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Chapter 1 
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Until about a year and a half ago, I was a firm skeptic when it came to ghosts. That all changed after I inherited my great-aunt Maybell's house in Weeping Ridge. As her sole living relative, Willowtree Manor, along with her substantial fortune, passed into my hands. What followed defied every logical explanation I once held.

Willowtree Manor aptly named for the weeping willow trees that line the driveway are just about as old as the house. Once a thriving tobacco farm built in the 1890’s, the manor comes with a legacy-and a few unfinished renovations. Along with the property, I inherited two ghostly residents, the original owners of Willowtree Manor, Sam and Josephine Waters.

Both Sam and Josephine succumbed from the Spanish Flu, but for reasons unknown, they haven't moved on and remain tethered to the house. We have, however, managed to coexist peacefully within these historic walls.

When I moved to Weeping Ridge, I had no idea about my family's special abilities or that I had inherited them. My lineage stretches back to the Salem Witch Trials, where all the females of the Hollingsworth line could see or talk to ghosts in some manner. At first, I dismissed the strange occurrences as my imagination. But when I found Sam's old journal, everything changed. The man I had been dreaming about was indeed Sam Waters. As strange as it was, it seemed as though that it was just the beginning of my adventure.

It wasn't until I discovered a worn leather-bound book with an inscription from Aunt Maybell that I understood the full extent of my abilities. Her note explained that I had always been able to see and talk to ghosts. My parents hadn't believed her, so she found a witch who was able to shield my growing abilities from the paranormal realm. The kicker in all of it, this shield would lift upon Maybell's death. Those dreams about Sam were not just dreams; they were cracks in my shield, allowing my abilities to slowly emerge.

Imagine how I felt! Thrust into a new life where I could see and talk to spirits. Lucky for me, the ghosts I had inherited along with the house were extremely friendly.  Josephine became like the sister I never had, and Sam, her husband, became my sometimes lover. And did I mention that Sam and I share a child?

At first, I believed I was merely dreaming about Sam. But when I realized I could see and feel him, our relationship grew intimate. Meanwhile, I began dating Charlie from the local diner. Our connection was instantaneous, and we quickly fell in love and got engaged. Initially, I dismissed the rumors about Willowtree Manor being haunted, but when I finally confirmed them with Charlie, he accepted the news surprisingly well. It turned out he had already heard Josephine’s ghostly voice.

I was stunned to learn that Charlie’s uncle, Tuari Makosha, lives on the reservation and has the ability to see the spiritual realm, including the ghosts at Willowtree Manor. Charlie went on a vision quest with his uncle, which fully opened him to the spiritual world. Though he never detailed what happened during his quest, Charlie can now see and interact with the paranormal entities at Willowtree Manor, just like me. There are still many questions left unanswered, but perhaps some things are better left that way.

By February, Charlie and I had gotten engaged, and he’d moved into Willowtree Manor. The winter had been unusually brutal, and during one particularly epic snowstorm, the infrastructure for Weeping Ridge was taken out. Fortunately, Willowtree Manor has several working wood-burning fireplaces.

To stay warm, Charlie and I built a roaring fire and cuddled up in front of it. One thing led to another, and we found ourselves naked, enjoying a moment of passion. During this vulnerable moment, Josephine managed to enter my body to entertain her needs with Charlie. Meanwhile, Sam witnessed this and did the same to Charlie. Next thing I knew, Sam and I were in the master bedroom, our bodies united as one, while Josephine and Charlie did the same.

Though Charlie and I can’t be too angry with the ghosts, considering their eternal predicament, it was difficult at first to juggle my feelings for the dead man I was living with and the living one I was quickly falling in love with. Fortunately, things seemed to work out—kind of.

The way the four of us coupled that February night set off a chain reaction that awakened the paranormal realm in Weeping Ridge. Shortly after that night, I found myself pregnant and thought that Charlie and I would be parents. But, once we learned my due date, we realized that Sam had somehow impregnated me. We were concerned about telling Sam and Josephine, but during our talk, we discovered that Josephine was also pregnant by Charlie.

After consulting mystical books, I learned that a special circumstance allowed for this—despite the winter storm, there was a conjunction of the full moon with Venus and Jupiter that night.

