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Chapter 1

Addison Lockhart was holding a jar of tomato sauce in her hand
when her water broke. She’d been shopping at the local grocery store when her
unborn child decided she’d grown a bit tired of sitting inside of a stuffy womb
for so many months. She was ready to make her grand entrance into the world,
even if it was nine days ahead of schedule.

Shocked and unprepared, Addison stood for a moment, frozen,
staring down at the combination of tomato sauce, glass, and amniotic fluid that
had splattered all over the supermarket floor.

A young male employee stepped into the aisle, glancing at
the mess as if confused about what to do next.

He looked at Addison and said, “Ma’am, are you all right?”

She stared at him and then tipped her head toward the wet
patch on her dress. “I don’t think so. It seems my baby’s coming.”

The employee’s eyes widened, and he held his hands in front
of him. “I ... ahh ... you just wait here. I’ll get someone to help.”

He scampered off, and moments later, a voice came over the
store’s intercom requesting a cleanup on aisle three. Addison reached down,
attempting and failing to grab her purse at the bottom of the shopping cart
before a sharp pain ripped across her abdomen. She gripped the cart’s handle in
her trembling hands, trying her best to breathe through it.

I can do this. It’s just a contraction. All I need to do
is breathe through it, and everything will be all right.

If only she believed it.

A bit farther down the aisle, an elderly woman rushed to
Addison’s side. The woman leaned over the cart, lifting the purse like it
weighed nothing. She handed the bag to Addison and said, “Here you go, hun.”

Addison forced a smile. “Thanks for your help.” Then she
unzipped the top of her purse, fumbled around for her cell phone, pressed the
first number on her speed dial, and waited for the call to go through.

Seconds later, Luke answered, saying, “I was just getting
ready to call you. Want to grab lunch somewhere?”

“I think I’m in labor. My water just broke.”

“Already? Where are you?”

“I’m at Fresh Pantry, the one by our place.”

“I’m on my way. I’ll be there in five minutes.”

Addison ended the call, slid the phone back inside her
purse, and slung the purse over her shoulder. She glanced over to see the
elderly woman still standing by her side, smiling.

“Is this your first baby?” the woman asked.

“It is.”

The woman reached out, patting Addison’s hand. “Now, don’t
you worry. Everything is going to work out. How about I walk you to the front
door and wait with you until your ride gets here?”

“I appreciate your help. I think I can make it.”

Addison abandoned the cart and started walking toward the
end of the aisle. Several steps in, another wave of contractions began. Addison
bent down and reached out, clutching the shelf next to her.

The woman wrapped an arm around her and said, “Let’s get you
through this one, and I’ll help you get where you need to be. Okay?”

Addison nodded.

The woman remained by Addison’s side, humming a soothing
tune as they made their way to the door. The tune seemed familiar. Addison was
sure she’d heard it before—somewhere. She glanced over, giving the woman a
closer look. She estimated the woman to be in her eighties, and she had short,
gray hair styled into a messy pixie cut. The woman was thin but much stronger
than she appeared.

They walked outside, and the woman guided her to a bench.
They both sat down. Addison turned toward the woman. “I didn’t think my baby
was coming yet or I wouldn’t have gone to the store today.”

“Hard to know with babies, isn’t it? They’re unpredictable
little bundles. You have a name picked out yet?”

Addison nodded. “Amara
Jane.”

“It’s lovely. How did you choose it?”

“It may sound strange, but her name just came to me one day.”

Addison thought back to the day of her grandmother’s
funeral. As she left the graveyard, a breeze had kicked up out of nowhere, and
with it, Addison swore she’d heard someone whisper “Amara.”
As her pregnancy progressed, Addison and Luke considered several names, but no
matter which ones they liked, she always came back to Amara.

“Do you have any children?” Addison asked.

“A daughter, a son, and one granddaughter.”

“I’m Addison, by the way. What’s your name?”

“Josephine. You can call me Jo.”

“Do you live around here?”

