her sons followed, wide-eyed and quiet, absorbing the grandeur.

Dubai was unlike anything they had imagined.

It was ancient and futuristic, sacred and extravagant. 

It was a city built on contradictions, and Latrice felt herself becoming one of them.

A woman approached them with a warm smile and open arms. 

She wore a flowing abaya embroidered with silver thread; her eyes lined with kohl and kindness.

“You must be Latrice,” she said. 

“I’m Layla—Tasha’s aunt.”

Latrice nodded, her throat tight. 

Layla embraced her gently, then turned to the two boys.

“You look just like the stories,” she said, touching Race cheek.

“Tasha spoke of you often.”

The words landed like a blessing.

They were escorted to their suite—three rooms overlooking the Persian Gulf, the water shimmering like glass. 
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