
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


HedgeWitch

By Jaide Dee

A Novel


Copyright © 2025 by Jaide Dee

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, contact Jaide Dee.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Book Cover by Jaide Dee

Ebook ISBN: 978-1-0671056-4-8

Print ISBN: 978-1-0671056-3-1

001 edition 2025

Content Warning:

Depicts or mentions: Assault, Murder, Sex, Swearing



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication


[image: ]




To the witches seeking themselves, their power, and their people. May we all find them. ❤︎
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“It’s time.”

Trudi touched the canvas of the painting. Something had moved in the picture; she was sure of it. She had spent so many hours looking at this painting of the Highlands that her great-grandmother had done. The painting depicted the county of Argyll, grass-covered craggy hilltops looking out to a castle and water. The painting went everywhere with Trudi. Her great-grandmother had painted it as a wedding gift when her grandparents had gone from Auckland back to Lochgilphead to be wed.

Trudi knew this painting better than the back of her hand, and she was certain something had shifted in it. There was a stand of trees in the foreground, but what was it that had changed? She ran her eyes around the area and realised there was a shadow shaped like a woman standing to the right of the middle along with glittering in the surrounding leaves. That was new.

“It’s time.”

There were the words again. Louder this time.

“Trudi, earth to Trudi. It’s time; the show is about to start.”

Trudi nearly went through the roof as a hand touched her back. She bit back the urge to shriek as she came back to reality. Minnie pulled her hand back, resting it on her pregnant belly.

“Where did you go?”

“Somewhere in Scotland,” Trudi laughed self-consciously. “I swear the painting changed, but it must have been the light or something. Guess I don’t know it as well as I thought.”

“Maybe you’re magical, like the HedgeWitch Sage. There was that magic painting in season one, the premonition one. Now come and sit down; it’s about to start. Ajay is going to have to miss the beginning.”

“Well, you’re the one who decided you needed hot chips right now.”

“The baby needs chips; I am simply the voice of its desire.”

Trudi laughed again, this time not at herself, and helped Minnie over to the couch. She was just hitting seven months pregnant now, and the baby seemed to have a lot of needs. Ajay, Minnie’s husband, was happy to take care of them all. Trudi had moved in with the couple just before they found out they were pregnant, so she had been present through all of the sudden cravings and everything else that had happened with this pregnancy. Including Minnie’s growing obsession with the TV show HedgeWitch, the current hit historical romance fantasy show, although this one was only going back to between the World Wars. Minnie had been put off work for complications with the baby and had rewatched the first three seasons extensively, or was that excessively?

Part one of season four was being released weekly, and they were up to episode three. The show was a little more exciting this season; they were giving away twelve spots to viewers from all over the world to come and be part of filming Part-two of the season. Their ratings had gone through the roof, which was hardly surprising. It had been years since a show had been this talked about; the marketing team knew what they were doing.

Trudi had desperately wanted to enter and win and get to go to Wales, where the show was set and filmed. From Wales, she could have then easily travelled up to Scotland and visited the places she had heard so much about growing up. She could have gone to see the painting location in real life. There was no way she could afford return plane tickets to Scotland on her retail wage, even as store manager, so a win would be the only way her dream trip happened.

She hadn’t entered though; her luck this year had been abysmal. Between her car being written off in the last lot of flash flooding, her landlord selling her rental and then, two days before they moved out, getting dumped by her cheating boyfriend, she really didn’t see the universe turning around to send her to Wales. Besides, Minnie was the one truly obsessed with the show, and Minnie had said, “If I enter, I know I’ll win.” She deserved it far more than Trudi did. So, Trudi had talked herself out of entering.

Trudi was enjoying the show a lot since Minnie had introduced her to it. What wasn’t to like? Romantic period drama? Beautiful settings? A ridiculously attractive cast? No, nothing to like there at all. Trudi had yet to venture into the world of ‌fan-sites and groups on social media, nor the thousands of fan fiction stories. Minnie had read out her favourite scenes from some stories, most of which were spicy. Minnie definitely liked the spicy stories, but only for her favourite ships.

