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Thank you for downloading this eBook. This is a collection of stories I had written while I worked toward my Creative Writing Degree at Full Sail University. The stories are based on specific course guidelines and prompts. I hope you enjoy them all. 
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A Ghost of What I Used to Be 
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Mrs. Natalie Orozco spent life in two realms of reality. Being in two places simultaneously can be confusing. When she was younger, she couldn’t understand why people didn’t see what she did. Now she embraced her gift like a secret from a dear friend. She had no choice, but to. The secret was hers to keep safe.  

She pulled the sheets tight, folded the corners, and tucked them in. The vacuumed whirred on the low pile carpet as she pushed and pulled the heavy machine across the cheap low pile carpet. She wiped all the windowpanes and opened the sliding glass doors to let in the fresh air. The smell of crisp linens mixed with the gardenias outside carried a simple but lovely bouquet across the room.  

A hint of aftershave peppered the room. Old Spice. The same her father wore after he shaved his five o’clock shadow. The musky sweet smell tickled her nose, and a sad smile crept into the corners of her mouth. She missed her father. It had been years since his passing, yet she could still hear his strong, steady voice. 

Grief filled the void in her heart and made it heavy. This sorrow was always a precursor to the energy that would come next. That gut feeling in the pit of her stomach and her heart skipping a beat. It was happening again. Her secret was revealing itself.  

“I know you’re here,” Natalie said. She could feel his strong but gentle hands rest on top of her shoulders. His presence, confident and comforting.  

“I need you to help me,” he said.  

“What’s your name?” Natalie asked.  

“Martin,” he said.  

An image flashed in her mind of a young girl with blonde hair. She was sitting on a blue sofa with a cat on her lap that purred lazily. 

“That is not enough Martin. I need more than that to help you. Who was she?” Natalie asked. Just then visions of an entire lifetime filtered through her like photographs in the wind. She could barely keep up with the images Martin was sending to her. "Now hold on Martin. That is far too many,” Natalie said.  

“Sorry. I’ll go slower. I don’t know what to show you to make you see,” Martin said.  

“That’s all right. We’ll take it slow. What is it you need me to know?” Natalie asked the presence that was named Martin.  

“My daughter.” Martin said.  

“That’s your daughter with the cat?” Natalie asked.  

“Yes,” Martin said. His voice calm and comforting.  

“She must be very important to you, what is her name Martin?” asked Natalie. 

“Natalie,” Martin said.  

“Yes?” Natalie responded.  

“It’s time to cross over,” Martin said. His face sullen and grief-stricken.   

“Martin, I’m not sure what you mean,” Natalie said. Lines of confusion etched deep in her forehead. Natalie walked over to the sink and filled a glass with water. She sat outside on the patio furniture and sipped the cool liquid. 

“She needs to be with me, always now, with her family,” Martin said. “She isn’t alive anymore?” Natalie asked. 

“No,” Martin said. Mournfully looking at her.  

Natalie felt a pang in her chest. Her eyes glazed over and immediately something didn’t feel right. This sorrow was always a precursor to the energy that would come next. That gut feeling in the pit of her stomach and her heart skipping a beat. It was happening again. 

“I know you’re here,” Natalie said. She could feel his strong but gentle hands rest on top of her shoulders. His presence, confident and comforting. A hint of aftershave peppered the room. Old Spice. The same her father wore after he shaved. The musky sweet smell tickled her nose, and a sad smile crept into the corners of her mouth. She missed her father. It had been years since his passing, yet she could still hear his strong, steady voice. 
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I pulled the warm laundry from the dryer into the cart and rolled it over to the long folding tables. The wheel wobbled and squeaked almost as noisily as the argument between the customer and the attendant.  

Usually, laundry was therapeutic for me. The fresh, clean smell of detergent and the warm clothes coming out of the dryer, felt comforting. I listen to the classical music playing in my earbuds and fold my belongings into perfect tidy rectangles. This was not my normal laundry place, but it’ll due for tonight.  

The argument got louder and more foolish. The man went on about his missing clothes. He argued that more than half of his socks were gone without a trace.  

“Vanished,” the man said. He wanted to look around, but the attendant was not letting him. The attendant gave him nothing but a tough time about it. That was the silly part. I kept my head down. I didn’t want to have any part in it. I just want to finish folding my stuff and leave. 

Unfortunately, as I was folding my clothes, I realized that that man was not the only one with clothes missing. All my socks were gone. Not just one or two socks. All of them! I didn't want to deal with this right now, but I had no choice. Now, I was involved if I liked it or not. Would it help this guy's missing duds be found? I don’t know, but I need to find my socks.  
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