We now had more to worry about because I was pregnant, and this was not Charlie’s child. Sam and Josephine both agreed that for the townsfolk and Charlie’s family, the child I was carrying would be Charlie’s, especially since nobody except Tuari knew of the existence of Sam and Josephine.

As my pregnancy advanced, so did Josephine’s. Together, we grew large. I decided to have a home birth because I wanted Sam to be present for the birth of his child, and this would also allow Charlie to be present for Josephine’s birth. Who would have guessed that both Josephine and I would go into labor and give birth on Halloween night?

Willowtree Manor now has another spectral entity, Eloise, Charlie’s daughter with Josephine. Although she is half human and half spirit, she maintains her spectral form. My and Sam’s daughter, Victoria Noelle, inherited my abilities. How do I know this? Not only can Sam become corporeal, but he feels as if he is alive, and the same goes for Eloise when she is touched by Victoria.

All of this is not documented in any of the books my great-aunt left for me. The conception and birth of our daughters are so rare that Josephine and I are writing the book as we navigate the unknown, while raising daughters conceived under extraordinary circumstances.

As for the town of Weeping Ridge, it seems to have become a vortex for supernatural forces. Ever since my shield broke, I can see and sense other spirits as I wander around this quaint little town. Charlie has experienced it too, and we both wonder if this has always been the way, or if my arrival and the birth of our half-human, half-spirit children have something to do with it. Welcome to my life!
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Time doesn’t stand still, although sometimes I wish it did. Both Victoria and Eloise are turning one in less than a month, and we're busy trying to figure out how to celebrate their first birthday and Halloween at the same time. While most people wouldn’t be too concerned with having a birthday party for their one-year-old, the four of us are worried since our daughters are not your typical one-year-olds. Eloise, a growing spectral entity who remains corporeal if Victoria or I touch her. Similarly, Sam, Victoria’s father, can remain corporeal whenever we touch him.

We know we can’t avoid throwing a party for the girls. Our concern lies in the fact that Victoria is the only one we can technically celebrate, but she’s deeply connected to Eloise. Even though it would be a small celebration with just Charlie’s family present, the challenge remains: nobody but Charlie’s uncle, Tuari Makosha, knows the truth about Victoria and Eloise.

Charlie’s at work, and both Eloise and Victoria are asleep. Seizing this rare opportunity for some peace, I am enjoying a long soak in the tub. Should Victoria wake up, I know the ghosts will tend to her, so I’m not worried. It’s been a while since I’ve had such tranquility. While I love being a mother, I do miss these quiet moments of solitude.

“Ah, this is nice,” I murmured, sinking into the hot jasmine-scented water with my eyes closed the tension quickly fading from my muscles. My moment of peace was cut short as, out of nowhere, Sam climbed into the tub, an unexpected intrusion that somehow shifted into an unexpected delight. 

“Liz, it’s been far too long since we last shared a bath,” Sam murmured, his voice thick with yearning as he drew me into his arms.

I chuckled, “Well, your daughter has been quite the handful.”

Sam's eyes twinkled with affection as he murmured, “Oh, so now it’s my daughter’s fault,” before his lips met mine in a tender kiss.

“Sam,” I crooned as our lips parted and allowed our tongues entrance. My desire for him exploded within me, swift and consuming.

As we kissed Sam’s hand began to massage one of my breasts tweaking the nipple. I hadn’t realized that I was in desperate need of milking until Sam began to massage my breast. Normally, if I don’t breastfeed Victoria, I will pump but I was so eager to take a bath that it skipped my mind. Fortunately for me, Sam was here to help relieve the pressure building up inside my breasts. 

I locked eyes with Sam, my gaze a desperate plea for salvation. “Please, Sam. Please,” I whispered, my voice trembling with raw need. “Please Sam, please.” I begged. “Please, take me. Take my breasts and milk them.”

He smiled in satisfaction as he laid back in the tub. “Begging already, Liz? I like it.” His look of wanton desire was enough to get me. “Lay back, and let me help you then my dear.”

I complied, sinking back into the tub as instructed. But as the water enveloped me, a wave of discomfort crept in, unshakable. I turned to him and softly suggested, “Maybe we should move to the bed. I think I’d feel more at ease there.”

