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"A timeless love, a haunted ghost town ...a secret mysterious past."

“It kept me turning the pages long after I should have gone to bed...” –5 Stars 

“I started this book and right from the start I was enthralled...” – 5 Star Review 
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BOOK 1  

“In the ghost town of Beckford, what you don’t know can haunt you...”

Jayden Morgan has no memory of her haunted past. All she wants is a normal life. But when she goes to stay by her estranged grandmother in the small spirit-town of Beckford, strange things begin to happen:

1. She meets and falls irrevocably in love with Trey, a gorgeous stranger, unaware that he’s a ghost;

2. She learns the mystery of the town’s haunted high school may have a deadly connection to her missing memory; and

3. Trey tells her he’d been sent to watch over her...but can she really trust him?
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BOOK 2 

For Jayden and Trey, life is getting complicated. Trey is a gorgeous ghost with a tormented secret past, while Jayden tries to comprehend her new found powers. 

In the ghost town of Beckford, where the dead and the living co-exist, learning who to trust could prove to be a deadly game. 

Trey wants to get closer to Jayden but can his love protect her from the mysterious secrets from her past? 
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BOOK 3  

There’s a deadly secret Trey has been hiding from Jayden all these centuries for her own protection. As he guides her to finding the truth about what really happened to her in her past life, it is the truth that he hopes will finally set her free.
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Sunday, September 13  

11:43 a.m.

His restless spirit roamed the old abandoned schoolhouse on 143 North Chancery Lane. Anger swept through the once promising student like a deadly tornado, his ghostly energies directed towards the girl.  Tormented, the bodiless soul swooned through the empty hall flicking the light switches. Raging. Furious. Feeling lost. His fury shuddered every corner of the structure. There would be no calm inside the old schoolhouse or in the town of Beckford until he reached her. Only then would his soul rest in peace.

11:43 a.m.

Jayden Morgan stumbled as she got out of the cab on North Beckly Street. Panic like she’d never known before welled inside her throat. What she felt was indescribable. She had some nerve coming back to the town of Beckford–a place so tiny it barely existed on the map. She knew she made the right decision to flee from her stepdad, however, sadly leaving her mother behind. Something bad happened. She didn’t remember what it was, but she had to disappear for a while before it was too late.

“You okay, missy?” the white bearded cab driver croaked, disturbing her thoughts, as he called out to her from the window after she’d closed the passenger side door. His eyes narrowed in suspicion.

“Um...yeah, I’m good. Thanks,” she lied quietly, slinging her leather backpack over her shoulder. A flicker of apprehension coursed through her veins as she proceeded to the curb. She stopped and stared blankly at the number on the door in front of her. Number 242. Yep, that’s the house. But for some reason it looked different than she’d remembered. Then again, she had difficulty remembering a lot during the past week.

The old Victorian-built house with the peeling yellow paint and oddly decorated green porch belonged to Mrs. Rae Morgan, her estranged grandmother on her father’s side. The only black relative she knew.

Jayden had called her out of the blue last night and told her tearfully, she had no place else to go. They weren’t that close, thus she only remembered staying there once a long time ago. Not sure when. Everything was a blur since Jayden’s...incident. She’d stayed in Beckford once with her mom, when they were evicted from their home in Buffalo. That was another story. But that’s all she remembered. She couldn’t recall what year she’d stayed in Beckford.

She had developed selective amnesia. A silent curse.

Jayden looked around her. The quiet street appeared darkened by the overcast, gray sky.

This place looks like a ghost town.

Half of the homes were boarded up and looked abandoned. Debris littered the other side of the street. There were no cars parked on the curbs. She sucked in a deep breath and zipped up her black and pink hoodie to shield her chest from the autumn chill in the air. 

What am I doing here? How could I have forgotten how creepy this town was?

“Sure you got the right place?” the cab driver yelled out to her—as if offering her a last call to get back in the cab and drive to some place more—alive.

“Nobody in his right mind asked to be taken to the ghost town of Beckford,” he had joked to her earlier on their ride from the St. Catharine’s' bus depot. “It’s a town full of ghosts acting like they’re alive and a bunch of quack seers who can’t tell the living from the dead—imagine that! Can’t believe people still live in that town.” He shook his head at the recollection.

“This ol’ town had a booming railroad industry back in the day. It was settled by loyalists in the 1800s—now it’s all rubble and dust. They’re trying to build it back up and construct homes and developments and entice people to buy cheap new homes here 'cause it’s close to the border,” he had tsked. “Anything for money.” He also gave her a little rundown of the town’s history to Jayden’s surprise. This part of Ontario was a haven for African Americans who escaped enslavement in the 1800s. The famous underground railway had a stop right in St. Catharine’s, half hour from Beckford. The town had tons of old pulled up tracks and abandoned train stations and buildings. Jayden guessed he was bored and wanted to keep himself awake after a long shift on the job.

