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The Ghost Therapist – Season Four

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: The Hotel That Doesn’t Sleep
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The Hotel That Doesn’t Sleep, Charleston, South Carolina – Summer

The city breathed history.

Brick alleyways. Moss-draped oaks. Balconies that creaked in rhythm with the wind. Everything in Charleston felt... alive. 

But some things weren’t. Some things lingered.

And Latrice knew the difference.

She had arrived that afternoon to speak at a writers’ conference—her first since The Ghost Therapist was published. She wasn’t famous.

1.

But the stories... the voices... had made their way into the world. Enough that people wanted to hear more.

Only she hadn’t heard anything in months.

No whispers.

No flickers.

No Tasha.

She had started to think it was over. The gift. The burden. The channel.

Until she stepped into Room 307 of The Hampton House Hotel—one of Charleston’s oldest historic inns.

And felt the wall hum.

She dropped her bag onto the antique chair and scanned the room: high ceiling, carved wood dresser, a mirror framed in wrought iron. The bed was too perfect. Not a wrinkle. Not a single speck of dust. Like someone was pretending no one had ever died in it.

But Latrice knew better.

There’s a certain pressure in haunted places. A weight behind the silence.

She sat on the bed, the mattress creaking beneath her, and stared at the wall near the bathroom. Her hand hovered above her bag, unsure whether to reach for her journal.

Then she heard it.

A hum.

Not a melody.

A vibration.

And a voice.

But this one didn’t whisper.

It sputtered.

“She shouldn’t have opened the window...

...she always opens the window...”

Latrice stood. Her breath caught in her throat.

“Who are you?” she asked.

No answer.

Just the sound of water dripping. Except... the faucet wasn’t on.

She turned slowly to the bathroom. The door was open. The mirror was fogged, even though there’d been no shower.

She stepped closer.

Three words appeared in the fog—etched slowly, as if by an invisible fingertip:

“TELL HER STORY”

Latrice whispered, “Whose?”

The room went cold.

And the voice returned.

“The girl with the drowned lungs...

...she’s still under the bed.”

Latrice froze. Not metaphorically.

Literally. Her body wouldn’t move.

Something was under the bed.

Not crawling. Not grabbing. Watching.

She couldn’t see it. But it could see her.
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Chapter 2: The Girl in the Well
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2.

“Some don’t die with screams... they die with silence full of water.”

Latrice didn’t sleep.

She sat curled in the hotel armchair, her journal gripped tight, eyes locked on the antique bed that now felt like a sealed tomb. Nothing moved beneath it. But the air was wrong. Dense. Cold. Saturated.

Like it had been soaked in memory.

And then, at exactly 3:07 AM—her room number—the voice returned.

Feminine.

Young.

Broken.

“They said I slipped.

But I didn’t.

He pushed me.”

Latrice opened her journal, hands trembling, flipping to a blank page.

“What’s your name?” she whispered.

A long pause.

Then: “Mirabel.”

“Mirabel what?”

“Mirabel Augustine. I was eleven.”

Latrice’s pen shook.

“It was summer. We played in the garden. I wore a yellow dress. The well behind the chapel... I wasn’t supposed to go near it. But I did.”

Another pause.

“I trusted him. I told him about the secret tree where I hid my poems.

He said he’d read them.

Instead... he said I needed to learn to be quiet.”

Latrice’s throat burned. “Who was he?”

The mirror in the bathroom fogged again. But this time... not with words.

With a handprint.

Small. Slender. Pressed from the inside.

Tears welled in Latrice’s eyes.

“I hit the stones. I tried to scream.

The water came fast.

The world went black.

But I still heard them talking above me.

They said I ran away.

But I never left the garden.”

Latrice looked down at the floor. The bed. The silence.

“She’s still under the bed. “Not her body. Her fear.

“I never got to finish my poem,” the voice whimpered.

And that’s when it happened.

The humming returned. This time it was melodic—like a child humming to herself, trying to stay brave.

Latrice flipped the page.

She began to write a poem she had never heard... as it came to her from a soul still drowning in time:

“The wind doesn’t talk in wells,

But I do. The stones don’t bleed,

But I did. The sun won’t find me,

But maybe you will. Tell them I was not silent.

Tell them I was singing.” 
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Chapter 3: The Chapel and the Yellow Dress
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3.

“Sometimes the ground doesn’t hold graves—it holds secrets that never learned how to rot.”

The garden behind the chapel wasn’t marked on any map.

It wasn’t part of the hotel tour, or the conference packet. Latrice only found it because Mirabel told her in a dream. A girl’s whisper, threaded through dripping leaves and a summer breeze that tasted like iron.

“It’s behind the old chapel. With the broken bell. The garden where they lied.”

She followed it.

Through a wrought iron gate.

Past the overgrown azaleas.

To a stone path swallowed by moss.

The chapel was a crumbling monument—brick weathered by centuries, ivy curling around stained-glass windows too faded to catch light. A bell tower rose like a broken finger pointing at a God who never answered.

And behind it: the garden.

Not flowers. Not vegetables.

But overgrowth.

Roots. Thorns. Vines that slithered like memory.

And in the middle of it all... the well.

Short. Stone. Sealed with rusted iron. Latrice’s breath caught. It didn’t look haunted. But her bones knew better.

––––––––
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She stepped forward, notebook in hand, journal pressed against her chest like armor. She circled the well slowly. Something was etched in the stone—barely visible beneath dirt and moss.

She knelt down and traced the lines with her thumb.
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