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The Ghost Therapist – Season Seven

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: Back to Georgia
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1.

The road from Knoxville to Atlanta stretched out like a ribbon of memory, winding through hills and time. 

Latrice gripped the steering wheel with one hand and reached back with the other to quiet her youngest son, Race.

Who was kicking the back of the passenger seat with the rhythm of his restless feet’s. 

Pilot, her oldest, sat beside her with his headphones on, lost in a world of beats and basslines.

It had been ten years since she left Atlanta. 

Ten years of building a life in Knoxville—of therapy sessions, school drop-offs, late-night tears, and early-morning strength. 

But something had shifted. 

Maybe it was the silence that crept into her bones after her last client left her office. 

Maybe it was the way her boys had started asking about “home” like it was a place they’d only heard about in stories. 

Or maybe it was something deeper—something calling her back.

The house was waiting for them. 

A four-bedroom brick colonial tucked into a quiet cul-de-sac in Norcross, with a wide porch.

And a three-car garage that made her feel like she was stepping into someone else’s dream. 

It had belonged to her aunt, who passed two years ago and left it to Latrice in a will that felt more like a whisper from the past than a legal document.

The first night was quiet. 

Too quiet.

Boxes were still stacked in the hallway. 

The boys had fallen asleep quickly, exhausted from the drive and the excitement of exploring their new rooms. 

Latrice stood in the doorway of her bedroom, taking in the high ceilings, the soft creak of the hardwood floors.

The way the moonlight spilled across the bed like a silver invitation.

She lay down, expecting the kind of sleep that comes after a long journey. 

But just as her eyes began to close, she heard it.

A voice.

Faint. Female. 

Whispering through the wall behind her headboard.

At first, she thought it was a dream. 

She sat up, heart thudding, and listened. 

Nothing. Just the hum of the ceiling fan and the distant bark of a dog.

She lay back down.

Then it came again.

“Can you hear me?”

Latrice froze. 

The voice was soft, almost apologetic, like someone afraid of being heard but desperate to speak.

“Please... I don’t know where I am.”

She sat up again, this time fully awake. 

Her therapist instincts kicked in—calm the body, assess the situation, ground yourself. But this wasn’t a client. 

This wasn’t trauma or grief or anxiety.

This was a ghost.

She didn’t believe in ghosts. Not really. 

But the voice was real. 

And it wasn’t just sound—it was presence. 

It filled the room like perfume, subtle but undeniable.

“Who are you?” Latrice whispered.

There was a pause. 

Then: “My name is Tasha.

I’ve been here a long time.”

Latrice didn’t sleep that night. 

She sat in bed, listening to Tasha’s voice drift through the wall like smoke.

The ghost didn’t scream or moan or rattle chains. 

She told stories. 

About her life.

About the night she disappeared. 

About the others—ghosts who wandered, lost and forgotten.

And the ghosts who have been waiting for someone to hear them for hundreds of years.

By morning, Latrice knew two things for certain.

One: she wasn’t alone in the house.

And two: she had just become a therapist for the dead again.
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Chapter 2: The Voice in the Wall 
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2.

The next morning, Latrice moved through the house like someone walking through fog. 

The boys were already up—Pilot was pouring cereal into a bowl too small for his appetite.

And Race was sitting cross-legged on the kitchen floor, building a Lego spaceship with the intensity of a NASA engineer.

“Mom, you, okay?” 

Pilot asked, eyeing her with the kind of concern that only a child who’s seen his mother carry too much can give.

“Yeah,” she said, forcing a smile. 

“Just didn’t sleep well.”

She didn’t tell them about the voice. Not yet. 

How could she? 

How do you explain to your children that the walls of your new home are whispering secrets from the dead?

After breakfast, she wandered back into her bedroom. 

The morning light made everything look normal—sunlight on the dresser, the wind dancing in the air. 

The faint scent of lavender from the candle she lit the night before. 

But the wall behind her bed felt different now. 

Charged. Like it was holding its breath.

She pressed her palm against it.

Nothing.

But she knew what she heard.

That night, after the boys were asleep, she sat on the edge of her bed with a notebook in her lap. 

She had always journaled—first as a coping mechanism, then as a habit, and eventually as a ritual. 

But this entry was different.

I heard a voice. 

A woman. 

She said her name is Tasha.

She’s not alive.

She’s in the wall.

And she’s scared.

She closed the notebook and turned off the light.

“Are you there?” she whispered into the dark.

A pause. Then, softly:

“I didn’t think you’d come back.”

Latrice’s breath caught. 

“What do you mean?”

“I’ve been waiting. 

For someone who could hear me.”

The voice was clearer now. 

Still soft, but no longer distant. 

It was like Tasha had moved closer, like she was sitting just on the other side of the drywall.

“I don’t know how long I’ve been here,” Tasha said.

“Time doesn’t work the same. 

But I remember the night I disappeared. 

I remember the van. 

The man. The cold.”

Latrice’s therapist instincts kicked in again. 

She reached for her notebook and began to write.

“Tell me what happened,” she said gently.

And Tasha did.

She spoke in fragments, like someone trying to remember a dream. 

She had been twenty-eight. 

A waitress. 

She was walking home after a late shift when a white van pulled up beside her. 

She remembered the smell of gasoline. 

The sound of duct tape. 

The feeling of being swallowed by the dark.

“I don’t know where he took me,” she said. 

“But I never left.”

Latrice’s hand trembled as she wrote. 

This wasn’t just a ghost story. 

This was trauma. 

Real, raw, unresolved trauma.

“Why me?” she asked.

“Why can I hear you?”

“I don’t know,” Tasha said.

“But you’re the first person who’s listened.”

Latrice sat in silence for a long time after that. 

The room felt heavy, like it was holding a secret too big to carry alone.

She didn’t sleep again that night.

But she wasn’t afraid.

She was curious.

And for the first time in a long time, she felt like she was exactly where she was supposed to be.
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Chapter 3: The Therapist Returns
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3.

Latrice had spent the last decade helping people untangle the knots in their minds.

Trauma, grief, anxiety, depression—she had sat across from clients in softly lit rooms, offering tissues and tools.

And listening with the kind of attention that made people feel seen. 

But nothing in her training had prepared her for this.

She was now listening to the dead.

By the third night, the conversations with Tasha had become routine. 

After the boys were asleep, Latrice would light a candle, sit on the edge of her bed, and open her notebook.

Tasha would begin to speak, her voice low and steady, like a friend calling from the other side of a long hallway.

“I used to love thunderstorms,” Tasha said one night. 

“The sound of rain made me feel safe. Isn’t that strange?”

Latrice didn’t think it was strange at all. 

She wrote it down.

Tasha, age 28. Abducted. 

Missing. Still here.

Favorite sound: thunderstorms.

Still afraid of silence.

She had started a new journal just for Tasha. 

Each entry was a session. 

Each story, a case file. 

It was the only way she knew how to make sense of it.

But something else was happening, too.

Latrice was changing.

She found herself listening more deeply—not just to Tasha, but to the house itself. 

The creaks in the floorboards, the hum of the refrigerator, the way the air shifted when she walked into a room. 

It was as if the house had a pulse, and she was learning to feel it.

One afternoon, while the boys were at the park with their cousins.

Latrice sat in her home office and pulled out her old therapy license. 

It had expired six months ago. 

She hadn’t renewed it. 

She thought she was done.

But now, she wasn’t so sure.

She opened her laptop and began the process of reinstatement. 
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