The two women got comfy on the couch, and the opening music was still playing as Ajay returned loaded up with the Maccas that had been requested.

“That was quick.”

“Yeah, no one in the drive-through,” Ajay said, pulling the food from the paper bags. “I think they’ve got that thing on today at the Sound-Shell, so maybe everyone is in town.”

“How much do I owe you?” Trudi asked as she took her nuggets.

“Call it even for you taking Min to her appointment yesterday when I couldn’t get away on time.”

“I didn’t mind doing that.”

“And I don’t mind-”

“Shhh, will you two stop? It’s on.”

Ajay and Trudi shared a look and then mimicked zipping their lips. Neither wanted to incur the pregnant wrath of Minnie if she missed a minute of her show.

Trudi tucked her legs up under her and focused on the screen. Minnie had gotten the package so she could view the show at the same time as it aired in the States. Friday evening there, Saturday afternoon in Napier. She watched Minnie as well; her reactions as the story played out were as amusing as the show, although her stomach began to cause some issues for Minnie around the halfway mark.

“You okay, my love?” Ajay said as Minnie groaned and let out a heavy breath.

“I’m almost convinced that a twin is hiding out from the scans; the amount of movement in there is like a wrestling match,” Minnie replied. “Either that or they’re trying to find a way out already.”

“That does not sound at all fun,” Trudi said, pulling a traumatised face. “More like something out of Aliens.”

“Hopefully, there will be no chest-bursting. I think that would cause more than just stretch marks.” Ajay laughed and got glared at by his wife.

“I truly hope not,” Trudi laughed, giving Minnie a wink. She squatted down and put her hand on Minnie’s belly. “I’d stop wrestling in there or your mum might send you outside and not give you any supper.”

“They just had supper.”

“I think that was a late lunch.”

“Right, oh look, Alun is back.”

The conversation stopped as Mark Traffidd and Alun Lewis, two of the main characters, had a little heart to heart about what had happened with Sage Davies, the titular HedgeWitch main character. The argument between Mark and Sage had been fierce, and it had not even been the bad one that had been on the episode adverts; that was clearly still to come.

Minnie took Trudi’s hand as Mark headed out to make peace with Sage. Things did not go well, and by the end of the episode they were in a far worse position, and Mark’s car was heading into a ditch in the rain.

“Well, that was a dumb place to stop. We don’t even know if he’s okay!”

“I think that might be the point, Min,” Ajay said, getting up to clear away the rubbish from the food. “Got to get you watching next week.”

“I would watch next week with no cliffhangers.”

“But no one is a fan quite like you,” Trudi said with a teasing grin. “You know they won’t kill off Mark. Not with him being such a big drawcard. I’m pretty sure most people have entered the draw hoping to nab HedgeWitch’s most eligible bachelor.”

“That better not be why you entered, Miss Min,” Ajay waggled a finger at his wife before he left the room, his voice carrying back, “I don’t care if he’s your free pass.”

“I like my men older; Alun is the one who gets me panting,” she called back, and Trudi giggled at her.

“I thought that was getting up the stairs to the doctor’s office.”

“Okay, so that gets me panting too.”

They giggled and gossiped about the attractiveness of the cast as they waited for the Live to start for the next winners to be drawn.

“I have a good feeling that tonight is my night,” Minnie said, rubbing her stomach like it was going to bring her good luck. 

Maybe it would. Trudi really hoped things would go Minnie’s way. She was the nicest person Trudi had ever met; she deserved good things.

“You said if you entered, you’d win, so maybe tonight is the night.”

“Shhh, it’s starting.”

Trudi smiled and stopped talking. Tonight they had showrunner Calvin Brandis joined by the three stars of the show: Ingrid Dobson, who played Sage; Dean Stratford, who played Mark; and Roger Dunn, who played Alun. It was almost jarring seeing the three actors sitting there in modern clothing with their own hairstyles.

“Welcome to our third live special. Thank you for joining us tonight,” Calvin said, beaming at‌ the camera and the fans beyond it. “Tonight, we will announce the next two winners, but first we have some updates to make.”