“Why can’t you just go up to the ghost and tell ‘em they're dead and to go away?” Jayden had asked him while they drove through the countryside to town.

“You crazy?” he had called out to her, eyeing her through the rearview mirror as if she lost her head. “You can never tell somebody they’re dead if they don’t already know it. Remember that! Or that’ll be the last thing you do.”

Those words were more than enough to spook her out big time. Was he trying to mess with her head? That was the last thing she remembered from that conversation during that tedious forty minute ride from the bus depot at the border. Jayden vowed to never forget it.

“Yeah, it’s the right address. Thanks again,” she responded to him after checking with the scribbled note she had crumpled in her pocket.

And with those words the cabbie put the car in drive and sped off, screeching the tires without so much as a pause.

Waves of anxiety swept through Jayden as she cautiously made her way up the steps to the landing. She knocked on the door and waited—there was a light on in the living room.

She moved to the side of the porch to see if anyone was home. The breeze blew gently around her, and her nose caught a whiff of perfume. Out of the corner of her eye she thought she caught a shadow walking. When she turned around, she saw a dark-skinned, beautiful woman in a black flowing Victorian style dress and matching black bonnet walk across the street into one of the homes. Jayden squinted. The woman vanished from her view. 

She really needed her coffee. Badly.

Jayden didn’t believe in ghosts and didn’t want to believe she may have seen one. Despite what the cab driver said! She chalked it up to not having her morning Starbucks fix. The last double-double she had was in Buffalo. After the border, she couldn’t find one. She craved a cup of steaming hot, freshly brewed coffee and a banana nut muffin. Oh, what she would do for one now.

As she waited for her grandmother to open the door, she realized her mother hadn’t spoken to "Mama Rae" since forever. Jayden didn’t remember how long ago that was. She just knew something bad took place. And it also had something to do with Jayden and school. She didn’t remember what though. They’d stayed there briefly when her mother got evicted some time ago. A time of which she wished she had no recollection.

“Who’s there?”

Jayden’s body jolted when she heard the loud, raspy voice behind the door.      “Um...Hi...um, Grandma, it’s me. Jayden.” The clod in her throat was unbearable to swallow and almost choked her. Her stomach sank.       

The door creaked open...slowly.

A curious look displayed on the face of her grandmother, a plump African-American woman with rich cappuccino-colored skin and spectacles on the tip of her nose. Jayden’s nose detected her unusual scent—a distinct, spicy Tiger Balm ointment. She donned a white headscarf covering her head, wore a blue floral patterned dress to her ankles and held a cane for balance.

The woman opened the door wider and opened her eyes even more so with a distinct look on her face. 

Tears spilled down Mama Rae’s cheeks as she held up one hand to the ceiling as if praising. “Dear Lord, child. I never thought I’d see you again. You really came back.”

Mama Rae pulled Jayden inside the house, and they embraced in a bear hug for what seemed like minutes. She dropped her backpack on the floor of the entrance way and was about to close the front door but...the door slammed itself shut.

What the...?

The door closed.

On its own.

Okay. Jayden’s stomach plunged to her feet. A sickly feeling washed over her. It’s only your imagination, she consoled herself.

As grandmother and granddaughter made their way into the kitchen where Mama Rae had baked chicken in the oven with a pot of rice and peas cooking on the stove, Jayden’s eyes widened in astonishment as she surveyed her surroundings.

A large crucifix hung high on the kitchen wall. She’d also noticed a huge cross at the entrance of the doorway on the wall hovering over an opened Bible on the vintage wooden table in the foyer. A tall thick round candle encased in glass burned on that small table.

There were white candles everywhere burning around the home it appeared. Her nostrils also caught the aroma of burned incense. A cracked coconut lay in the corner of the kitchen just like the one she saw at the entrance of the door when she arrived—that one was intact. A tape measure slung over the door handle at the entrance. She remembered once that her grandmother told her it was to ward off evil spirits that tried to enter the home. The dead didn’t like to be reminded of being measured for a coffin. The good spirits had no trouble approaching. Horseshoes hung everywhere, mostly over doors turned upward. Her grandmother told Jayden once that if the horseshoe faced down it—a person’s luck would run out.

Unbelievable, Jayden thought. Talk about epic superstition.

