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      Music connects us to our past. But some connections should remain severed.

      Maggie Wildblood barely knew her grandmother Flara—just birthday cards and crisp twenty-dollar bills. When she inherits a remote Michigan cabin filled with vinyl records and strange jam jars, it’s the perfect opportunity for content.

      Until things get weird. Jelly jiggles inside their jars. Vinyl records play without being touched. And the townspeople watch her with a ravenous hunger—waiting for something to awaken inside her.

      When Maggie discovers her grandmother’s journals detailing bizarre “jam sessions” from the 1970s, she begins experiencing vivid flashes of an earlier life—of partying with a drastically younger Flara and preserving jars of jam with the eerie psychedelic music of Pink Floyd, The Doors, Iron Butterfly, and Jefferson Airplane.

      Most unsettling of all is the strange woman she glimpses in these visions, a woman with her face, reaching out to her across time.

      Only Everett Nash, the intense forest ranger, seems alarmed by what’s happening. “Leave Pinewood Harbor. Never come back,” he warns. But even as Maggie feels drawn to his protective presence, she suspects he knows more than he’s saying about her connection to this place—and why the haunting music calls to something buried deep inside her.

      In Pinewood Harbor, the past isn’t preserved—it’s alive and hungry.

      JAM SESSIONS will make you question every memory you thought was yours and every jar in your pantry.

      Some melodies echo through time.

      Some vessels wait to be filled.

      Some preserves are never meant to be tasted.
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      The raspberry jam shouldn’t have moved on its own.

      Maggie Wildblood stared at the mason jar. Its contents shifted again—a subtle ripple through the deep crimson preserves. She blinked hard. The movement stopped.

      “Get it together, Maggie.” Her voice echoed in the dusty cabin kitchen.

      Three days in Pinewood Harbor and she was already losing it. The isolation of Michigan’s Upper Peninsula in February would do that to a Chicago girl. Snow piled against the windows, sealing her inside her grandmother’s time capsule of a home. No neighbors for a quarter mile. No sound but the wind howling through ancient pines.

      Maggie nudged the jar with her fingertip. The jam remained perfectly still. Of course it did.

      Her phone buzzed with a text from her editor: Where’s the blog post you promised? Your readers are waiting for “Adventures in Grandma’s Kitchen.”

      She snapped a photo of the collection of preserves arranged on the kitchen counter—raspberry, blackberry, and something labeled simply “Special Blend 1972.” The last jar’s contents were darker, almost purple-black in the dim kitchen light.

      Maggie typed back: Working on it. Grandma Flara left me a goldmine of retro recipes. You wouldn’t believe her preserves collection.

      What she didn’t mention was that she’d barely known her grandmother. Flara Wildblood had been a stranger who sent birthday cards containing crisp twenty-dollar bills and the occasional jar of homemade jam. The woman had lived four states away in this remote woodland town that Maggie had visited exactly twice as a child.

      Yet somehow, Maggie had inherited everything—the cabin, the adjacent small preserves shop called “Wildblood’s Harvest,” and every jar of decades-old jam in between.

      The lawyer’s call had come three weeks ago. “Your grandmother has passed. She’s left her property to you, her only living relative.”

      She’d asked the obvious question: “Why me?”

      His response still chilled her. “The will specifies that only you can continue her work.”

      Maggie’s gaze drifted to the platter of welcome sandwiches that had been waiting on the kitchen table when she arrived—thick-cut bread with layers of raspberry jam and peanut butter, and ham sandwiches with a curious herb spread. A handwritten note had accompanied them:

      
        
        Welcome home, Margaret. These should tide you over until you settle in. The special raspberry preserves were your grandmother’s favorite—she always said they “opened the mind to new possibilities.” Enjoy, and call if you need anything. — Frank Black, Esq.

      

      

      She’d devoured two of the sandwiches immediately upon arrival, ravenous after the long drive. They’d tasted oddly sweet and earthy, with an aftertaste she couldn’t quite place. Since then, she’d been having the strangest dreams—vivid flashes of people she’d never met, music she’d never heard, all culminating in that bizarre conviction that the raspberry preserves were moving of their own accord.

      The cabin’s ancient furnace kicked on with a mechanical groan. Maggie pulled her cardigan tighter, surveying the kitchen with its 1970s appliances and wood-paneled walls. The decor hadn’t been updated since the Ford administration.

      A turntable sat in the corner of the adjacent living room, beside milk crates filled with vinyl records. Dusty gold and platinum records hung on the wall—evidence of her grandmother’s mysterious past in the music industry that Mom had never wanted to discuss.

      Maggie selected a record at random. Pink Floyd. She set the needle and jumped when the music suddenly filled the space, too loud in the silent house.

      Something thumped upstairs. The eerie thumping over the dark chords of “Time,” foreboding, dark, before the lyrics rolled over her. A dull day, ticking away from young to old…

      Maggie froze. The sound came again—a distinct bump followed by what could only be described as a sliding noise.

      “Hello?” She grabbed a heavy cast-iron pan from the stove. “Is someone there?”