Trudi and Minnie exchanged a look. What updates might they need to announce? Maybe one of the other winners had been forced to pull out or something; maybe there was a space open again and that would be the one that Minnie would get now.

“Because of some script changes, we are moving the location of filming for three episodes of part two of the season. This new location will be where our contest winners join us for filming before heading back to Wales. All winners will fly into Glasgow and stay at the Linn Plaza Hotel before joining the cast and crew on set.”

Trudi felt a pang in her heart. They were going to be filming in Scotland. Why didn’t she enter? Sure, it was a long shot, but now she had huge regrets, even if she could never have known they would change the filming location. Glasgow was only a few hours from where her family had lived, where her grandparents had married, which was where that painting depicted. She would never know if she might have won; now she had no chance.

“We can’t wait for you to join us and find out what is in store for HedgeWitch,” Ingrid said as the camera swung from Calvin to show the other actors again.

Dean grinned. “Shall we make some more dreams come true?”

Minnie had Trudi’s hand again and squeezed it tightly. Trudi focused on her friend’s excitement. There was no point in crying over spilled milk or unentered contests now.

Roger and Dean had a card each. Roger lifted his first.

“Joining us in bonnie Scotland is Sophie Carter from Astoria, New York.”

“Congratulations, Sophie,” Ingrid said as she excitedly clapped her hands.

“And joining us all the way from Aotearoa New Zealand...” Dean said and paused.

Minnie and Trudi looked at each other, and Minnie’s smile was so huge as she pulled Trudi’s hand up and held it between both of hers. She was so excited and so sure. Trudi was happy for her. Regrets aside, Minnie deserved this.

“Drum roll please,” Dean continued, and the other three all banged on their thighs like drums.

“Joining us from Aotearoa, New Zealand, is Trudi Tully.”

“I said if I entered, I’d win,” Minnie said, tugging on Trudi’s hand.

“But. I. You. That was. That was my name, that was my name,” Trudi said, barely able to get the words out. She was sure there were tears brimming in her eyes as she looked at her best friend.

“Oh, sweet summer child, how was I ever going to go with this belly action going on?” Minnie was going to break Trudi’s hand if she kept tugging on it. She let out an excited squeal, and Ajay sprinted back into the room.

“What’s wrong?”

“We won!” Minnie said, and Ajay let out a whoop of excitement.

He turned to Trudi, who was still having trouble connecting her brain to her mouth. “I see you know our little surprise now.”

“I. You.”

“She’s going to be so eloquent when she actually gets over there. I can see it now. Fan stunned into monosyllabic words by famous cast,” Ajay joked.

Trudi had to admit he was probably right. She blinked her eyes trying to control the tears before they could make a break for it.

“You might not have made it to Fiji with that shit-stain before you broke up, but look at it this way, now you have a passport and won’t have to organise that in the next month.” Minnie said, leaning over to pull Trudi into a hug.

Trudi hugged her back, avoiding leaning on her belly. “I can’t believe this. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“I knew it would happen. I just knew. And now it’s even more perfect; you’re going straight to Scotland. It was meant to be, Trudi!”

“I... I can’t believe it.”

“There is a catch though.”

“There is?” Trudi felt like she couldn’t take much more.

“I require pictures of everything, and you have to get everyone to sign things for me.”

“I, of course,” Trudi replied and then let out a shaky breath, looking between the two of them. “Are you sure this isn’t some elaborate prank?”

“Hey, I’m good at pranks, but I am not that good,” Ajay assured her, pulling her up from the couch to give her a hug as well. “I promise this is legit.”

“It’s meant to be, honey. You are going to go over there for me since I can’t really fly. You are going to have a magical time, and then you are going to spill all the goss back to me. Like, are Roger and Dean really that good-looking in real life, and are Ingrid and Sally really enemies now?”

Sally played the ex-wife of Roger’s character Alun, and the gossip was that her character was being written out because she and Ingrid hated each other now. Something about a man coming between them.