Liking my suggestion, he quickly re-emerged from the tub, dry and dressed, and grabbed a large, fluffy towel to wrap around my body. His movements were effortless, almost magical, and his calm focus helped ease my restlessness. I headed quickly to the bed, eager to relieve the ache of my engorged breasts. As I lay down, anticipation surged through me—I trusted him completely to work his magic.

His fingers barely touched my sensitive breasts and my back arched ready for him as I pressed myself into his crotch. I could feel his erection growing larger and it was a feeling I could never get enough of.

He chuckled as his fingers twisted my nipples. “So eager,” he grinned in satisfaction. “All mine.” 

I couldn’t hold back any longer. A shiver coursed through me as I cried out, my voice breaking with desperation. “Please, Sam. I need more,” I begged, the ache of his teasing now unbearable.

He leaned down and whispered in my ear, “I’m going to claim every inch of you Liz. You’re mine.” Those words sent chills down my spine as I breathlessly told him, “Yes Sam, I’m all yours.”

As Sam continued to milk me alternating to the other breast, the pleasure intensified deep within me sending chills down my spine until I climaxed. “Mm, oh yeah. Oh, oh, please,” I simpered while Sam loved on my breast, his tongue flicking my nipple.

Knowing that I was his, he pinched my nipples harder, as his tongue gently flicked the tip of my sensitive nipples. Desire coursed through my body and I was on the brink of climaxing as he continued to milk my breasts. My hips ground against his and I could feel just how excited all of this was making him. 

“Come for me,” he commanded as my body shuddered coming hard as he continued to milk my breasts. 

“I love it when you forget to breastfeed Victoria,” he smiled as his mouth crushed mine, lips parting as the desire rose between us. My body cold from the dampness of the bath yet warm with desire for my ghostly lover.

I could feel Sam’s hardness twitching at the entrance to my pussy as it dripped pre-cum. He was teasing me and I needed to feel his hardness pummeling my greedy snatch. Sam knew that whenever he or Charlie milked me, I would climax and beg for sex because it sent me into overdrive so he always relished the teasing he could do on me. 

“Sam, please,” I begged. “Please fuck me.”

The familiar rich, intoxicating scent of cigars and whiskey wove through the air between us. Sam's mouth lingered tantalizingly close to mine, our breaths mingling. He didn't close the gap, leaving me suspended in a moment of aching anticipation. His eyes, soft yet intense, locked onto mine as a loving smile curved his lips. “Tell me what you want, Liz,” he murmured, his voice a husky whisper that sent shivers down my spine.

Tears of frustration brimmed in my eyes. "You, Sam. I need you. Can't you see that? Just take me in your arms and make me feel whole." Since we had become intimate he had become a master in making me desire him, need him and how only he could release those deep carnal desires.

“What do you desire from me, Liz?”, his voice low and commanding. “Tell me exactly what you crave.”

Exasperated from his incessant teasing, I finally shouted, “You Sam! I want your hard cock in my pussy!”

The look on his face indicated that he was extremely pleased with his teasing. Tenderly he kissed my mouth our lips exploring each other as desire coursed throughout my body. Swiftly his cock slid into my wet needy pussy and he began to thrust his hips pushing him deeper inside me as I wrapped my legs around his hips pulling him closer to me. 

“Oh, Sam!” I whimpered as my fingers trailed down his back and my body shuddered with delight. Sam was an exquisite lover despite being dead. It was always amazing the number of times he could bring me to climax.

Sam’s hard cock was deep inside of me and he continued to pound my pussy with need as I shifted my body slightly beneath him. I arched my back a little more into the bed shifting my pelvis up slightly which changed the trajectory of how his cock thrust in and out of me. Now, he continuously would hit my g-spot causing me to scream with delight as I orgasmed my muscles clamping around his erection deep inside of me. 

“Mm, fuck Liz, coming!” he bellowed as his hot cum shot into me, soaking my insides. 

With Sam’s flaccid cock still inside me he chuckled, “I think I need to love your breasts again, you’re leaking.”

“I only leak for you Sam,” I fervently replied as he took a breast in his mouth, his teeth lightly grazing over the nipple. “Please Sam,” I begged as I rocked my hips back and forth while my legs tightened around him holding him where he was.  I could feel his arousal growing harder again as he loved on my breasts, while my need grew exponentially. Before long, Sam was plowing my pussy hard and fast as he can while our bodies gyrated as our desire intensified.