      Silence answered, apart from the ominous lyrics about plans coming to naught, shorter of breath, closer to…

      She crept toward the narrow staircase, her grip white-knuckled on the pan handle. The steps creaked under her weight, each sound amplified in the still house.

      The upstairs hallway stretched before her, three closed doors leading to rooms she hadn’t yet explored. The thumping had come from behind the farthest door.

      “I have a weapon,” she called out, voice steadier than she felt. “And I’ve called the police.” A lie, given the spotty cell service.

      She pushed the door open with her foot.

      The room beyond was small and cold, dominated by a large oak desk positioned beneath a circular window. Moonlight streamed in, illuminating floating dust motes. A gust of wind rattled the glass, and something heavy slid across the desk—a leather-bound book.

      Maggie exhaled sharply. Just the wind through a poorly sealed window.

      She approached the desk, setting down her impromptu weapon to examine the book. Its leather cover was cracked with age, the pages yellowed. Opening it revealed her grandmother’s scratchy handwriting:

      Preserves Journal, 1972-1979

      Property of Flara Wildblood

      DO NOT CONSUME WITHOUT PROPER MUSICAL PREPARATION

      The first entry was dated May 17, 1972:

      
        
        Tonight’s jam session was transcendent. The special preserves opened doorways we never thought possible. The music flowed through us like electricity. We touched nirvana—knowing things we shouldn’t. But Franklin went too far—consumed too much. He’s been speaking of times not yet come for hours. His eyes have turned peculiar. I fear what might happen if the wrong person partakes without proper preparation.

      

      

      Maggie flipped through more pages, each documenting “jam sessions” where musicians gathered to play while consuming her grandmother’s preserves. The entries grew increasingly bizarre, mentioning “thinning veils” and “vessels waiting to be filled.”

      A hastily scrawled entry in all caps screamed. IF YOU GET LOST, GO BACK TO YOUR ANCHOR IN YOUR TIME. FOCUS!!!

      A knock at the front door nearly stopped her heart.

      Slamming the journal shut, she hurried downstairs, Pink Floyd still playing ominously in the background, years getting shorter, drawing near, closer to the end.

      Through the peephole, she saw a man bundled against the cold, snowflakes catching in his dark beard.

      “Hello?” she called through the door.

      “Everett Nash, Forest Service. Just checking in on Flara’s granddaughter. Heard you arrived.”

      Maggie hesitated, then opened the door a crack. “News travels fast.”

      The man—tall and broad-shouldered in his official parka—offered a small smile that seemed more official than friendly. “Small town. Especially in winter.” He gestured to the snow swirling around them. “Forecast says we’re getting another two feet tonight. Wanted to make sure you’re prepared.”

      “I’m fine, thanks.” She kept her hand on the door, ready to slam it shut.

      “Your grandmother was a special woman around here.” His eyes drifted past her to the jars on the kitchen counter. “Those her preserves?”

      Something in his tone made Maggie step slightly to block his view. “Yes.”

      “Be careful with those. Some of Flara’s… recipes… were quite potent.”

      “They’re just preserves.”

      “Are they?” He held her gaze for an uncomfortable moment. “Town’s gathering at Trish’s Diner tomorrow night. Weekly get-together. You should come. Meet your neighbors.”

      “I’ll think about it.”

      After he left, Maggie locked the door and leaned against it, heart racing. She returned to the kitchen where the raspberry jam sat innocently among its companions.

      Except now, she was certain the jar had moved several inches to the left.

      And in the quiet beneath the music, she could swear she heard soft humming coming from inside the glass—a melody that perfectly harmonized with the record still spinning in the next room.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          
            “THE OCEAN”

          

        

      

    

    
      Maggie blinked groggily at the morning light filtering on her eyelids. She’d fallen asleep on the couch with her grandmother’s journal clutched to her chest. The turntable still spun, needle clicking softly against the label of the finished record.

      For one peaceful moment, everything seemed normal.

      Then she remembered the moving jam. The humming from the jar.

      She bolted upright. The preserves still sat on the counter where she’d left them. Silent. Still. Perfectly ordinary in the morning light.

      “Sleep deprivation,” she muttered, rubbing her eyes. “That’s all.”

      Her phone showed no service, but the kitchen wall clock read 11:27 AM. She’d slept far later than intended.

      Outside, the world had transformed into a winter wonderland nightmare. Snow piled nearly to the windowsills, and her car resembled a white lump in the driveway. She was effectively stranded.

      The small shop adjacent to the cabin—connected by a short, enclosed walkway—would need to be explored. If she was stuck here, she might as well inventory what she’d inherited.

      Wildblood’s Harvest was a quaint space with floor-to-ceiling shelves lined with hundreds of preserves. Dust covered every surface. A sales counter with an ancient register stood near the front, and a door behind it presumably led to a preparation area.

      Maggie ran her finger along a shelf, examining labels dating back decades. Each bore her grandmother’s cramped script: “Blackberry 1984,” “Strawberry 1995,” “Special Blend 197?” The last number was smudged—could be a 4 or a 9.
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