“Oh my gosh, I promise. All the goss is yours.”

“I am so excited for you.”

“I’m excited for me too. At least I think I am.”

It was a lot to take in, and Trudi wasn’t sure she believed it all yet. She was really going to get to go to Scotland for free. This seemed impossible. Although with all the bad luck she’d been having lately, maybe it was her turn to have some good luck.

Her phone rang, and her stomach tensed with nerves. It wasn’t an unknown overseas number though, and she relaxed before answering it. “Hi, Dad.”

Ajay and Minnie excused themselves to let Trudi talk to her father.

“I just heard from Sandra that you won a trip overseas?”

“Good news travels fast...” Trudi replied; she was hardly surprised that her Aunty Sandra had been watching. HedgeWitch was her aunt’s kind of TV show. “I have only just found out myself and not even had time to process it.”

“Sandra wanted me to ask you if you got a plus one and if she could go. I told her that if my daughter was taking anyone overseas, it was her dear old dad.”

Trudi laughed. “I don’t think I get a plus one, but if I do, I’ll keep you in mind. Although I think Mum might beat you up.”

“Good point,” her dad replied, as he laughed down the line.

Trudi could imagine her mother chasing her father around the house brandishing a fly swatter in her hand. She was pretty sure that there was no plus one, so the likelihood that her father was going to be beaten to death with a fly swatter was fairly remote.

Trudi dropped back onto the couch, chatting away with her father, but her mind was multitasking. She looked up at the painting on the wall. The picture seemed more vivid than it ever had before today, almost as if she could step into the picture and she would be there. She didn’t need to step into the painting, though; she was going to see it. She was truly going to see it. Well, perhaps not that exact mountain scene, but Trudi was going to Scotland. She could barely believe it.

She could still swear that one shadow had moved, and the painting had spoken to her even though she knew that wasn’t possible. Still, ten minutes ago she had not thought it was possible she was going to Scotland either.

***
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A MONTH CAN GO EXCEEDINGLY slowly when you are looking forward to something, Trudi expected it to go far too slowly for her liking once she had her travel plans, but she found instead sometimes time goes too fast and you find yourself with five minutes until you are leaving to be dropped off without feeling prepared enough.

Minnie stood in the doorway to Trudi’s room, her hands crossed over her pregnant belly.

“I guess it’s good you’re going now and not in nearly a month; you have to be home for the birth,” she said with a smile.

“I’ll be home in plenty of time even if you pop a week early.”

“Not the P word,” Minnie laughed. “I still worry about that.”

“In case you drop early?” Trudi asked. She laughed as she winked at Minnie before she looked at her bags again. “Right, yes, that’s everything, and anything I forget I can buy as long as I have my ticket and my passport and my wallet. Which I have.”

She checked her bag for those items for the seventeenth time; they were still there.

“Okay, I think I’m ready to go.”

Minnie stepped back out of the doorway and gestured for her to go through. “Well then, you lucky moocow, let’s get you to the airport before I decide to pretend that I’m you and go instead.”

At the airport, there were tears and lingering hugs before Minnie let her board. Trudi waved goodbye before she vanished from sight. She was on her way to Scotland; it was time.

***
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Chapter 2
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The other eleven winners of the competition had already arrived in Glasgow from around the globe. Two lived within driving distance of the next filming location here in Scotland. The only one they were waiting for was this woman from New Zealand. She should have arrived with two of the other winners the afternoon before, but her flight had been delayed in Singapore, which had seen her have to take another flight from London to Glasgow. So fifteen hours later, Dean, Ingrid, and Calvin were waiting at the airport for her to clear customs.

Calvin was acting weird about her, and Dean had already decided that something was going on. Was she a girlfriend of Calvin’s? He was way too excited to meet a complete stranger. Calvin must have rigged the draw to pull out her name. It had to be that; otherwise, why else would Calvin be making such a big deal about her? It had Dean on edge, and the only thing stopping him from pacing was that he didn’t have the energy to do it.