“Not far. I always thought I’d move on from this place one
day, take a journey, see the world, but I’ve always found it hard to be away
from my children for long.”

“My father feels the same way. He just bought the house next
door to ours.”

“Do you mind him being so close?”

Addison shook her head. “Not at all. I love my husband, but
my dad is the only family I have left.”

A car raced into the parking lot, not bothering to brake when
it hit the speed bump near the store’s entrance.

“I’m guessing your ride’s here,” the woman said.

Addison stood. “It is. Thanks again for looking out for me
today. I don’t know what I would have done if you weren’t there.”

“You would have been just fine, but I was happy to help.
Maybe one day we’ll meet again, and you can return the favor.”

Luke jerked the car to a stop next to Addison, hopped out,
and rushed around the side. He jerked the passenger-side door open and eyed Addison. Then he placed his hands on her shoulders and
squeezed. “How are you doing? Are you okay? I mean, are you all right? Are you
in pain? What can I do? I’m here. Just tell me. Tell me what to do, and I’ll do
it.”

Addison grinned. “For starters, you can
ease up on your grip a bit and calm down.”

“Calm down. Right. Sorry.”

He helped her into the car, buckled her into the seat belt,
and raced to the driver’s seat.

“I know how much you want to hurry,” Addison said, “but let’s
just concentrate on getting there safely, okay?”

Luke had always been the calm, collected type, while Addison
had always considered herself to be a bit unsure about things and scattered.
Seeing his cork come undone shouldn’t have been satisfying, but somehow, it
was.

“How are you feeling?” Luke asked.

“I’ve had a couple of contractions since my water broke. I
honestly didn’t know what to do, and then this sweet woman offered to help me.
She walked me outside and stayed with me until you got here.”

“Too bad I didn’t get the chance to thank her.”

“I’m sorry. I was concentrating so much on getting out of
there, I didn’t give it much thought. I should have. She was sitting right next
to me.”

“When?”

“Just now. On the bench when you pulled up.”

He shook his head, confused. “Sweetie, I saw you as soon as
I drove in. You were alone on the bench. There was no one else with you.”


Chapter 2

Four hours later Amara Jane entered the world at seven pounds, one
ounce. After bundling her tiny frame inside a blanket, the nurse placed her in
Addison’s arms. Addison stared down into the bright, sparkling eyes of her
newborn daughter, feeling a rush of overwhelming joy and love. A kind of love
she’d never experienced before—not like this.

Addison reflected on how much had changed in her life over
the last few years. Following her mother’s death, she’d learned of Grayson
Manor, a home she’d inherited in Rhinebeck, New York. It was there she’d first
met Luke and reconnected with her grandmother, Marjorie, who had made Addison
aware of who she was, and the supernatural power the women in their family
possessed.

Addison now understood why her mother
had kept her from becoming who she was meant to be all those years ago. She’d
tried to protect her, but she hadn’t protected her at all. Even as a child,
Addison had still experienced visions and saw things she couldn’t explain.
Looking back on it now, Addison made a promise to herself. She wouldn’t allow
her own child to suffer as she had. She’d raise her from the start knowing who
she was, the power she held, and what she would become.

Luke slipped his hand inside Addison’s and bent down,
kissing Amara Jane on the forehead. He brushed a wisp of Addison’s
hair off her face and said, “You look tired. You should get some sleep.”

“I know,” Addison replied. “All I want
to do is hold her in my arms and never let go. I have no idea how I’m going to
handle being away from her one day. Is that weird? I mean, she just arrived,
and already I can’t imagine a day where I have to let her go out on her own in
the world.”

Luke squeezed Addison’s hand. “It’s not weird. I understand.
I feel ... I don’t know how to describe it. Having our little one has made our
lives so—”

“Complete?” Addison suggested.

He nodded. “Yeah, complete. We’re our own family now.”

“I have been keeping her all to myself since the nurse
handed her off to me. You’re right, though. I should get some rest. I know you’ve
waited for your turn with her. Ready to take her?”