“I’m going to blow my load deep inside that greedy pussy and knock her up!” he bellowed as he came hard inside of me, my moans mixing with his. The moment shattered as our daughter Victoria’s cries echoed through the hall. “I’ll go check on her,” he said, pressing a quick kiss to my lips before disappearing into her room. I let out a sigh, the magic of the moment slipping away.

As I got dressed, I couldn’t help but think about what Sam had just said about knocking me up as I laid a hand on my taut stomach. I smiled, a part of me couldn’t help but desire to have Sam knock me up again.  We both knew the likelihood of it happening was slim since according to what I had gleaned from my books the circumstances had to be perfect between a ghost and a living human being. At the same time, Charlie and I had just started trying to have a child together now that Victoria and Eloise were a year old. 

Entering Victoria’s bedroom, I see Sam giving her a bottle while Josephine is busy breastfeeding Eloise. I can’t help but smile at my ghosts because it is the best feeling in the world to see them interacting with their offspring, even if they had help from 2 living humans. I still wish Josephine and Sam could have a child together, but for some reason or other, they can’t physically have sex together. At least, both of them can have intercourse, albeit with Charlie and me.

I walked over to Sam and kissed the top of Victoria's head as she took her bottle. "I'm sorry, little one. I didn't think you were thirsty when I put you down for a nap," I soothed, my voice soft and comforting.

Josephine frowned, her brows knitting together. "She wasn't. Something frightened them both."

"Really?" I asked, glancing at the dark corners of the room. "Did you see or feel anything, Josephine?"

Josephine shook her head, her voice barely above a whisper. "No, it's strange," she murmured, gently laying Eloise back in the crib. Sam followed suit, placing a now-sleeping Victoria next to her sister.

Concerned, I descended the stairs, greeted by the two resident ghosts whose faces mirrored my own worry. The chill in the air intensified my anxiety.

"Do you think one of the girls had a bad dream and woke the other up?" I wondered aloud.

"Liz, you know as well as I do that those girls don't even cry when it thunders outside," Josephine remarked. "Loud noises don't startle them. They are the epitome of well-adjusted infants, even if Eloise is a baby ghost."

Sam nodded in agreement. "Besides, those girls tend to soothe each other more often than not now. Something woke our daughters from sleep and scared them."

I sighed, knowing they were both right. The enigma surrounding Weeping Ridge had a way of creeping into our lives. Ever since moving here, the unexpected had become the norm. My shield, the one that once bound my abilities and hid them from the other plane, had broken, leaving me exposed to the incessant restlessness of spirits around town.

"Mon amour, don't worry like you are,” Sam said as he kissed the top of my head. “You should know by now that it will all be revealed when the time is right," he reminded me, his tone soothing yet firm.

"Oh Sam, the irony of you lecturing about patience," I retorted with a wry smile. "Like you, I loathe being told to just wait and see what happens."

Sam's hand gently caressed my cheek, and I turned to kiss his palm. "I'm sorry for snapping," I added softly. "If it were just the two of us, it would be one thing. But I can't even step outside Willowtree Manor without a protective shield due to the heightened paranormal activity. And now, both Eloise and Victoria wake up screaming at the same time, clearly terrified. It's got me really worried."

Josephine put a comforting hand on my shoulder. “Sam’s right, if something is coming then there’s no way to know until the time is right. Yes, the paranormal realm has awakened here in Weeping Ridge since your shield crumbled, but Maybell also knew that it would happen and tried her best to have all the necessary books at your disposal. Honestly, you have handled everything very well considering how you were thrust into this life.”

When Josephine said that to me, I couldn’t help it, I just busted out laughing hysterically. “Josephine, I love you like a sister, but honestly, I am not prepared at all. Think about it, I have a ghostly lover who just happened to father a child with me. There is nothing in any of the paranormal books about any of this. Hell, we’re writing the damn thing now!”

Both Sam and Josephine started to laugh when I said all that. I needed that outburst. When you put it all into perspective like I had just done, it is a little funny, weird but funny. 

“Liz, for all we know something could’ve traversed the ley line that flows through Weeping Ridge, and Eloise and Victoria are just more sensitive to it than we are. Be patient, give it time. If something is occurring, then we will learn about it in time,” Josephine resounded.