“Bet they’re sleeping together or he’s wanting to sleep with her,” Dean murmured to Ingrid. He was exhausted. Over the last two days, they had been there to meet every winner at the airport or train station. Then they had all had dinner with the winners last night, and it was like doing a press junket; so much smiling that Dean’s cheeks hurt. For all that he was an actor, he was not the most extroverted person, and all the socialising had worn him out. He was grumpy, and he knew it. Still, Calvin was annoying him with his weird behaviour. If Calvin had rigged this to get his long-distance girlfriend out here, Dean was going to be pissed. He was also going to make sure Dorma knew and told the people who needed to know at the studio. Calvin had been a complete arse the last few weeks, acting like HedgeWitch was his.

“He is being a little intense, even for him,” Ingrid agreed. She did not mind all the socialising, but Calvin had not made an effort for any of the other arrivals as he was making for this woman, Trudi Tully. She was all the way from New Zealand. Still, if this contest helped keep the ratings high and the show on the air, then so be it. There was still talk of Calvin losing his role as showrunner because of this new storyline he had sprung on them suddenly to finish the season. The addition of ghosts and possession just seemed cliché, even for a show about magic.

Still, Dean was right; it was strange that almost everyone else had headed off this morning except the three of them.

“At least we don’t have long left now,” Dean said, eyeing how Calvin was smoothing back his hair and trying not to drop the enormous bunch of flowers. “She should be done with customs any moment.”

And sure enough, ten minutes later, Trudi made an appearance.

Ingrid felt the moment she embraced Trudi that it was like reconnecting with an old friend or family member. There was something very familiar about her. They hugged tightly, as if they had done it a thousand times before. Ingrid had the biggest smile the moment she let the woman go.

Calvin handed the flowers over and stammered at her. Dean and Ingrid exchanged looks as he did, watching as Trudi went wide-eyed and squeaked her thanks. Dean leaned in toward Ingrid.

“You know, I don’t think this is some long-distance girlfriend. She seems a little overwhelmed right now.”

“She does, so let’s rescue her.”

Ingrid slid her arm around Trudi’s shoulders and smiled. “How about we let the men take care of the bags and I take you out to the van? You must be exhausted after such a long trip, and now, you poor thing, you have more travelling to do as we head from Glasgow and out to Lochgilphead, but it will give us all a chance to become the best of friends. I want to know all about New Zealand.”

Trudi looked around the airport. “Where is everyone else? Am I the last one to arrive?”

“You are. We stuck around to be the welcoming committee, while the buses left this morning with everyone else.”

“Oh, wow, I feel bad that you waited. I never... I mean, I never expected to be greeted by the big stars. I’m so sorry we had some kind of problem in Singapore. You shouldn’t have waited. I mean I could have found my way, a taxi or something,” Trudi rambled, feeling so embarrassed to have put them out.

It was very clear to Ingrid that Trudi was not to be blamed for any weirdness that Calvin was manufacturing here. She was sweet and sincere and obviously had no expectations of preferential treatment. Ingrid gave her a warm smile, hoping to reassure her.

“It was our pleasure to be here to greet you.”

They headed outside to the minivan that was parked up for them with a driver hanging around outside. He quickly extinguished his cigarette, sprayed some deodorant around and came around to pull the sliding door open for them.

“Oh gosh, I’m travelling with you all?” Trudi said and felt a nervous knot form in her stomach. She was going to be alone with these famous people for a couple of hours. That was crazy. What was she going to talk about with them? She was just a girl from New Zealand who sold over-priced clothing to mostly judgmental women who were often horrible to each other.

These two were, well, Ingrid had been in multiple television shows that Trudi had loved over the last fifteen years, and Dean was the latest ‘IT’ guy thanks to HedgeWitch and had a very enthusiastic fanbase. Rumour had it that Dean would not stay beyond the next season if they got another season. It would not be long before he moved on to all the big movie deals he was being offered.

“Can we grab a photo of everyone before we get in the van?” Calvin called out to Ingrid and Trudi, who were about to get in. Trudi had just put her flowers down on the seat.