Luke nodded and bent down, lifting Amara Jane into his arms.
“Looks like she’s waking up. Why don’t I walk her in the hall for a while?”

Addison nodded. “All right.”

Father and daughter left the room. A few minutes later, the
door creaked open. Addison opened her eyes and looked over, wondering why Luke
had returned so soon. She was surprised to find he wasn’t the one who’d entered
the room. Standing in front of her was a little girl who looked to be around
six years old. Her long, brown hair was in pigtails, and she wore a pink zip-up
jacket and matching pink pants. Her arms were clutched around a stained,
ratty-looking, brown teddy bear.

The child blinked at Addison and said, “I can’t find
Scarlett. I think she’s lost. She said she’d come back, and she didn’t. Do you
know where she is?”

Addison sat up. “I’m sorry, sweetie. I don’t know Scarlett.”

The girl nodded and then burst into tears.

“It’s going to be all right,” Addison said. “Is Scarlett
your sister?”

“She’s my nanny. She takes care of me sometimes.”

“Why is she in the hospital? Did something happen?”

The girl shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t remember. I’m scared.”

“You don’t have to be scared. I’m sure she’s not far. What’s
your name?”

“Sara.”

“I’m Addison.”

Sara sniffled and said, “Why are you in the hospital?
Are you hurt?”

“I just had a baby.”

Addison pushed her blanket to the side, wincing in
discomfort as she scooted off the bed, and bent down toward Sara. “How about we
go find Scarlett together? I bet if we talk to one of the nurses, they’ll know
where to find her.”

Sara shrugged. “Okay, but I talk to them, and they don’t
talk back.”

The comment seemed odd, and when Addison reached a hand out
to Sara, she discovered why. Sara took her hand, and the room went black.


Chapter 3

Addison glanced around, taking in the strange surroundings. One
thing was certain: she was no longer in a hospital room. At present, she was in
the back seat of what appeared to be a vintage car. Sara was seated next to her
with her arms wrapped around the same teddy bear she’d been holding moments
before.

The car’s speakers blasted Carly Simon’s “You’re So Vain” at
full volume, and in the front seat, a college-aged boy and girl attempted to
sing along. The girl was in the driver’s seat, and the boy was next to her,
bouncing one of his tan, suede boots on the car’s dashboard.
The song came to an end, and when the next one began, the girl leaned over and
switched the radio off.

The boy glared at her, annoyed. “What did you do that for? I
liked that song. It’s groovy, baby.”

“Yeah, well, I’m tired of it. They play it all the time. I
won’t be able to get it out of my head for the rest of the day now.”

He laughed. “Yeah, well, that’s why it’s so good, and you’re
not the only one in the car, you know. Maybe we should put it to a vote.” 

The girl looked over her shoulder at Sara and said, “What do
you think, hun? Do you want the radio on or off?”

Sara thought about it. “I want ice cream.”

“Good answer,” the boy said. “I want ice cream, too, just as
soon as the song is over.”

He reached over and turned the radio back on. The girl
rolled her eyes, but this time, she gave in to his wishes.

It seemed Addison was in one of Sara’s
memories. If so, she assumed Sara brought her there for a reason, to show
Addison something she wanted her to see.

Addison turned toward Sara. “Where are we? Why have you
taken me back to this particular memory?”

Sara didn’t respond.

“Sara, can you hear me?” Addison asked. “What is it you want
me to see? It’s okay. You can tell me. Whatever happened before, you’re safe
now.”

When there was still no reply, Addison tried placing a hand
on Sara’s shoulder, but her hand swiped right through it.

Sara turned toward Addison, pressed a finger to her own
lips, and said, “Shhh. Just wait. We’re almost there.”

“Wait for what?
What’s about to happen?”

“You’ll see,” Sara said.

The boy up front leaned over and kissed the girl on the
cheek. “Hey, baby, how about we go to the drive-in and see American Graffiti
after you put the little one to bed?”

