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Blurb
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Wedding bells are ringing, and The Entity is in stealth mode.

MEREDITH AND HUNTER are about to get married when she can no longer feel the Entity. It’s frightening, but they have to keep living. They take a brief honeymoon and meet a new ghost before Brett frantically calls them back. The Entity has taken Chayse.

Meredith has no choice but to face off with The Entity now. With old friends and new allies, maybe they stand a chance against the Entity. Maybe.

Or maybe they’ll all be trapped inside Purgatory forever. It could go either way.

This novella wraps up Meredith’s arc, though it’s possible new adventures might await her in the future. 
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Chapter One
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“IN MY DAY, THERE WAS not such debauchery before a wedding.” Augusta announced that with a sniff, yet despite her prudish words, she seemed incapable of looking away from the television screen.

Meredith could sympathize, because she was having a difficult time looking away as well. Apparently, Chayse had decided she needed a stripper for her bachelorette party. Fortunately, at least from Meredith’s point-of-view, she hadn’t been able to scrounge one up that would come all the way to Three Crowns Inn in Crowder, Maine, so she’d settled for downloading a show from the Internet. Meredith supposed the young man was handsome enough, and he’d certainly spent some time building up all those muscles, but she couldn’t help thinking he looked too much like he was around Chayse’s age for her to truly appreciate the beefcake in front of her.

Besides, she had no need for that anyway. There wasn’t a stripper who could compare with Hunter. She much preferred his rugged, manly body and handsome features that were just the right age for her. She wasn’t about to refuse Chayse’s overture though, so she endured for the next ten minutes until the stripper routine had ended, and she clapped with feigned enthusiasm along with Carla, who she looked as bored as Meredith felt. 

Courtney looked a little better than she had, and her clap was polite enough, but Omarosa seemed to genuinely enjoy the show. The ghosts had mixed reactions. It was difficult to tell if Augusta was more appalled or intrigued, especially since she now had an idea of what was involved in the bedroom after Brey’s return to her life—or afterlife, as the case may be.

Lottie just seemed dismissive of it all, but Gemini was glued to the whole thing. When the show had finished, she fanned herself in a dramatic fashion. “There are some things I definitely miss about being alive.”

“You can find a ghostly lover,” said Chayse. 

Gemini looked glum. “If I can ever meet one.”

“How is your website for ghost dating coming along?” asked Meredith.

“It isn’t,” said Chayse with a hint of disappointment. “We just couldn’t figure out how to market it to ghosts or make it interactive for them. Gemini might have to visit a few places and meet some new ghosts if she wants to mingle while she’s single.”

“I haven’t committed to that yet, but it’s something to think about. I just don’t want to leave my home.”

“I don’t mind leaving at least for a couple of days for my honeymoon,” said Meredith with a smile. Just thinking about it sent a shiver down her spine. She and Hunter were going to Boston to stay in an old hotel there, but it was still something new and different, and it was the unofficial start of their new lives together. Not much else would change, aside from a piece of paper, and Hunter would permanently move into the inn with her. They were discussing what to do with his house, and he was considering renting it out, but he hadn’t firmly decided yet.

There was another aspect to their honeymoon too. It would be just the two of them, and absolutely no ghosts. Not that her friends were deliberately inconsiderate or violated their privacy without thought—except maybe Gemini upon occasion—but it would be nice to have Hunter to herself. Chayse and Brett were going to take care of Duncan for them while they were gone, and it was only a long weekend, but she hadn’t been so excited about a trip at any previous time she could recall. Certainly not her original honeymoon with Dirk, and not even their interesting nineteenth-anniversary trip down the West Coast.

“I can’t believe you’re getting married tomorrow,” said Carla. She didn’t seem to be feeling nostalgia about the thought. Rather, she seemed slightly perplexed, which made sense considering she was asexual and uninterested in sharing her life with anyone. “I have your muffin display ready to go.”

Meredith gave her a genuine smile, looking forward to the three tiers of muffins flavors they had selected from Carla, choosing that in lieu of a traditional wedding cake.

“Are you nervous?” That question came from Lottie. “You’ve only been single for a little while, and while Hunter is a good guy...” It was obvious she was feeling some anxiety, and it was reflected in her voice and expression.

Meredith wasn’t concerned or offended. She understood Lottie’s reservations about marriage, considering she’d been murdered by her husband. Meredith was certain that was unlikely to occur with Hunter, and she said, “If I had any fear of anyone murdering me after marriage, it would have been Dirk.” She laughed.

Carla blanched. “What? Why are you talking about murder and marriage?”

She blanched, realizing she’d forgotten her guests couldn’t see the ghosts for a moment. “Um, I suppose I was just musing about how different Hunter is from Dirk. If anyone would have murdered me, it would have been him.” She shut up abruptly, not wanting to make things worse.

As Carla continued to side-eye her, Courtney asked, “Did you ever settle the situation with him?” as Chayse circulated a tray of champagne. 

“That lout,” said Augusta with a snort. “He almost peed himself when he encountered Gemini.”

“I think he might have,” said Meredith before recalling her other guests weren’t aware of Augusta’s conversation, since they couldn’t see the ghost. Only she and Chayse realized there were more than the five of them at the party. It was unlike her to slip up, so it must be the third glass of champagne she’d had—leading her to set down the fourth one she’d just taken from her daughter.