“Thanks Josephine. It might not be what I wanted to hear, but it was needed.”

Josephine was the one who had the voice of reason. She was the voice of reason when she and Sam were alive and now, apparently, even in death she still has found a way to maintain that status. I don’t think that she could lose that even-keeled head of hers, thankfully because someone in this family had to be the level-headed one and it was not Sam or me. Charlie was never home so I couldn’t talk to him like I could Sam and Josephine when it came to such matters like we just discussed. 
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I opened my mouth to say something, but before I could get the words out, the doorbell rang, interrupting my thoughts. The sound echoed through the cozy living room, where sunlight streamed in through the windows.

"Crap, who could that be?" I muttered to myself. When I opened the door, my surprise quickly turned to joy as I saw Charlie's sister, Amber, standing there.

"Amber!" I gasped. "What are you doing here? Charlie didn't mention you were coming."

Amber grinned, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "That's because nobody knew I was coming."

"Well, come in and sit down," I said, ushering her into the kitchen. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the air. "I'll fix us both a cup."

"I hope I didn't wake Victoria," Amber said, glancing around apologetically.

"Oh no," I replied, shaking my head. "Victoria should be waking up any minute now from her nap." I looked at Amber inquisitively. "So, why the surprise visit?"

Amber took a deep breath, her excitement barely contained. "I just closed on a house here. I'm moving back home."

My jaw dropped in shock. "You're moving back? That's amazing!"

"Yeah," Amber said, her smile widening. "I wanted it to be a surprise. I've missed being close to everyone."

Before I could say more, Victoria's wails echoed from the baby monitor on the kitchen counter. "Stay here," I said to Amber. "I'll be right back. Sounds like someone just woke up from her nap!"

A short time later I came downstairs carrying Victoria. I cooed, “Look Victoria, it’s Auntie Amber!”

“Oh, my goodness!” she jumped enthusiastically. “Look how big she’s gotten. Oh Liz, her hair, she has your curls coming in!” 

Amber was elated to see Victoria, so I passed her to her and smiled.  Behind Amber, I could see Sam smiling as he watched Amber and Victoria interact together before popping off to join Josephine and Eloise.

“So, you bought a house. Are you transferring down here?” I asked incredulously.

“Nope, I have given up my jet-setting adventures for something a little closer to home,” she stated.

“But why? I thought you enjoyed the ability to travel across the globe.”

She sighed, “Honestly Liz, this past year. I nearly missed out on you and my brother getting married because of traveling. And I didn’t even get to meet Victoria until she was almost 3 months old.”

I put my hand on top of Amber’s reassuringly. “Oh, Amber.”

“So, I decided that it was time for a career change and move back home. I didn’t want to move in with my parents so I bought Mossy Vale. Yeah, it needs a little work, but that’s ok because it’s perfect for me.”

I couldn’t believe it; Amber was moving home and gave up her job as an international stewardess to be closer to us. “S-so when are you moving?” I stuttered

“Tomorrow the movers should be here,” she stated.

“Wow. Your parents and Charlie are going to be speechless when they find. out,” I reminded  her. 

“I know, which was why I didn’t tell them until it was finalized.”

“Amber, you should’ve told Charlie at least. He could’ve helped you with all of it, especially with how to tell your parents. He loves you.”

“I know,” she gulped, “I just didn’t want to give Charlie a reason to lie or hide something from our parents. I know he would’ve too, and I love him because of it, but this was something I wanted to do, and do independent of my family’s involvement.”

“I understand,” I reassured her even though she had no idea that Charlie was hiding a huge secret from his parents and sister. If Amber only knew, she might’ve told Charlie or thought he was completely insane. In any event, what is done is done.  

“So where are you staying tonight if your furniture isn’t coming until tomorrow?” I hedged. 

“I have my sleeping bag so I am going to stay in the house, but I do need to see Charlie and my parents to let them know I am home for good.”

“Well, it’s rush hour at the diner, so I don’t suggest that you head over now. I know Charlie’s working with your parents until closing, so maybe come by later in the evening.”

She chuckled, “You’ve learned the ins and outs of the diner pretty well, Liz.”

“Amber, I love Charlie, and it was something I had to learn very quickly in our relationship. He’s good about letting me know his schedule too.”