“I can’t,” the girl said. “Not tonight.”

“Why not?”

“Sara’s mom went into the city with friends. She won’t be
back until tomorrow.”

“Yeah, so?”

“I’m staying over,” the girl said.

The boy frowned, displeased. “Why? Sara’s dad will be home
to look after her, won’t he?”

The girl nodded. “Yeah, he’ll be
around, but Mr. Belle has friends coming over tonight. I want to be there for
Sara in case she needs anything.”

Belle.

The name was familiar.

“She’ll be sleeping,” the boy said. “What could she need?”

“I’ve already told him I’ll stay over, and I’m not going
back on it now.”

The boy grinned and looked back at Sara like he’d found a
solution where everyone got what they wanted. “Hey, kiddo, you wouldn’t mind if
I borrowed Scarlett tonight for a couple hours after you go to bed, would ya? I’ll
throw in a second scoop of ice cream to make it worth your while.”

Sara’s eyes widened with delight, but before she had the
chance to reply, Scarlett intercepted.

“Knock it off, Theo. Don’t do that.”

“Don’t do what?” Theo asked.

“Use Sara to get what you want. It won’t work. I said not
tonight, and I meant it.”

Theo threw his hands in the air. “What’s gotten into you
today? You’re actin’ kinda crazy. What’s the skinny?”

Scarlett breathed a heavy sigh. “I’ve ... I’m sorry, Theo. I
don’t mean to blow you off. It’s just, I have a lot on my mind. I’ve lost
something ... something important.”

“What did you lose?”

“It doesn’t matter. I just need to find it.”

Theo gave Scarlett’s shoulder a squeeze. “All I wanted was
to spend some time with my girl. That so bad?”

“You will,” Scarlett said. “I’ll make it up to you tomorrow
night. Mmm...kay?”

Theo leaned back. He folded his arms and huffed like a vexed
child. “I mean, I guess so.”

“How much longer?” Sara asked. “I’m hungry.”

“A few more minutes,” Scarlett said. “We’re
almost there. I just need to make a quick stop for your dad first.”

Scarlett turned onto Dawson Street, and Addison gazed out
the window. The street was familiar. The surroundings were not. The barren
field on the right had been turned into a strip mall in the present day, and
the fast-food diner on the left was now a Brazilian Steakhouse.

Addison looked at Scarlett and Theo, studying their clothes.
Scarlett was dressed in a white, tie-neck mini dress. Theo was in burgundy bell-bottoms
and a striped button-up shirt.

From the looks of things, Addison was locked in a seventies
time warp.

Theo jerked his head to the right and shouted, “Scarlett,
Look out!”

A truck traveling the opposite
direction plowed through the stop sign, slamming into the car Scarlett was
driving. The car spun ‘round and ‘round, skidding across the street, before
nose-diving into a tree. When everything came to a sputtering stop and Addison’s
head stopped spinning, she opened her eyes and canvassed her surroundings. She
was seated on the ground several feet from the car. She looked herself up and
down. There wasn’t a scratch on her.

Her thoughts turned to the car’s other passengers.

Addison’s eyes first came to rest on
Theo. He had been thrown from the vehicle, his bloodied body lying face down on
the pavement. Addison stood up and ran toward the car. Scarlett was in the
front seat. The smashed-up auto had folded into itself, sandwiching Scarlett
between twisted layers of bent metal. Half of the back seat had been ripped
off, and Sara was missing. So was the other vehicle and its driver. Apparently, the
offender had just driven off.

Addison whipped around and shouted, “Sara! Where are you?
Can you hear me?”

Cars screeched to a stop on both sides
of the road, taking in the gruesome sight. People leapt from their cars and
bolted to the scene of the accident, slapping their hands over their mouths and
standing in horror as they witnessed the accident’s deadly aftermath.