Jayden said nothing for a moment. Absolutely nothing. Her breath halted, her tongue felt too heavy to move from the effect of shock and bewilderment.

As if that weren’t enough entertainment for her senses, she noted a thirteen inch TV emitting black and white images sitting on the table with its long antennae peeking out from the back. Jayden didn’t realize they still existed. She’d seen some on some old reruns of 70s shows.

So unreal.

It was as if her grandmother was frozen in some era—the seventies or the eighties. Jayden couldn’t tell which. It may as well have been prehistoric dinosaur times for how effectively Jayden could relate.

She glanced around and didn’t think there was a microwave anywhere. How on earth was she going to survive there for another day, much less the entire school year till she graduated? She also noted the phone in the kitchen was an old fashioned black rotary dial type.

Incredible... It was certainly time to dial U for upgrade.

Something didn’t seem right. Didn’t feel right. But she just couldn’t pinpoint it. Not yet, anyway.

Jayden gazed into her grandmother’s doe-like dark brown eyes.

Her eyes looked—depthless. Different from what she remembered. Something definitely seemed a bit off, but she couldn’t talk about it. Not just yet, anyway.

For the next few hours, they spent some time catching up with few words, mostly talking about current events.  Jayden also told her grandmother about her memory and her selective amnesia. She didn’t remember everything. Not even taking a course at Beckford High when she stayed there with her mother some time ago. Her grandmother kept admiring her hair and telling her how beautiful she was. Her features, long dark silky wavy tresses with a few streaks and her full, bright gray eyes that often looked blue during the summer months. “You were always a beauty, my child,” she told her. “You got the best of both worlds in you. White and black.”

“Mama Rae, I’m so sorry we didn’t really keep in touch,” Jayden apologized for her mother and herself.

“Child, don’t you worry. The past is the past. It’s dead and gone. You’re here now. Mama Rae is going to take good care of you, child. Just get yourself settled for school. I spoke to my good, good friend, Miss Jillian. She is going to take real good care of you. She’s the school administrator. She knows you’re coming. I spoke to her last night after we got off the phone. Told her you wanted to finish up some credits to graduate.”

Jayden lit up. “Thanks, Ma Rae. I...I really appreciate it.” For the first time in a long while, Jayden felt she had a bit of security. Stability in her home life. They finished their dinner and Jayden helped her grandmother with the dishes before retiring early for bed. Her grandmother had gone through the trouble of arranging everything in what would be her room for the next few months. Fresh linens and towels and even a few toiletry items. She’d find out where the nearest coffee shops and stores were soon.

While upstairs, Jayden paused momentarily when her eyes caught a view of a door a few steps up on the landing.

“What’s that door for?” She had forgotten evidently that the door even existed.

“Nothing. That’s just the attic.”

“Oh, you store stuff in there?”

“Just never you mind yourself about that door. Keep out of there!” Her grandmother’s sharp words were carefully retracted as her expression softened with embarrassment. “Sorry, baby. There’s some stuff in there. A lot of old stuff, piled high. Don’t want anything to topple over and hurt you.” She gave a nervous laugh.

Jayden’s spine prickled with heat. A wave of confusion swept through her. She was tired and would let it go right now. But she couldn’t help but wonder: What was Mama Rae hiding in the attic?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2. Seers


[image: ]


Jayden spent the night in a fitful slumber. It was hard to fall asleep but once she fell into a deep dreamless state, she felt rested by morning. It had been a while since she felt rested. Her ears were no longer assaulted with the sound of doors slamming in the house. There was no fighting or cussing from Mom or her stepdad. No drama. No sharp words cutting into anyone’s ego. Just a nice quiet night sleep. When was the last time Jayden had one of those?

The September sun shone brightly into her bedroom. She got up and took a shower in the old bathroom with the squeaking faucets that looked ancient and needed repairing. Afterwards, she made her way down the hollow wooden staircase with a clunk-clunk sound of her shoes. She didn’t have a pair of soft slippers. Jayden couldn’t help but notice the dated green floral wallpaper lining the wall leading downstairs. She paused momentarily, as she thought she saw another shadow, this time emerging from the living room.

She must be seeing things, she dismissed. When she got to the kitchen, bacon was frying in the pan and pancakes were already on the plate. Her grandmother was swallowing some tablets with a glass of water in her hand.

“What are you taking the pills for, Mama Rae? You okay?” she blurted out.

“Oh, child, when you get to this age, you’d be lucky if your blood pressure don’t fly through the roof.”

“What about this container? You didn’t open it.”

Mama Rae hobbled over to the table, took the pill container, and shoved it into the cupboard. “Baby, Mama Rae won’t be taking those pills.”

