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To My Readers:

Thank you for reading my book. 

This would be the third book I’ve written, and it is long overdue. 

I had started this book almost two full years ago with the intention of releasing it last year. 

However, 

I found myself stuck in a rut, trying to balance too many things, and ultimately, I did not finish it when I wanted to. 

I even wondered if I should keep writing at all. 

It was then I realized that sometimes, everyone just needs a break and I hadn’t given myself one in years.

Life is beautiful.  Time is Short. 

Just enjoy the life you have as best as you can. 

Don’t worry about others to the best of your ability. 

Remember: 

Share your story.  Someone wants to read it. 

The best strike at those who hate you is to ignore them, enjoy your life to the fullest, and continue to be authentically yourself.  I’ve learned that what people hate the most is for someone else to be happy when they are miserable. 

Love Your Life,

Audrey Moonchild

––––––––
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Disclaimer: 

There may be themes in this book that can be upsetting to readers. (e.g. death)

If you feel that you may not be able to read this book because of them, please do not read it. 

“This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.”

Please read the tags, summary, and other information about the book before purchase. 

Your mental health is important, please take care of it. 

Reader discretion is always advised. 

This is a pairing between a ghost and the living. 

Please enjoy.
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Chapter 1
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“Cupid’s Queue, huh?” 

Xavier looked at the ad that popped up in the middle of browsing his social media. He had heard of it, but at the time hadn’t paid it any attention. It felt like more than a coincidence that it popped up just as he was complaining to his best friend about not having a date to his wedding. He would swear–until he was blue in the face–that people were always listening to someone, hoping to get a juicy piece of information on them. Advertisers were probably the worst. 

“Well, if I can find a date–or even my own happy ending–it can’t be too bad, right? Can’t win if I never lose.”  Xavier mumbled to himself as he started filling out his profile.

The questions were easy enough, though he made sure to keep out some of his weirder traits, like finding that odd little space between one’s nose and lips attractive. He could weird the person out later on if things worked out for the better. 

For his profile photo, he chose was the one he had taken just this past week in his garden.  

“Maybe I should choose a different photo,” he mumbled to himself. First impressions were supposed to be everything, yet here he was showing himself baking in the sun while covered with a little dirt from working in his garden.  Still, it was a good photo, simple yet honest. 

In the picture, you could see a hint of the place he resided in. The neighborhood looked like the average small suburb on TV, where everyone had a nicely manicured lawn to match their Victorian style home. That aesthetic had been the exact reason he had moved back to this small town a few years ago. 

His house had character. Sloped roofs, older style windows, and large front porch made it seem like it came straight from the pages of a book. The spiked, black, steel fence simply added to the beauty of the place. He couldn’t help but think about how he managed to get such a gorgeous place for so little. It did help that he knew the previous owners making the sale almost guaranteed.  

He hoped that anyone who matched with him on the app wouldn’t mind visiting or staying in his home. Perhaps he should put that he was interested in someone who worked from home and wouldn’t mind the charm that this place offered. With those thoughts in mind, Xavier added a small warning to his profile that he lived in a small town.  People who were looking for the nightlife or a busy, big city life should find someone else.  

Xavier smiled as he finally finished the long questionnaire. Maybe, just maybe, he’d find someone special–a plus one to the wedding and to his life. He clicked ‘Confirm’, then shut down his computer and stretched. Part of him couldn’t wait until he could surprise his friend with his plus one, and part of him...

That thought would never finish.

His eyes closed forever. 
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Chapter 2
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Three years later...

It looked like a ghost town. 

The town had that almost indescribable smell of fall, reminiscent of changing seasons and burning wood.  Even now, she struggled to fully define the smell of ‘cold’, but she knew it and loved it.  She stood still, unable to stop herself from noticing the differences between this town and the place she used to call home.  Rather than the hum of traffic and people on their way to work, she was treated to this strange type of silence. A silence broken only by the rustle of leaves on the ground.

One grocery store.  One full-service diner.  One Credit Union.

Everything else?  Parks, a library, a school?  All within walking distance of the spot she stood right now.  Thus far, she had not laid eyes on a single other person except for the realtor who gave her the keys to her new house.  There weren’t any cars either, adding to the strange yet heavy calm. 

“Not what I expected.”  

She glanced around, anxious that someone had caught her whispering to herself.  In a town this small, one rumor could lead to being an outcast for the entirety of her time here.  This experience would sour fast if everyone considered her insane. 

The streets were clean, almost too clean. Each house that she could see had just enough space between them to give the illusion of privacy.  Emphasizing the illusion, each house seemed to be done in a Gothic Victorian aesthetic façade with sloped roofs and immaculate gardens.  A picture-perfect novelesque town, complete with the underlying sense that something was off.  Inspiring yet chilling.