“Do you want to join me for dinner at the diner around 7?” she asked.

“I’d love to, but are you sure you want me to come?”

She bubbled, “Of course. If you have Victoria then the initial reaction to my news might be more subdued.”

I chuckled, “Oh, pulling the niece card now, are we? Clever move.” My smile softened. “But really, it’s fine. I get it. So, what’s the plan? Stick around here, or meet us at the diner?” 

“Well, I was thinking about heading over to the house and do a little cleaning before going to the diner. So, you want to just meet at the diner?”

“Sure, that sounds great! I will meet you at 7 at the diner. Victoria will love having some food from there.”

Amber stood up and gave me a quick hug as she handed Victoria back to me. “I’ll let myself out. Bye little angel,” she cooed to Victoria. 

Once I heard the door close, I breathed a sigh of relief. “Just when I thought it couldn’t get more complicated here, it does.”

“Ain’t that the truth!” Sam guffawed. “Honestly love, you handled it with the grace of a dancer.”

“Thank you, Sam, but flattery won’t work on me because you know it’s going to take more than that if you want sex!”

I could see Josephine laughing hysterically so hard she had what appeared to be tears running down her face; that is if ghosts can cry actual tears. “Oh Sam, she’s got you there,” she muttered through her laughing.

“But I was being sincere, not trying for sex,” he pouted. “Besides, I know how to get sex from her if I want it!”

“Oh Sam, I’m sorry. I apologize. Thank you for the lovely compliment,” I said and gave him a sultry kiss on his lips. I whispered in his ear, “I can make it up to you later.”

I could feel Sam's arousal when I whispered that to him. Charlie and Josephine hadn’t spent time together in a while due to his grueling diner shifts, so she was likely to spend the evening with Charlie, which I was perfectly fine with. Our sex life was complicated, intertwined with two ghosts we shared children with each carrying their own desires and histories. 

To pass the time until I had to leave to meet Amber, I sat on the floor in the great room with Victoria who was trying her hardest to walk to her daddy and getting frustrated when she couldn’t.  She was more frustrated by the fact that Eloise could not only walk but had those spectral abilities to pop in and out wherever she wanted to and Victoria was annoyed because she couldn’t. 

Sam was laughing at the frustration displayed on Victoria’s face. “Oh Liz, she’s got your temperament. She looks just like you do when you are frustrated.”

I glared at Sam, “Excuse me? I don’t look like our infant daughter about to throw a temper tantrum.” 

Sam detected the irritation in my voice. "Uh, I think I hear Josephine calling. I'll be right back to check on things," he mumbled nervously.

Josephine stood behind Sam and scolded him the way only a mother could. “Don’t use me as an excuse Sam just because you stuck your foot in your mouth!” 

Sam quickly turned back to face me trying to save what little he could. “Liz, darling, I didn’t mean it like you thought I did. I was just trying to say that our darling little Victoria scrunches her nose exactly like you do when you are annoyed with me.”

Josephine and I burst into laughter at his response. Finally, I let Sam off the hook and kissed him passionately, my hands resting on his hips as our lips locked.

Josephine cleared her throat, “Um if you want to take it upstairs, I can occupy the girls.”

I blushed. I felt quite embarrassed although it was not a secret from Josephine that Sam and I were still intimate together. 

“Thank you, Josephine, for the offer, but Sam can wait,” I deadpanned. Josephine smiled. Sam oompahed. I just loved the banter we 3 had together daily.

“Oh, Josephine,” I said as I quickly remembered something. “I am having a lot of the townsfolk want Soul Cakes for Halloween this year. Do you know a good recipe? I never heard of soul cakes before.”

“What?” Sam and Josephine exclaimed in unison shocked at the question I just asked.

Sam, still in disbelief, asked, “You've never heard the old English rhyme asking for a soul cake? Jo, how does it go again?”

Excited Josephine began to recite the rhyme in a sing-song voice. 


“Soul, Soul, a soul cake!

I pray thee, good missus, a soul cake!

One for Peter, two for Paul,

Three for Him what made us all!

Soul Cake, soul cake, please good missus, a soul cake.

An apple, a pear, a plum, or a cherry, any good thing to make us all merry.

One for Peter, two for Paul, and three for Him who made us all!”



