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Can ex-lovers find their way back to one another while Samhain allows a desperate person to do about anything to connect?

A reluctant medium turned writer, Dmitri Terron, hates Samhain and the spirits invading his life. He follows the Druid path, creating wards and barriers to keep out the ghosts. Even with these barriers in place, an unexpected spirit enters his home. It's his ex-boyfriend, Zackary Kendrick who is scared and relieved to find Dmitri. 

Needing to learn what happen, Dmitri pushes past his personal barriers to help. Zack's physical body rests in a coma. A piece of Zack's soul needs to reunite with his body or all is lost.

*Author’s Note*: There are some minor changes to grammar and word choices. Other than minor changes at the beginning, the story remains the same. Hope you enjoy their story.
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This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer-to-peer program, for free or for a fee. Such action is illegal and in violation of Copyright Law.

NO AI/NO BOT. We do not consent to any Artificial Intelligence (AI), generative AI, large language model, machine learning, chatbot, or other automated analysis, generative process, or replication program to reproduce, mimic, remix, summarize, or otherwise replicate any part of this creative work, via any means: print, graphic, sculpture, multimedia, audio, or other medium. We support the right of humans to control their artistic works. 

Unexpected Spirit is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Second Ebook Publication & Copyright © October 2025 by FatCat Books Ink

Formatting/Cover design – FatCat Books Ink

Attention Readers: This book uses US English.
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* IF YOU DARE TO STEAL the creative heart and work of a writer, a ghost will haunt you forever. *
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Chapter 1
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Dreading what the upcoming night would heap upon him, Dmitri Terron stared outside the front window of his log cabin. While he rejoiced in the celebrations of these two major celebrations of the druidic calendar, he also cursed them for the potential trouble they caused him. 

Things needed to be done to become ready for the celebrations. Regardless how he felt, he couldn’t ignore the celebrations. Not on his land. Not with his abilities. 

“So be it. Blessed guardians and goddesses, protect me on this day,” he whispered.

Leaving the window, he went across the cabin toward a back room that he turned into his workroom. There was a long worktable with several lower shelves and cabinets. Above the table and along the opposite wall, there were even more shelves, hooks, and cabinets. Each one held something important to his druidic work.

“Mrrow.” The soft sound came from the small tuxedo cat curled up on a round fluffy bed. The cat lifted his head and blinked his greenish eyes. A deep rhythmic purr filled the quiet room. This was one of his four cats, all siblings from the same litter. 

“Hello, Finn.” Dmitri scratched the cat behind one ear. The purring increased in speed and sound.

Finn bumped his soft head against Dmitri’s fingers. He acknowledged the low level hum of anxiety that ran through Dmitri.

“Just need to gather my tools. Can’t hide from the day.”

After another head bump and rub, Finn stood in the round bed, stretched out his front paws, and reversed to his back paws. His long tail swished. Turning, he settled into an upright sitting position to watch over Dmitri’s movements.

Placing the thick basket woven from strips of oak and birch by his own hands, Dmitri gathered the necessary supplies. Candles. Small cauldron pot. Smudge sticks. Athame. Birch wand. Box of matches. Bottle of purified moon water. Ceramic jar filled with dirt gathered under a full moon. 

Natural elements. Strong elements. Clean elements.

This was his protection from his abilities. 

Gifted — or cursed — with the ability to converse with those passing through to the Otherworld or lingering within the mortal world due to various reasons, he was hounded by the spirits for years. Never alone. Never quiet. And feeling like he was going insane. Some thought he was insane.

Due to all the treatments from others and some nastier spirits, Dmitri ended up with aggravated problems. 

He breathed deep and slow at the thought of what happened to him. The hospital mental ward. The asylum. The so-called treatments. It continued until some members of his family fought the medical and legal barriers to get him a hearing. There he proved to a series of doctors, thanks to the spirits of their loved ones appearing and telling him secrets only the doctor and their family would know what happened. Released from the asylum, he tried to return to a ‘normal’ home, life, and routine.

None of it worked.

Panic attacks tore through his mind.

Agoraphobia kept him isolated in a house that wasn’t welcoming thanks to his mother who didn’t understand anything happening to him. His mother remained cold toward him throughout his childhood. He didn’t expect anything more from her. At least she opened the door and let him stay there, though it was in the old empty wing of the house. Still, he had a place to stay. It was more of a prison thanks to the agoraphobia.

Until he received an unexpected visit from three cousins when his mom was gone for an extended ‘holiday.’ His cousins relayed some information that changed his life.

Thanks to a pair of loving aunts and grandfather, he was left with a well-funded trust and estate. They were from his father’s side of the family, who had the ability to speak to the spirits. His aunts initiated the fight against the medical and legal issues for him. Then his cousins continued the fight until he was released. Two of them also had the gift, but not strong like him. They placed a contract on the table and explained about the trust along with the family’s financial advisor. It was something his mother could never touch.

With support from his cousins, the advisor, and the trust, he created a safe place on a few acres of land near the forest. Now he had his cabin with two bedrooms, a single bathroom, an open floorplan with a large fireplace for the living and kitchen area. He added an extra-large room off the back mudroom along with the wrap-around porch. With everything in place, he left the world of the living and went into isolation. Except for his cousins. They wouldn’t leave him completely alone in the world and they often brought delicious desserts.

Over time, he worked on rebuilding his life. First, he faced the horrific panic attacks that attacked without reason. Then there was the actual thought of stepping past the protected threshold of his home. Living on the outskirts of the neighborhood, he made sure his cabin was the farthest home set deep inside the quiet forest. He craved the silence of the forest that acted as a shield against the spirits who could find him. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