“Why not?”

“Doc says I’m hearing and seeing things and I need to take ‘em. I’m just fine. Guess I told him too much.”

“You mean about the ghosts on the street?”

Mama Rae put her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes, a grin touching the corners of her lips. “Child, you ask too many questions.”

“Mama Rae, I’m not exactly a child, you know. I’ll be an adult next year.”

“Until then, you’re still my baby.”

“I don’t believe in ghosts,” Jayden blurted out.

“Seems like your selective amnesia’s playing up again,” Mama Rae replied. “You don’t remember when you were a child, you used to talk to them. Teachers at school said you had a pretend friend. But your mama and I knew better. It runs in the family.”

“What runs in the family?” Being crazy? she thought to herself.

“Seers,” Mama Rae said.

“Seers?”

“Yes, baby, clairvoyants. We can talk to and see the dead. We have a sixth sense. Your papa, before he died, he had it, too. Your mama knew about it and she had it, too. I guess that’s what  brought your parents together before your daddy died.”

“That’s crazy,” Jayden said.

“What’s crazy is that we think what we see in life is all there is to life.”

Jayden thought about that closely.

“Baby, there are different levels of seers. Some spirits are closely earthbound and stronger and possess a stronger energy field so any one can see them, even if they don’t realize they are dead. Then you have those who can only sense a presence, see a shadow.” 

Jayden shook her head and rolled her eyes. After breakfast, she kissed her grandmother on the cheek and swung open the door to head out to school. She felt uneasy as if something bad was about to happen.
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8:43 a.m.

His spirit grew more charged by the hour, acutely aware of her delicate proximity. Riotously, he paced the old schoolhouse at 143 North Chancery Lane, like a mighty force, flipping over broken old tables and chairs that littered the abandoned building for too long. Soon, he will make his move. Very soon.

Jayden glanced at her watch; it read forty-three minutes past the hour.

Weird.

Just a coincidence, she tried to convince herself. It had to be. Jayden felt her head was either really screwed up or she was tremendously sleep deprived. If that didn’t do it, a strange sound coming from the distance caused her heart to race and her breath to stop.

Clip clop. Clip clop.

It sounded like a workhorse of some sort. But in the middle of a modern day town? How odd!

Clip clop. Clip clop.

The sound grew louder by the minute. Jayden’s iPod was turned down low for safety reasons, as she always wanted to be aware of anyone walking behind her when she travelled alone.

Moments later, a black horse-drawn carriage materialized beside her. Jayden jumped out of the way. Clip clop, clip clop. The sound of the hooves from the horse struck an echo on the road as it moved forward carrying the same woman she saw yesterday, dressed in a Victorian-era long black dress and bonnet. The woman sat in the carriage while the driver carrying a whip and in a top hat, also dressed in black, rode by. Both had blank expressions on their faces. 

Jayden’s jaw dropped. An incredulous look pained her face. “What the...?”

Soon, the echo trailed off, and both vanished before her.

“Okay, this town is really giving me the creeps."

Cautiously Jayden inched forward, not sure what to think. So the cab driver was right. Beckford was a ghost town in more ways than one. Jayden was not going to lose her mind. She was determined not to. She was going to ignore what she just witnessed. And for good measure, pray it never happened again.

That’s not real. No way was that real.

Instead, she focused on what was real. The warm sun on her skin despite the semi-overcast sky soothed her as she walked. The birds chirping. She loved the sound of nature. It was a switch from the congestion of the heavy city traffic, pollution from running exhausts, and noise pollution. She walked mindful as to not step on any cracks in the sidewalk. She hated cracks. As she walked past a house she thought she saw a neighbor gaping at her from inside. When their eyes met, the woman looked stunned then pulled the blinds shut.

Stop it, Jay! Stop being paranoid.

Jayden plugged in her iPod earphones and tuned out the world with music from Beyonce.  Her backpack felt heavy on her shoulders but she would be at school soon.

When she arrived at what should be 145 North Chancery Lane, she could not see the school. Just the old schoolhouse next door at number 143, built in the 1800s. Panic struck her when she gazed at the old building. A chill surrounded her, she thought she felt fingers tickling her neck. She whipped her head around.

Nothing was there.

She felt something hovering over her. Her stomach plummeted again. What if it happened again in school? In front of the other kids. They’d ostracize her. Think she was weird. Why did she have to have this curse? The ability to "sense" a presence.