“He might have what?” Courtney frowned, obviously confused.

She shook her head. “Sorry. My mind is wandering from the champagne. I think he might have given up. He sent a threatening letter, but I had my attorney draft one in response pointing out how little I took in the settlement and threatening to reopen that for negotiation if Dirk really wanted to push things.” She’d actually been astonished to receive even the threatening letter from Dirk’s law firm, both because he’d encountered a ghost while at Three Crowns Inn, which made it unlikely he’d ever return in person, and because she’d been surprised he could afford the retainer with his shady business dealings causing his empire to crumble around him. She had to admit, she listened vicariously from time to time as Chayse shared with her all the juicy details, enjoying Dirk’s downfall. Perhaps it was petty, but it certainly felt justified.

“That’s good news,” said Carla. 

“His strip of hair is still white.” It was difficult to tell from Chayse’s tone if she was taking a little pleasure in that or actually felt sorry for him. Meredith couldn’t blame her if she felt sorry for Dirk, since he was her father. She sounded regretful when she added, “I saw it as plain as day in their engagement pictures. Dad posted them on Facebook, tacky as ever.”

She seemed to be expecting Meredith to react negatively, but she was able to smile reassuringly at her daughter. “Truthfully, I’m not sure if I feel sorrier for the baby or for Anise. She’s an idiot for getting tangled up with him, but I can’t blame her for marrying him since they’re having a child.” She couldn’t quite bring herself to wish them happiness, but she didn’t want either of them to live in misery either. She guessed she’d come quite a way since her divorce. Finding real happiness with Hunter and seeing how a relationship was meant to be had certainly propelled some of her mellowness as well.

“When do you head back to college?” Omarosa directed the question to Chayse. “I’m certainly going to miss having your assistance.” For the last six weeks, Chayse had been working as her part-time assistant, and the wages were terrible, but at least it was job experience her daughter could put on her resume someday. Not that she intended to pursue politics to Meredith’s knowledge.

“I have to be there in a week. That’s part of why Mom and Hunter expedited some of the wedding details.” Chayse seemed to feel guilty for that. 

Like Meredith had told her a couple of times already, she said again, “We don’t feel like we’re expediting anything. We just want a small, intimate gathering of friends and family with whom we want to share the day. It’s not a problem that you have to get back to college soon, except I’m going to miss you.”

“So am I,” said Gemini, sounding on the verge of tears. 

As subtly as possible, Chayse directed a smile to Gemini and nodded slightly before looking at Meredith. “I’ll miss you too.”

Meredith suspected part of Chayse’s reluctance to leave was due to Brett living in Crowder and not wanting to be parted from her boyfriend. Meredith couldn’t blame her for that either, but she hoped the kids didn’t rush into anything too quickly. She had made that mistake with Dirk, and though she didn’t think Brett was anything like her ex-husband, she wanted the best for her daughter, just like any mother would.

Realizing she was on the verge of tears at the idea of her daughter leaving, Meredith blinked them back hastily and shook her head. She lifted her glass of champagne and said, “Let’s have a toast.”

“To true love,” said Chayse with a dreamy sigh.

Carla visibly rolled her eyes, but she made no comment other than saying, “To the amazing combination of blueberries and lemon.” 

“To figuring out how to move on,” said Courtney with a hint of melancholy in her tone. She seemed to be adjusting to life following her encounter with Ed’s ghost and losing him again, but it was clearly slow-going for her.

“To finding where you truly belong.” As Meredith uttered those words, she looked meaningfully at each of her ghostly friends, who didn’t have champagne glasses, but they were mimicking holding invisible glasses in the air. Gemini pretended to clink hers against Lottie’s, making Meredith grin. As the women drank, Meredith was excited for the future, though there was still something marring all the possibilities. She had yet to deal with the entity, and it was only a matter of time until it showed up again. 

After the party ended, she went upstairs, and Hunter and Duncan were waiting for her in the doorway of the master bedroom. As she started to detour to the guest room across the hall, Duncan whined at her. She almost giggled because Hunter seemed like he wanted to whine too. “You really don’t have to go follow that silly old tradition.”

She shrugged a shoulder. “Some traditions are fun.”

He crossed his arms over his chest. “Not when it means I have to sleep alone.”

She laughed, though she felt a tug of doubt, wondering if she should join him after all. Yet there was some something enjoyable about taking this last night apart before they were joined as one. It enhanced the level of anticipation. “Cheer up. You get to sleep with Duncan. I’m the one who has to sleep alone.”

“I guess that’s true.” He put his hand on the dog’s head and rubbed lightly, looking down at Duncan as the dog looked up at him. “Come on, Duncan. She’s abandoning us for the night.”

With another look at Meredith and a low whine, Duncan turned and followed Hunter into the bedroom. She shared one last look with Hunter before he closed the door, and she closed the guest room a moment later. When next she woke, it would be her wedding day, and then there would be no more sleeping apart from Hunter ever again, at least not until death parted them. With her unusual gift, they might not be apart even then, though they might be lacking a physical connection for a time.
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