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      Get ready for flickering lights, flying sparks, and a love story that's spooktacularly sweet.

      

      Quirky cosplay costume designer Ami, who has just landed her dream apartment, is in for a surprise: it's haunted by a matchmaking ghost she quickly befriends. The ghost, with a mischievous twinkle, seems to have her sights set on a specific match – the building's owner, Edward. A prim and proper investment banker, Edward has been living a rather sheltered life. But his world is turned upside down when the quirky Ami literally bumps into his life, along with flickering lights and ghostly whispers. Despite their contrasting personalities, an unlikely spark ignites, fueled by their shared love for a cult anime. But when Edward's glamorous Parisian girlfriend jets in, and a flamboyant exorcist attempts to banish the 'supposedly' evil spirit, things descend into hilarious chaos. With the watchful eye of a ghost as their unlikely matchmaker, Ami and Edward must navigate their budding feelings, uncover the truth behind the haunting, and fight for the love story the spirit aims for.

      

      Will they find a hauntingly happy ending, or will this paranormal meet-cute turn into a ghost of a chance?

      

      Enjoy this quick 90-minute closed-door light ghost matchmaker romance with a guaranteed happily ever after.
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          THE SPECTRAL APARTMENT

        

      

    

    
      Stepping into the garage apartment, Ami scanned the vast space. Sunlight streamed through the large windows, illuminating rows of empty shelves. This 1200-square-foot apartment was a steal, especially for the price. Perfect for storing her ever-growing collection of crafting supplies.

      “This apartment will be perfect for you,” Sylvanna, the realtor, chirped, reflecting Ami’s thoughts. “Mrs. Beaumont used to use this area for her floral hobby. Once they cleaned it out, her son decided to rent it.”

      Ami walked around the spacious room, opening the only door. It was a full bathroom with a tub, stacked washer, and dryer. She turned around, her bright purple and white hair pulled back in a messy bun that flopped to the side with her spin. “How many square feet is this? It looks huge!”

      The realtor grinned. “It is 1200 square feet, quite big for the price.” Ami walked around, her furry boots thudding softly on the concrete floor. A large curtain on one side of the wall concealed the large utility closet. It had to be the same size as her bedroom in her last apartment. It had tons of shelving, and the circular cubby holes caught her eye. Perfect for keeping her tubing organized. Making her way into the makeshift kitchen, she ran a finger along the cool marble countertop.

      “You mentioned you didn’t cook, so I figured you wouldn’t mind this kitchenette,” Sylvanna said.

      It didn’t have an oven or a stove, just a small heating plate and a half-sized refrigerator, but it did have a large counter with two hot pink fake fur plush bar stools that she instantly fell in love with. “Are they leaving the few appliances and the barstools?” she looked at Sylvanna hopefully.

      "Yes. So what do you think, Ms. Rose? Are you interested?” The overhead lights flickered briefly. Sylvanna clenched her clipboard with the specs on it.

      A shiver snaked up Ami's spine despite the warmth of the afternoon sun. The price tag? A steal. Too good to be true for a space this perfect? In a charming historic neighborhood within walking distance of downtown? It even had a garden tub and a stacked washer-dryer combo – everything on her wish list and more. Laundry mat woes? A thing of the past! She could barely believe her luck. "Wait," she turned to the realtor, high-pitched with excitement, "what was the price again?"

      "At $850 a month, with all the space and charm of a historic beauty, this place should have been gone months ago!"

      "You said you rented it out a few times, but the tenants broke the lease after only a few days. What's going on? Is the owner a tyrant or something?" Right after Ami asked, a cold wind rushed through her, and a shiver spread up Ami’s body as the lights flickered again. She could have sworn she saw a faint glow of a woman silently shaking her finger at her as if telling her off. Ami almost laughed when she turned to Sylvanna.

      The woman looked horrified. Did she see the ghost too? Was she afraid?  But she was wrong. Sylvanna was more outraged at her, thinking the owner was a tyrant. “Mr. Beaumont is a dear, poor boy. He was only twenty-eight when he lost both his parents months apart to cancer. He didn’t have time to mourn his father's death before his mother found out she had cancer and died suddenly only two weeks later. It is such a tragedy. Mr. Beaumont, Edward lived in Paris when his father was diagnosed and moved home to help. He is in international finance and a very upstanding character,” the realtor explained.