Calvin left Trudi’s trolley with the driver and handed his phone over to another woman, explaining the settings on his camera. Once he was satisfied, he moved forward and slid an arm around Trudi, pulling her close to him. His aggressive tugging knocked Trudi a bit off balance, and she ended up leaning against him more than seemed appropriate. She quickly righted herself back up, feeling like she wanted the ground to open up and swallow her.

“Ingrid and Dean, you can get on her other side,” Calvin said. “Dorma will get the photo.”

Ingrid and Dean did as they were told, and Dorma quickly snapped the photo.

Dean felt strangely protective as Calvin stood there with Trudi, his hand resting not just on Trudi’s side but well up it like he was a teenage boy trying to cop a feel. It didn’t sit right with Dean, nor did Trudi look like she was enjoying it. So, when Calvin turned around, Dean took her hand and pulled her away to help her into the van. His eyes flicked to Ingrid with an unspoken comment.

What is he doing?

Ingrid’s own look spoke volumes.

Fucked if I know.

Ingrid quickly smiled and went to get into the van after Trudi. Calvin put his hand on her arm and held her attention for a moment, like he wanted to say something, but it seemed clear he was about to jump in and take the seat next to Trudi. Ingrid pretended to fall off her shoe and nudged Calvin sideways before he could get his foot up onto the step. Dean shot in and took the seat next to Trudi in the backseat.

“Ingrid? Want to sit next to me or in front? We can squish into the backseat if you like?”

“I’ll take this seat,” Ingrid said jumping in the van, she took the one in front of Trudi and turned with her leg up on the seat so Calvin wouldn’t really have space to sit down and this way she could look at Dean and Trudi to converse with them. That left Calvin and Dorma to take other seats.

Dean shifted back over so he wasn’t crowding Trudi once Ingrid had sat down.

“Is this your first trip to the UK?” Ingrid said once the van was on the road.

“It is, but I have wanted to come forever. My family is from Scotland, and I grew up with all these stories. I had this grand plan that if I won, I would take a few extra days after we finished in Wales and come up here. Visit all the places that our family was associated with. Not that I ever expected in a million years to actually win.” How could she have when she had never even entered herself?

“And win you did,” Ingrid said with a smile. “Whereabouts in Scotland did you want to go?”

“A few places, but weirdly, right where we are going. My family, some great-great something or other, was a castellan at Castle Sween centuries ago. My grandparents actually got married nearby.”

“Really, that’s a wild coincidence. Were you, um, I remember reading this, ah, was your family I mean, MacDonalds or Campbells? I think those were the names I was reading about for the current storyline.”

Trudi shook her head. “MacNeil, but I think they were Castellan during the MacDonald time.”

“MacNeil, wait a second.”

Ingrid reached under the seat and pulled out a bag, and then pushed it away again and pulled out another. “This is mine.”

She opened it up and pulled out a script book. “Here it is; there’s a MacNeil in this flashback scene.”

“Flashback scene?” Trudi asked. “Oh, wait, I’m probably not allowed to know the details, top secret and all that.”

Dean laughed. “These aren’t military secrets; no one is going to shoot you if you know what’s going on.”

“Oh, right,” Trudi replied, feeling very embarrassed by her stupidity and the way Dean had laughed at her. She looked down, fidgeting with her nails.

“Sage is trying to help some ghosts find their rest on her holiday with Mark.”

“Sage and Mark go on holiday together?” Trudi said and then felt embarrassed again for being so excited by fictional characters.

“Aye, he’s hoping to finally get a leg over,” Dean said, winking at Ingrid, who hit him with her book.

“Anyway,” she said exaggeratedly, “I was talking about this ghost flashback scene. So, there was a MacNeil witch involved with the ghosts when they were alive. And her ancestor is going to be the one that helps Sage break the curse on the ghosts. And of course, she will look the same in both lives.”

“That’s pretty cool,” Trudi said. “I hope whoever is playing her is lovely. I have my family’s honour to see upheld.”

“Swords at dawn if she’s not lovely?” Ingrid said with a little giggle.