A small group of people huddled together on the other side
of the car. At first, Addison assumed they were discussing what they’d just
seen until a teary-eyed woman dropped to the ground. Addison squeezed through
the growing group of spectators, fearing the worst. There, on the ground,
bruised and broken, was Sara’s lifeless body.


Chapter 4

“Addison, can you hear me?”

Luke’s voice seemed distant like he was calling to her from
the opposite end of a long corridor. Her eyes opened, and she found herself on
the floor in the hospital room. Luke hovered over her.

Addison sat up, her eyes darting around. “Where did she go?
Where is she?”

“Amara Jane? She’s
with your dad. He’s just outside the door. I can get him if you like. I wanted
to check on you first before I brought her back to you. I thought you might be
asleep.”

“I wasn’t talking about the baby. I mean ...”

Sara. She meant Sara. The present moment didn’t seem
like the right time to discuss what had occurred over the last several minutes.
Luke had been aware of Addison’s unique abilities for years, and though he’d
always been supportive, once Addison became pregnant, his concern about her
afterlife visitors heightened when he thought about what it meant for their
baby. Addison didn’t choose when a spirit made contact, and she hadn’t had any
such visits since she first learned she was pregnant. For a while she’d wondered if she’d been given a short reprieve—a reprieve that
seemed to be over.

Addison reached for Luke’s hand, and she came to a standing
position.

“What happened?” Addison asked.

“I hoped you could tell me. I came back into the room and
found you on the floor. I was just headed to the nurse’s station to get help. I
thought you were unconscious.”

“How long was I out?”

“I’m not sure. I found you about thirty seconds before your
eyes opened. How did you end up on the floor in the first place?”

Addison looked away, unsure of the
explanation she wanted to give. She didn’t want to lie. She didn’t want to tell
the truth, either. Not yet.

He raised a brow. “It happened, didn’t it? Someone made
contact.”

Addison nodded. “A little girl named
Sara. She came into my room looking for her nanny. I didn’t know she wasn’t
alive at first. She was crying, and she looked scared. I got out of bed, and
said I’d help her. I took her hand, and the room went dark. When the darkness
cleared, I found myself back in the seventies.”

“The seventies?”

“I believe it’s the time period Sara died in. I think her
parents own Belle Manor, the house in the forest above the city.”

“Belle Manor. I know it. I’ve always hoped I’d get a look at
it one of these days. There was an article in the local paper years ago about
past tragedies in the area. The Belles were one of the families featured, but I
don’t remember all the details.”

“I saw the whole thing,” Addison said. “I saw what happened to
her.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sara took me back to the day it happened. There was an
accident. A vehicle ran through the stop sign, slamming into the vehicle Sara’s
nanny was driving. There were three of them in the car: Sara, the nanny, and a
boy I believe was the nanny’s boyfriend. They all died. At least, I think
they all died.”

Luke crossed his arms and sighed. “I don’t like this. You just
had the baby. We’re not even home yet.”

“I get it. I do. But she’s made contact now, and she’s
confused. I need to help her.”

“No, you don’t. She’s waited this long. She can wait a bit
more.”

“There’s a reason she’s still here, Luke. The faster I can
find out why, the faster she can move on, and we can get back to our lives.”

He shook his head. “Until another spirit comes along seeking
your help, you mean?”

“I know it’s not what you want to hear. I don’t know what
else to say.”

Luke reached out, taking Addison’s hand in his. “It’s out of
your control. I get it. I just want you and the baby to be safe.”

“I know you do, and we will be. We’re protected.”

“How can you be so sure?”

She wasn’t, but she believed one new item in her arsenal
would provide such protection—a book left to her by her grandmother.


Chapter 5

The book of enchantments had been given to Addison right before
her grandmother passed away. Addison clutched it in her hands and sat on the
bed, staring at the embossed image in the center of the book’s cover. Three
women stood around a pillar of light—a grandmother, a daughter, and a
grandchild, symbols of magic from one generation to another.