I just stood there shaking my head. Sometimes I felt like Weeping Ridge was a country unto itself because of the things I am learning the more I am here. “Ok then?! I...I guess I have learned something. But why didn’t I hear about this last year?”

Sam gently reminded me, “Um Liz, do you remember how pregnant you were with our daughter? The entire town  decided to not ask you to bake anything for Halloween, and rightfully so since she can that night.”

“Oh God, Sam,” I moaned, “is this a tradition in Weeping Ridge?”

“I have no idea. Do you know Josephine?”

“No idea. I just remember learning the rhyme as a child.”

I just moaned and held my head. Sometimes I wished for a normal life, but then again normal sucked. I had discovered my ex-boyfriend Zak was gay after I learned my job had just laid everybody off. The rain was so heavy the roads were flooding and I had only gone to Zak’s place to see if the rain would let up some.  Only, when I got to Zak’s place he was in bed with his boyfriend, Martin. Yeah, normal sucks. I doubt Weeping Ridge could do normally if it tried, especially when there’s a ley line traversing the entire town.
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I had promised Amber that I would meet her at the diner, and I am a person of my word. She was already in the parking lot, pacing slightly as if she couldn’t wait to see me. The moment my car pulled in, her face lit up, and she hurried over, her coat flapping in the chilly evening breeze. Without hesitation, she grabbed Victoria’s diaper bag from the backseat while I carefully unstrapped the little miss from her car seat.

“Hey, you two,” Amber said warmly, her voice carrying that familiar mix of excitement and comfort. Together, we walked toward the diner, the jingling of the Christmas bells on the door announcing our arrival. The warm glow of the lights inside spilled out onto the sidewalk, a stark contrast to the crisp night air.

“Welcome to—” Charlie’s voice trailed off mid-greeting as he looked up, his eyes widening in surprise. For a moment, he stood frozen, his dish towel hanging limply in his hand. Then, as if snapping out of a trance, he hurried around the counter, his face a mix of elation and disbelief.

“Amber!” he exclaimed, pulling her into a tight embrace. “What are you doing here?”

Amber laughed, her cheeks flushed from the cold and the unexpected reunion. “Hi, Charlie! Thought I’d surprise you.”

Charlie turned to me next, his expression softening as he leaned in to kiss me on the lips, then placed a gentle kiss on the top of Victoria’s head. “Dinner for you ladies, I assume?” he asked, his tone teasing but affectionate.

“Yes, please,” Amber chimed in, her smile radiant. “But don’t forget Victoria—she’s the real VIP tonight.”

Charlie hurried to the kitchen to have his parents fix up plates, but also to let them know that Amber was there.  Shortly thereafter, Charlie’s parents came out with our food while Charlie was heading to the office in the back to get Victoria’s highchair that was kept there.  Yes, the diner has highchairs, but Charlie’s parents insisted that they have their very own highchair for her here at the diner, which they bought and kept in the office. I knew what battles to pick and the highchair wasn’t one worth wasting my breath on.

While Charlie grabbed Victoria from me and set her up with her dinner of mashed potatoes, green beans, and applesauce, his parents placed our food in front of us. 

“Amber dear,” their mother said, “why didn’t you tell us you were coming? Darling, we don’t have the room ready for you,” she chided.

“Your mother’s right Amber, we were using your room as storage since we were busy remodeling the downstairs,” their father added. 

“Mom, Dad, relax. It’s ok, don’t worry about me, I will be fine,” Amber reassured. 

Charlie was laughing at Victoria as she double-fisted her food. Victoria did not like assistance with eating and would fuss if one of us tried to help her. She very much wanted to be a big girl and do it herself, and so she did, most of the time throwing the utensils to the ground out of frustration and fisting her food instead. She was a messy eater for sure, but she loved her food which was a good thing. 

“Amber, so tell your mother and me this, how long are you in town for before you jet off somewhere else again?” her fathered asked.

Clearing her throat Amber calmly said, “I’m home for good,” she began. Before she could continue with what she was saying her mother gasped, “What do you mean for good? Did you do a transfer back home and not tell us?”

Amber's heart raced as she took in a deep, steadying breath. Her gaze met her mother's, unwavering. "No, Mom," she said with a voice that was a mix of determination and vulnerability. "I left my job as a flight attendant and bought a house here.”