She blinked emphatically. It had only been a few years when she last attended, at least she thinks that’s what happened. Mama Rae confirmed she’d been a student a while back when her mother and she moved to Beckford for a year. Now, the town was going through a major transformation.  But yet with construction and new homes popping up, the area looked—different.

Finally, the building appeared around the corner past a whole bunch of tall birch-like trees. She spotted a dog walker who strolled by with a few Labs and vanished from view. Fallen leaves splayed across the pavement and grass. Branches slapped against each other with the rustling from the wind. The aroma of wood scented the air.      Jayden stood still and looked around for the entrance. The parking lot was newly repaved. It was a sweeping school building for a small town. The entrance had changed. She guessed they built a new wing to the place since the town expanded. Wouldn’t it have made more sense to build a new school or another one?

Jayden stole at glance at the old schoolhouse that was strangely boarded up. It used to be the only schoolhouse in the 1800s and was used for additional class space, in the same way portable classrooms would be used back in the day, but horrible stuff used to happen there. Now? It looked haunted. Many of the glass windows and doors were boarded up. With the exception of two windows facing the school from the side of the old schoolhouse. The windows looked dark. Uninviting. Ominous.  A prickling feeling erupted on her skin. There was something eerie about the old building.

“You look lost.” A deep, sexy voice sliced through Jayden’s concentration. She turned her head in his direction.

Jayden felt her heart flip flop inside her chest. Her eyes captured a drop-dead gorgeous hottie leaning against a sports car, his earpiece pinned on his ear. Shades propped on his head. Was he talking on his cell phone or to her.

Suddenly, her legs felt lighter. Weird. The weather may have been luke-warm, but he was definitely hot!

His skin had a captivating healthy glow to it. Why couldn’t she peel her eyes away from him? It was as if his honey complexion glued her eyes to his muscular physique.

She thought she needed caffeine to perk her up this morning but that’s before she met him.

Stop drooling, Jayden. Stop staring.

She felt foolish, her mouth must have flung wide open. The sexy grin on his face melted her defenses. How strange that she didn’t see him standing there before. He seemed to appear out of nowhere. He had dark hair, full lips, sexy features. Her eyes were drawn to him magnetically. A tickle danced down her spine.

Say something, stupid!

His dark, depthless eyes held her gaze. No one’s ever had that kind of effect on her before. Ever. Something strange happened. Magnetic.

“Um...yeah...I’m kind of new here,” she mumbled. Trying to unscramble her brain, she got back on track. “Do you know where the entrance is?”

He seemed to be enjoying her ogling. Figured. Perhaps he was used to it from the other girls. She squared her shoulders and regained her composure.

He tilted his head pointing over to the left—his eyes still dangerously holding her gaze. It was as if he knew she had an instant attraction and he wasn’t going to let it slip unnoticed.

Stop it, Jay. Focus. You’re here for credits not cuties!

“Thanks,” she said, sheepishly. He looked into her eyes with a smirk on his face and continued to speak on his cell phone.

She walked self-consciously towards the entrance but a gust of wind picked up out of nowhere and seemed to be propelling her back. Her cheeks felt hot. How embarrassing this should happen in front of him. It was as if she was being held back by a weird energy force. The shutters on the old abandoned schoolhouse started to shudder. She turned her head to the direction of the loud ruckus. The wind picked up speed. And it was as if a tornado had swirled out of nowhere.

Jayden gasped.

She held her bag closely to her and forced herself to walk forward, but it was no use. Just then, one of the shutters on the old schoolhouse ripped off the hinges and swirled at a dangerous speed towards her.

Jayden screamed and covered her face. She was going to be struck. She was going to die. She knew it was a mistake to come back to Beckford. This was the end for her, wasn’t it.

Everything seemed to happen in a weird slow motion. She uncovered her eyes. Inches from her head, she spied the wooden shutter and felt herself falling to the ground.

But a strong grip held her. She turned to see, to her surprise, the gorgeous stranger inches from her.

He caught the shutter just in time.

Jayden still felt her heart race hard like that of a thunderous horse at a racetrack. The sound audible to her. Her chest heaved. Panic struck her. She collapsed into his arms.

“What just happened?” she said, breathless.

He sighed and flung the shutter to the side with such a mighty force, Jayden couldn’t believe her eyes. It was as if it was magical. His face was more handsome up close. Devilishly handsome. The scent of earthy spice cologne tantalized her nose. Oh, God, she’d just met him. What was she thinking? His expression was unreadable.

“Thank you,” she continued breathlessly. Still trying to wrap her head around what the heck just happened. She thought the entire old schoolhouse would come off the foundation and land on her like the wicked witch of the east with only her red ruby slippers to show that she was pinned beneath it.