      The specter looked to be in her upper fifties or sixties. Enlightenment struck, so that’s why it’s not renting out, Ami thought. It’s haunted. “Out of curiosity, what did Mrs. Beaumont look like?” Ami blurted, the ghost stopping in mid-flicker. The realtor looked like she wanted to run when the lights flickered for a third time, but a ghost didn’t bother Ami. She always had a thing for the paranormal, one of the many quirks of why she had no friends. Then, after starting her cosplay costume business and winning several awards for best costume three years in a row, she’d gotten so busy that she quit making time for the few who tried keeping in touch. It had all been too much effort.  Maybe she’d make friends with the ghost, a woman with perfect silver-white hair in a bob and blunt-cut bangs, who floated closer to Ami.

      “Well, she was about five feet six or seven,” Sylvanna said.

      The ghost’s voice interrupted with a soft Southern accent. “Five Nine, you ninny. I’m taller than you.”

      Ami wanted to giggle but held it back as she tuned back into Sylvanna “...Charm that made you feel right at home. She was a good friend.”

      The ghost of Mrs. Beaumont drifted towards the realtor and patted her on the shoulder. Sylvanna shivered and edged closer to the door. And Ami thought living with a ghost might be what she needed.

      There was only one thing she wanted to confirm. “OK, you need to be honest,” Ami said, staring straight at the ghost. "Is the place not being rented out because it's haunted?"

      Sylvanna took a beat too long to answer, but that didn’t matter to Ami. The light from the windows was perfect for working on her costumes, and the space was more than enough for her large tables. “Never mind, I’m not afraid of ghosts,” Ami said, a bright smile spreading across her face as she looked directly at Mrs. Beaumont. “The more, the merrier. If they help me clean the house, then I’ll be one happy girl and can get more work done. Where are the papers? I’ll take it.”

      "That's a relief to hear, Edward. Mr. Beaumont, who lives in the big house, says this is typical of old buildings, with many creaks and flickers. He's having an electrician completely rewire the place in the next few months, so you won't have to worry about that anymore."

      She could have sworn she saw a faint, silver-haired figure flit past the doorway out of the corner of her eye. Ghosts didn't scare her—in fact, the lack of social interaction since starting her cosplay business made the prospect strangely comforting. As the realtor headed out of the apartment and down the stairs over the garage, Ami turned around and said, “See you soon, Mrs. Beaumont.”

      She closed the door and was excited about this new adventure. What would living with a ghost be like? And honestly, how could she not move into an apartment with the address 99 Shadows? It was too perfect to be real.
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          HELLO, WALL STREET GHOST?

        

      

    

    
      Edward Beaumont, the Third, sat in his father’s office, the city skyline sprawling beneath him through the expansive windows. Beaumont Investments was the pinnacle of financial success in this town, but to Edward, it felt suffocatingly small compared to the international deals he’d brokered in Paris. Coming home to Avery Crossing after his parents’ sudden passing wasn't what he’d envisioned, but everyone here seemed grateful for his return. They were lost without his father’s financial wisdom, a stark contrast to his own ambitions of helping small businesses and local entrepreneurs thrive.

      His phone buzzed. Sylvanna had found another tenant for the apartment above his garage. Since returning, Edward had learned a valuable lesson: small-town folks were superstitious. The previous two tenants had hightailed it after a few days, convinced the place was haunted. Absurd. He'd practically grown up in that room, playing hide-and-seek as a child. When his mother had taken it over for her short-lived flower hobby, there weren't any spectral disturbances. He opened the e-verification file. Amelia Rose. A normal name, hopefully, attached to a normal person.
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        * * *

      

      Over the past few days, he'd noticed a flurry of activity around the apartment. A girl with a baseball cap, her hair a riot of purple defying gravity, seemed to be single-handedly unloading boxes from a moving van. It was Saturday morning, and he still hadn't seen a sign of a bed or sofa being unloaded. Nor had he seen anyone helping her. As a responsible landlord
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