Charlie sat beside me while Victoria quietly ate her dinner. The room buzzed with tension as his parents volleyed heated words back and forth with Amber. Leaning closer, he whispered in my ear, “Did you know about this and not tell me?”  I whispered back, “No, she showed up today and broke the news. Trust me, I was just as shocked as everybody else.”

“Amber!” her mom shouted before remembering that Victoria was here and toned it down. “What would make you go do something like that? Do you have a plan? A job?”

“Aponi, calm down,” their father chided, “Amber is a grown woman and can make her own choices.” He soothed, “Besides, be happy, she’s home. She can now come work in the diner and learn the business alongside Charlie.”

Charlie coughed to hide his snicker. 

Grateful for her dad’s blessing, Amber replied warmly, “Thank you, Dad, I really appreciate that.” She then turned her gaze toward Charlie, her eyes narrowing as she shot him a pointed glare. Her smile didn’t waver, but the subtle edge in her tone was unmistakable as she continued, “I’d be glad to work in the diner alongside everyone.”

Her mother, with a mix of curiosity and concern, asked oblivious that she had already said she bought a house. “So, where are you going to stay, darling?” 

Amber smiled reassuringly at her mom. “Mom, the movers arrive tomorrow, so I’ll be sleeping at the house tonight in my sleeping bag. It's not glamorous, but it’ll do for one night.”

“Your house? What house?” her mother responded, surprised.

“So, where did you purchase a house, Amber?” Charlie queried, attempting to break the ice with a friendly tone.

Amber glanced around at her family. “I purchased Mossy Vale. It needs a little TLC, but nothing that has to be done immediately.”

Her dad’s brows furrowed slightly. “Mossy Vale, huh?  Do you remember the rumors growing up about that place being haunted?”

Amber rolled her eyes. “Oh, come on, Dad. I don’t buy into silly ghost stories.”

“Well,” Charlie interjected with a grin, undeterred, “I’d be glad to stop by, see what it all needs, and help you out, sis, any way I can.”  

Amber smiled. “Thanks, bro!”

“Liz dear, do you want a coffee?” their dad asked.

“Milk please,” I replied and Charlie felt my forehead. “No coffee? Are you feeling alright?” he teased.

I laughed as I pushed his hand away. "I had too much caffeine today and need our daughter to sleep tonight."

Amber shook her head. “I don’t know how you do it, Liz, breastfeeding and limiting your caffeine intake. I couldn’t do it, especially when I was traveling internationally.”

I laughed. “Amber, trust me, it is quite difficult. Some days it’s easy, and other days, it is a bitch! Just wait until you’re a mom yourself—you'll see what I mean.”

Amber rolled her eyes playfully. “Yeah, yeah, we’ll see about that.”

“Amber, I have to ask, why did you decide to leave your job?” Charlie asked.

“Oh Charlie, that’s easy. This past year I felt like I was missing out on family time. I almost missed your wedding because of traveling. Then I didn’t meet Victoria until she was 3 months old and she’s now turning one. I haven’t had time to see her. I missed everyone and realized that being a flight attendant was no longer something I needed to do.”

“Well, it will be nice to have you home sis. I missed you,” Charlie said as he hugged his sister.

We all stopped talking and watched Victoria who was hungrily shoving the last of her food in her mouth. “Let me take this messy little monkey to the bathroom and wash her up,” Charlie said, as he lifted her out of her highchair.  Before I could even get up to start cleaning up the mess, Charlie’s parents were already on it, cleaning the highchair and putting it back in the office.

“Amber darling, we are thrilled to have you home. Shocked, but happy to have you home. You can start working next week here if that’s good for you?” her father casually replied.

“Thanks, Dad! Next week will be good, it will give me time to get settled into the house.”

Her mother glanced around, as though she had suddenly remembered something. “Charlie, why don’t you lock the front door? Nobody’s coming tonight,” she said.

I guffawed, “That’s why we came when we did.”

Charlie was still holding Victoria in his arms. “I will lock up after I walk Amber and Liz out to their cars,” he said, singing softly to Victoria. I couldn’t help but grin. “I’ll get her in the car seat. Someone’s tired.”

I watched as Charlie carried Victoria to the car and gently strapped her in. The sight of him caring for her so tenderly made me smile. He truly loved her unconditionally, and that was all that mattered.
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