“Am I in Beckford or Kansas?” she said.

At first his expression was puzzled, then he lightened his features slightly. “Oh, right. Lighten up, Dorothy—you’re a long way from home.”

“You saved my life,” she said.

“You think?” He grinned playfully.

“Uh...Yeah,” she blurted out, surprised by his reaction. “I don’t even know your name.”

“Guess we’re even then. I don’t know yours either.”

“I’m Jayden.”

He paused, not saying anything at first as if the name irked him in some way. Then he turned to her. “Trey.”

“Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise,” he said while his gaze turned hard and stony as he stared at the old schoolhouse building as if it were a person or some living entity.  

“What’s going on?” she said, still trying to catch her breath, her eyes following his gaze.

“He’s peeved,” he said.

“Peeved? Who?” she replied.

“You haven’t heard?” Trey asked her.

“About what?”

“The ghost boy of Beckford High.”

“No. Not really.” Jayden had no recollection of her brief stay there so she really couldn’t recall. Was this some kind of myth the cab driver or her grandmother forgot to fill her in on?

“Well, you must have upset him. Never seen him this riled.”

“You think it was some ghost that caused this tornado?” she asked him.

He grinned, turning his dark, depthless eyes in her direction. Once again, the effect he had on her was indescribable. His scent drove her wild. It was earthy, fresh, spicy. A nice blend of cologne.

She was mush inside.

“So, tell me something, Jayden. Do you always stir up this much trouble wherever you go?” he said in a low voice as he gazed into her eyes. “You’ve only been here like what...ten minutes?”

Jayden scowled as she pulled back from his embrace. “You’re trying to say that I caused this?” she growled.

“Just saying you got one heck of a reaction out of him.”

For a moment, Jayden said nothing. Then she felt a chill over her spine. Why did she come back to this ghost town. Just what had she gotten herself into.
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4. First Day of Classes
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You got one heck of a reaction out of him.

Trey's words about the ghost boy of Beckford High whirled over in Jayden’s mind. Everything that had happened after the near miss was a blur. Trey said he had to go back to his car but directed her where to go to get to the school entrance.

It struck her like an avalanche out of nowhere. What if Trey wasn’t around at the time? He saved her life!

Somebody was watching over her.

She didn’t know whom, but she simply felt it in her gut.

There was something about Trey that connected with her. He was mysterious. Oddly, she found that attractive. It wasn't the bad boy, forbidden fruit type of attraction either. Actually, it wasn’t even that, she thought to herself as she continued to walk towards the double glass doors of the school, her mind in a haze. There was something addictive about his energy. Pulling. She felt so powered up around him. Was this chemistry?

She finally arrived at the school office to find a queue of nine students waiting to see the principal. They were seated in chairs lined up against the wall in a waiting area. Some eyed her up and down giving her the “once over” and looked away. Some gave her the who’s-the-new-girl look. Others didn’t even pay her any mind. But Jayden wasn’t there for a popularity contest. She was there to get her credits, graduate, and move on to college.

She asked for Ms. Jillian at the administration office. She was an elder light skinned woman wearing a pink floral dress and a white head scarf wrapped around her hair. A three-inch crucifix on a silver chain hung around her neck. Ms. Jillian, like Mama Rae, was a devout member of the Beckford Assembly of Spiritualists.

After a while, Jayden was finally registered at Beckford High. Or reregistered. Ms. Jillian miraculously found Jayden’s old records and copies of her documents.

Her schedule was printed off along with her locker assignment and school map—like she really did need help finding her way around the building’s maze or corridors.

Her first class would be at 9:49 a.m. in period two. Which meant she had enough time to find her locker down the intimidating hallway among the rows of orange shiny lockers. The noise level was daunting as students changed classes. She looked around and was a little disappointed she didn’t see Trey’s sweet, cute face.  

She eyed her schedule for her next class. Room G-404, grade 12 English. Teacher: Mr. Dublin.

Jayden placed her backpack in her orange, full length locker, and slammed the door. Her mirror was already up in her locker. She opened it again to look at herself to make sure everything was okay. The scar on her neck was carefully concealed, hidden by her mounds of silky long raven hair. Good. She jumped when she thought she saw a shadow beside her. Jayden ignored the curious looks from other students. She smiled politely. Trying not to be what-you-think-you’re-looking-at? rude. She reminded herself she wasn’t there for a popularity contest. But still, she could really use a friend. Anybody. Nobody wanted to be a total loner.

She glanced again at her schedule. She looked at the printed map of the school and tried to weave her way through the crowd of students amidst the chatter and noise. Too many corridors, she assessed.