Calvin turned in his seat. “Do you want to play her? She’s one part on offer for the contest winners.”

“What? Are you serious?”

Calvin nodded. “Absolutely, think of the press we can have to have an actual member of the family line playing the part and a winner no less. Like it was destiny. You can have dinner with me and go over the lines tonight.”

“Oh my gosh, that’s amazing. Are you sure? I’ve never really acted.” Trudi had excited butterflies in her stomach at the thought. Her acting experience was two school plays and many scenes from plays in English class.

Minnie was going to lose her mind when she told her about it. Trudi had expected to just be someone in the background, walking across the screen or sitting in a restaurant, something minor like that. At best, she thought maybe she would have a word if she got to interact with an actual character; she did not expect to get an actual part. That was crazy. This whole situation was crazy.

Ingrid and Dean shared a look, as if they did not seem happy about Calvin offering her the part.

Trudi’s excitement died. She felt even more like an idiot. She glanced between them and tried not to sound too disappointed.

“I wouldn’t want to put anyone out. You should have a proper actress with some experience. I wouldn’t want to ruin the scene.”

Ingrid stared at Trudi with her mouth open and then quickly smiled. “Oh no, honey, it’s nothing like that. I would love to have you take the part. It was the mention of dinner. I just remembered we have another group dinner tonight, and I’m so tired that I’m not looking forward to it. The other girls are lovely, but it’s been an exhausting few days.”

“Are you sure?” Trudi felt like it was a lie, but it was nice of Ingrid to be nice about it. Still, she would not push for that part now, as exciting as it would be, not unless everyone was on board with the decision.

“Absolutely sure.”

“Okay,” Trudi said. “I’m feeling a bit wiped out from the flight. Would it be okay if I dozed?”

“Of course,” Ingrid said.

Trudi smiled weakly at everyone and then closed her eyes, shuffling down in the seat, her head against the back of the seat.

***
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INGRID SHIFTED BACK on the seat and pulled out her phone, sending a message to Dean.

I feel awful. I don’t think she brought my dinner story.

Couldn’t really come out and say it. He couldn’t possibly know she was a MacNeil, and yet it all seems way too perfect to be a coincidence.

I know. He’s being so weird. You don’t think he’d try anything? The new Dafydd?

Dafydd had been the name of the character in the first season who got killed off in the serial killer storyline after his actor got done for making moves on the underage cast. Not that Trudi was underage, but Ingrid was getting a weird vibe from Calvin, and Dean clearly was too.

Dunno. He definitely is far too touchy with her.

Should we warn her?

Maybe see how it goes. I wonder if we can get ourselves invited to dinner?

Maybe get her to the group dinner? Wouldn’t want to put the other winners out. Bad publicity.

Yeah, that might be the angle to go with.

She’s cute though. I feel like I’ve met her before but never been to NZ.

Not sure she swings your way :P

You never know, maybe I’ll win her over.

She is cute, when she looked sad I just wanted to cuddle her.

Turning big brother on her?

Maybe.

Big brother to keep creepy Calvins from her honour.

Something like that.

They messaged for a while and then Ingrid decided a power nap wouldn’t be a bad thing. She grabbed her big coat and turned it into a pillow and curled up on the chair to rest.

***
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Chapter 3
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Trudi drifted in and out, not really sleeping deeply but just falling asleep enough to let her mind wander. She had a series of weird thoughts, or perhaps they were dreams. That was nothing new for her. She would often dream about moments or events and then have something similar happen.

One little dream was about her and Calvin having a candlelit dinner, but whenever she tried to speak, nothing came out.

In another, Dean was yelling at her and pushing her until she fell to the ground. It was raining, and he looked at her with such hatred in his eyes as he yelled at her. When she woke up, she felt like she should move away from him in case he hated her already. She wiped at her face, but there were no raindrops to get rid of.

In her last dream, she and Ingrid were looking at old books on a large wooden table in a stony room with the rain thundering down. They dressed as if they lived hundreds of years ago, and Trudi felt much older than Ingrid. They acted as family.