Natsumi found herself staring at the signs for two small cafes tucked between a few shops up the road.  Both seemed to be closed for the moment, their windows fogged with the remnants of morning condensation.  Well, she guessed, one place couldn’t possibly serve everyone.  The presence of these cafes was comforting for reasons that not even Natsumi was sure she understood. 

Perhaps, it was the idea that she was an outsider that prickled at her skin.  This town had the distinct feel of one of those ‘everyone knows everyone’ types of places. Ones that promised a rich foray into storytelling if you liked to people watch. Even now, fantastical ideas were flowing through her mind, not that she would start her new life by creating potential enemies. Another wave of anxiety hit her square in the chest, cold and foreboding, before she forced herself to calm down by taking a nice, deep breath.  Her keys jingled in her hand as she crossed the street and approached the grocery store. 

As she made her way over, she couldn’t help but notice the sign that stated: All Payments Accepted Here. An ATM was positioned outside the store, and Natsumi had to wonder how often it was filled. She imagined that many of the residents either had cards or visited the credit union when they needed to.  The machine was probably great for people passing through or those visiting their families for the holidays.  Natsumi wondered if she should go to the credit union and open an account, but that was a problem for another day. 

The grocery store was a mix of her expectations. There were shelves filled with food, but it didn’t seem to be so much that they’d throw away tons of waste. As if to confirm her suspicions, she heard laughter from a worker as he exclaimed, “Well, you know our slogan, Joe: If it’s not moldy, then it’s still good for something. Tell your wife to bring by some of her town famous bread pudding for us, will ya?” 

Joe’s laughter followed, a rich, sweet, comforting sound and Natsumi felt her lips forming into a tiny smile. 

It was kind of sweet. 

“... Ma’am are ya alright?” the cashier asked coming up to her once Joe had left. 

Natsumi hadn’t realized she had been staring this entire time.  “Yes, I’m sorry.  I was... I didn’t mean to zone out.” Natsumi bit her lip before remembering that she should introduce herself.  “My name is Natsumi, by the way.  I am moving into the old house on GlenCaven Way.”

Alright, she might not have wanted to give that much information, but in truth, what else could she say?  He didn’t seem like a mass murderer hell bent on killing her and besides she would be living in the town.  How hard would be it to find out where she lived with such a small population? Natsumi flashed what she hoped was a welcoming smile.

The chuckle that came from Theo’s lips was heartwarming, if for nothing more than it broke the tension that felt like it was building up in her mind.  “No need to worry, miss.  Name’s Theodore, but people ‘round here call me, Theo.  It’s a pretty nice town so ya don’t need to worry about no crazies huntin’ ya down.”

“O-Oh I wasn’—I didn’t mean—I’m sorry. I guess I’m still adjusting.”  Natsumi said embarrassed about her own behavior.  Just because she was having those thoughts didn’t mean she should have made it so obvious.  

Theo’s smile was patient.  “I felt that way when I moved from the city years ago.  My pops had moved here to enjoy the quiet life, but then he passed.  I had to come take care of his house an’ all, but everything kind of spiraled from there.  My boss got fired, then I got fired, and I couldn’t keep up on my rent. So, I was like ‘why not stay in this town in a place I don’t have to pay for’, ya know?  The old man that used to own this place was friends with my dad and let me buy it real cheap.  I’ve come to love this place–I’m sure ya will too.” 

Natsumi returned his smile with a small, hesitant one.  “I hope so.  It is definitely different than what I’m used to, but it seems like a good place to just... breathe.”  She bit her lip wondering if she should share a little more about herself.  “I... um... well I moved here for a more picturesque and quiet kind of writer’s life.  I... It’s not the only thing I do, but I had some money and then the place was pretty cheap.  Sorry, if I’m rambling and everything.”

Theo chuckled softly.  “It’s alright.  Ya know we offer a delivery grocery service here.  If ya don’t mind my partner stopping up, he could come deliver it or I can if it makes ya feel a little better.” 

As she went to respond, another man walked into the store with a bright smile.  “Hey!” the man greeted, walking over to Theo and giving him a kiss on the cheek.  “Who’s the new gal?” 

Theo turned to Natsumi.  “This is my partner, Shin.  He usually does the deliveries for me since he’s younger an’ all.”

“Oi! I’m only like a few years younger.” Shin said, grinning from ear to ear.  “Hello, ma’am, name’s Shin.”

Natsumi shook his hand.  “Hello.  My name is Natsumi.  I am moving into town today.”  She had to admit a little shock when she saw how open they were being about their relationship.  It seemed
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