She was glad her class took place on the main floor.

Then, she froze. Again, she saw a shadow beside her. She cautiously looked around. Did the other kids notice her state? Nobody was beside her. Being the new kid on the block was bad enough but looking around your immediate surroundings like some paranoid weirdo was something she could do without.  So much for fitting in.

Slam!

Her notebook and binder fell on the floor as a male student bumped into her shoulder, knocking her off balance. A smirk found its way on the big guy’s lips as he walked by, glancing over his shoulder to look at her expression. She thought he seemed familiar.

Okay, maybe she was being delusional.

She looked back and saw that he was walking but still glancing over his shoulder to look back at her. Did no one else see him?

Weird.

She couldn’t wait to finish school and be done with it. Question was, would her problem follow her after graduation?

Mama Rae always told her, you can run but you can’t hide from yourself. She had to deal with herself now and how she handled life as opposed to running from challenges. Point taken. She ran from Buffalo and her “little” problem followed her. Least she was physically safe from her ill-tempered stepdad.

Normally, she would have confronted someone who bumped into her without so much as an apology, but she was going to let that one slide. Focus. It was all about knowing which battles to fight and which to walk away from. She had to focus on her goal. She needed credits. Needed to get a college education. Needed to get a life. Get out of the 'hood. Become independent. Get her act together. Bully-boy  probably had a big ol'  going nowhere in life attitude—that’s why he was a troublemaker. Couldn’t make anything else of himself. Not to mention he clearly had vision problems. He must have seen her.

Jayden, be nice.

She had to stop over-thinking and over-talking in her head. Her mind had to be the noisiest place on earth. How did she ever get anything done?

Jayden walked by a group of girls who stared her up and down, smacking gum in their mouths. They were well dressed sporting designer tags. Jayden walked passed them politely. She found room G-404. The door was locked. The kids waited outside. Jayden thought what an awkward moment it was. Everybody else seemed to know somebody and was talking amongst themselves. She felt like the odd one out.

Put a pleasant expression on your face, Jayden.

Be approachable.

“Hey, I’m Tisha. You must be new, right?” A girl with red curly hair, red lipstick to match, and dark eyeliner with freckles approached Jayden. The girl hugged her textbook to her chest.

“I’m Jayden. Yeah, it’s my first day here.” Jayden was going to say it was her first day back that she’d been out for a few years but didn’t bother.  She didn’t want to go into a long spiel about how and why she disappeared for a few semesters. How messed up her life had been and how much she wanted to get her last few credits before skipping town again.

“You’ll like Dublin. He’s really cool. Bit strange at times, but cool.”

“Good. Good. Thanks for the heads-up.”

“You from around here?” Tisha continued as they filed into the classroom that had at last opened up.

“No, I’m from New York,” and Toronto and all over the place, she thought to herself but didn’t say that part out loud.

“Cool. What's it like in the Big Apple?”

“I’m from Buffalo, not New York City, and it’s not bad.” Not good either when you have to live with the worst stepdad on earth who has a hold over your mother and to protect you she sends you away to live with your estranged grandmother who sees dead people and not only that but she invites them into her home,  Jayden thought as she searched for a table and chair to occupy. Everyone seemed to have their preferable spots. Jayden’s eyes travelled to the back row of the classroom.

Damn.

Jayden’s heart thudded in her chest.

Trey sat in a seat way at the back of the class. How did he get in there when the door was locked?

“Oh, somebody’s early,” Jayden commented.

“Who?” Tisha looked to where Jayden’s eyes trailed.

He was leaning back in the chair,  his gaze fixed on Jayden. His eyes were compelling, magnetic. An easy smile played at the corner of his lips. She noticed his undeniably firm muscular body. He looked as if he worked out at the gym—a lot. Jayden felt her skin prickle. She smiled sheepishly at him.

“My guy over there,” she whispered to Tisha as she pointed her head to his direction.

“Who?”

“Over there.” Jayden wondered if her new friend was also visually impaired. What was with this school?

“Jayden,” Tisha said as she looked alarmed while the rest of the students filed into their seats except the back row. “Nobody’s sitting in the back row. It’s empty.”

Jayden sighed heavily, “He’s...” Gone? Jayden snapped her mouth shut, stunned by his disappearance right before her eyes.

She looked around nervously. What the—? Where is he? Where did he go so fast?

Panic-stricken, she lifted her chin and thought to herself: Was she losing it? Was she seeing things? She fought hard to maintain her composure, blinking hard as she clutched her books to her chest. He was nowhere in the class. Yet she swore she saw him there a second ago.