She liked the Ingrid dream the best, but it was the other two that worried her.

Thankfully, she did not have dinner with Calvin once they had arrived. She ended up with the other winners for dinner at a wonderful old pub, and it was amazing. Everyone was as excited as she was, although some women pushed that excitement to the extreme, and Trudi felt bad for how uncomfortable they made the show’s actors over the course of the evening. Eight members of the cast sat at the head table and mingled throughout the night. Trudi hung back, still feeling like she had crossed a line and upset Dean and Ingrid earlier on the bus. The last thing she wanted was for them to hate her or be sick of her already. She was most worried about Dean disliking her. That dream had been scary, and she did not want it to come to pass. Better to keep her distance, no matter how much she wanted to be part of the conversations that were happening.

Accommodation had been announced and sorted in the time before Trudi and the others arrived. The cast, crew and winners were all split up in where they were staying around the nearby villages. Trudi was surprised to learn she would stay at the Dhòmhnaill House Hotel, twenty kilometres south of Lochgilphead. She was one of only two of the winners who would stay there, along with some of the core cast and top crew. Dorma explained it was because she had been the last to arrive and that was one of the few remaining rooms. The other winner who was staying there was Lavender Granger, but everyone called her Lola. Trudi wanted to like her, but she was intense in an obsessive way and clearly wanted to sleep with someone important. Dean and Roger were top of her list, but when she found out that Calvin was the one with parts to give out, she turned her attention to him. She dished out that attention liberally with her shirt halfway down her chest, constantly tugging it back down if it rode up even a little bit.

Lola was from Dunblane, not far north of Glasgow, and she had an accent that, when she talked too fast, made Trudi unable to understand what she was saying. As they drove to their hotel, Trudi tried to talk with her since they were seated together, but Lola got more and more annoyed each time Trudi had to ask her to repeat herself. By the time the van pulled up on the gravel in front of the grand staircase leading up to the hotel entrance, it was obvious that they would not be good friends. As Trudi got out of the van, Lola elbowed her out of the way to get to Calvin. Trudi swallowed down a pained grunt. She had been heading toward her bag, not the showrunner, so Lola’s violence was unneeded. Trudi made a note to avoid sitting anywhere near Lola or Calvin if she ended up in a van with either of them.

Dorma led Trudi up to her room on the second floor. She talked to her about the script and what day they would film the scenes that involved Miss Fenella MacNeil and her ancestor Annis. Trudi must have asked a dozen times as they stood in her room if they were sure she was right for the part.

Eventually, Dorma sighed, barely containing an eye-roll. “If you’re that worried, how about we do a scene now, just something easy.”

Before Trudi could object, Dorma left the room and came back with Ingrid, Dean, and Roger in tow. Trudi felt awful. It was late, and she was sure that they had all had enough of the contest winners at this point.

“Right, we can do a scene and figure this out once and for all.”

“But I don’t know any lines!” Trudi insisted nervously. How could she prove anything about her abilities or rightness for the part when she knew nothing?

“All you need to do is proclaim your innocence. Lots of I don’t knows and stop yelling. I’ve got a script right here.” Dorma held out the pages of paper she was holding. “These are freshly edited.”

“Innocence? About what?”

“Dean here, or rather Mark, thinks you’re to blame for the weird way that Sage has been acting in her possession. Roger, sorry, Alun doesn’t think it had anything to do with you, but he’s a little sweet on you. You need to act like you do not know what they’re talking about, but when Mark says the name Colin MacDonald, you recognise the name and then you tell them you have something they should read.”

“Act like I don’t know what they’re talking about. That sounds easy as right now,” Trudi muttered and then looked up. “So, they’re just going to yell at me, and I have to react?”

“Something like that,” Dorma said.

Trudi nodded, unable to miss the tone in Dorma’s voice. She was clearly losing her patience, and Trudi could not blame her. She did not want to make everyone hate her.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
EVERY FAMILY HAS ITS GHOSTS
THEY AREN'T MEANT TO KILL YOU

Tlaide Dee





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