Given the book’s weathered age, Addison had expected to find
its pages filled with spells when she’d first received it, until she’d cracked
it open, poring over the words written by her ancestors. The pages read like lyrical
verses of music, each offering wisdom, warning, advice, and best of
all—enchantment.

When Marjorie offered it to Addison, she’d said, “With this
book you have all the power you can possess, everything I have.”

And yet, even after taking possession of the book, she still
felt a part of her was missing.

Addison closed the book, put it to the side, grabbed her
laptop off the nightstand, and went to the main page of the Rhinebeck Bee,
a long-standing local newspaper established in the thirties. In the search bar
she typed: car crash, Sara Belle, Scarlett, Theo, 70s.

The inquiry yielded several results. Most interesting was a
front-page story dated August 12, 1973, which included a large, black-and-white
photograph of the car taken at the scene of the crash. The article read:

 

A young woman and child are dead, and a third person has
been critically injured following a hit-and-run traffic accident five days ago
at the intersection of Dawson and Nile. The two lives claimed were a young
girl, Sara Belle, 6, and her nanny, Scarlett Whittaker, 20. Still in serious
condition at Duke Hospital’s intensive care unit is Theodore Price, 21.

State police have reported the accident took place at 4:30
in the afternoon. Scarlett Whittaker, who was operating the car at the time,
was found in the driver’s seat. It is believed she died on impact. Sara Belle
was thrown several feet from the car and also perished at the scene. Theodore
Price suffered multiple broken bones and a severe head injury, but after two
surgeries in the days following the accident, doctors believe there’s a good
chance he may survive.

Scarlett Whittaker was traveling north when a dark blue
or black truck ran a stop sign, striking her vehicle in the side. Whittaker’s
car spiraled out of control, crashing into a tree, where it was demolished. The
unknown driver of the other vehicle fled the scene, and as of today, he or she
has not yet been identified. Police are asking anyone who may have information
about the hit-and-run driver or anyone in the area at the time of the crash to
please come forward.

 

Addison combed through stories related to the crash and
discovered Theo had lived. She also found a smattering of mentions
on the continued search for the unknown individual driving the truck.
According to the articles, the hit-and-run driver had never been identified.

Addison leaned back on a pillow and closed her eyes,
recalling the moment Theo had spotted the other vehicle. For a split second Addison
could have sworn she’d seen the driver, but his face was blurred, like he was
being viewed through a kaleidoscope.

Why had he run the stop sign in the first place?

Had he seen it?

Was it intentional?

Multiple theories flooded her mind.

Maybe the other driver had been drunk at the time. Maybe he’d
fallen asleep at the wheel. Or maybe the reason for the crash was something far
more sinister.

A quick Google search provided Addison with a lead. Theodore
Price was now sixty-seven-years old. He was married, owned an auto parts store,
and he lived in Hyde Park, a short twenty-minute drive away.

Luke entered the bedroom and narrowed his eyes. “What are
you up to in here?”

“Just getting some rest while the baby’s sleeping,” Addison
said.

He scanned the bed and thumbed toward the book. “Rest and
some light reading?”

Something like that.

“Sara will contact me again,” Addison said. “She’s scared,
Luke. I’m not sure she understands what happened to her.”

“Yeah, well, I came upstairs to tell you Lia’s downstairs.
She stopped by to see how we’re all doing.”

Addison had first met Lia McReedy when Addison moved to
Rhinebeck and discovered some old bones on the property surrounding the manor. Lia was the medical examiner who had been assigned to the
case. They’d clashed a bit at first, but over time, the pair had become close
friends.

Addison found Lia in the living room, staring at a shadow
box on the wall containing a vintage white cloche hat and matching lace gloves.

Lia tipped her head toward the display. “Nice. When did you
get it framed?”

“About a week ago. They were Gran’s.”

Lia nodded. “I remember. Those were the
gloves she wore the weekend of your wedding, right?”

Addison nodded.

“Marjorie was so posh,” Lia said. “I’ve never seen a woman
so stylish in their older age. She reminded me of Sophia Loren.”
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