He’s gone?

Jayden’s stomach lurched.

Mr. Dublin welcomed the class and took attendance. As he followed down the list, calling out surnames, each student answered “here.” Trouble was, Jayden wasn’t sure if she was “here” or “there” or just plain gone.

She slouched into her seat at her desk and placed her notebook and pen on the table.

After taking attendance and introducing Jayden to the class, Mr. Dublin started his lecture and talked about assignments due this term. Jayden could barely concentrate. Trey was a major mystery to her. Could it be that Mama Rae’s madness was rubbing off on her? Or worse—hereditary?

No way.

I’m way too stressed, Jayden thought to herself.

A vein throbbed in her temple.

I am not seeing things, Jayden tried to convince herself. Good thing for her, Tisha didn’t seem too bothered by her odd behavior. But then, Jayden’s mind ran back over what the old cab driver said to her yesterday. 

He really drove that creepy ghost town vibe to her.

Jayden scribbled a note on a piece of paper and handed it to Tisha asking if there was a Starbucks nearby. Tisha wrote back that there probably was one a couple miles towards St. Catharine’s.

Great! I’ve got to go an extra mile just to get my coffee fix. What am I going to do?

She didn’t think she could or would last long enough. But maybe a cup of coffee was not enough to squash that sinking feeling she was having in the pit of her stomach. Was Trey a hallucination or a ghost? Here’s her real problem. She felt Trey. He felt palpable to her.

Surreptitiously, she glanced around and over her shoulder. The empty seat at the back of the class called to her. Unoccupied. This baffled her brains.

Okay, she really needed help. Like now. Maybe she was seeing things. Maybe she was crazy. 

Dublin wrote the assignment on the blackboard. They were to read four chapters by next class plus answer questions one to seven on page forty-eight. Jayden scribbled all the information down in her pink covered notebook.

An hour and twenty minutes later, the bell rang to change classes.

Jayden peered out the window as she got up from her seat. Her stomach sunk back down. The old boarded up schoolhouse next door to the new school drew her attention. The window. She thought she saw a shadow move or someone move or something leaning up against the only unobstructed glass window. Was it watching her?

Oh, God, please let me get through this semester and out of here fast without losing it.

“Oh, I’ve got an appointment at lunch, so I won't be at the café,” Tisha said as she grabbed her books. She noticed Jayden glare out the window as everyone scuttled from the classroom. 

“Oh, the old schoolhouse,” Tisha giggled. “They call it Haunted High.”

“Why’s that?” Jayden whispered, her brow raised a fraction as her breath paused. Oh, great! More ghost stories. Not that she really needed to hear it.

“Oh, some dude in the 80s killed himself there. Heard he was kind of weird. A cross dresser or something. Didn’t fit in. His spirit kind of hangs out there and spooks everybody out who goes near there. Some of the seniors go there at night some time for a joke. You’re not scared of ghosts, are  you? I mean, seriously?”

“Me? No.” Jayden finally pulled her gaze from the window. She was going to Google any info she could find on this haunted schoolhouse when she had the time and access to a computer. It was the curious cat in her emerging from within. She reminded herself what happened to said curious cat.

“Why didn’t they just knock it down if it’s haunted?” Jayden murmured.

“You crazy? That old schoolhouse is a landmark. It’s the first schoolhouse ever built here. They were supposed to build on to it, but it had tons of electrical trouble. They called in an electrician, but it couldn’t be fixed. I heard the code violations were a fire hazard. Electricity's off in that building, so no problem now.”

“They called in an electrician?” Jayden said. “What they should have done was called in an exorcist,” she whispered out loud.

Both girls looked at each other and sucked in deep breaths then looked away and got out of the classroom fast.

“Got a spare, I see,” Tish peered over at Jayden’s timetable as she flipped it out to look at her next period.

“Yep. Going to chill at the library then go to the cafeteria for lunch.”

“Good. Good. Anyway, about the haunted schoolhouse, don’t worry about it.”

“Sure. I’ll try not to.”

“You probably heard, Beckford has been called a ghost town 'cause a lot of dead people spirits turn up here. They even filmed a documentary on some ghost hunting show there once. The electromagnetic field meter picked up on a strong energy from one of the spirits one time. Anyway, my mom tells me that they’re all over the town. But they can’t harm us. Seriously, I think some of the teachers here are really ghosts. I can see some earthbound spirits but not all of them. It all depends on which astral plane the ghosts are on.”

Jayden cocked a brow and grinned nervously. Then...her head began to hurt. Was Tisha for real? What had Jayden gotten herself into? Okay, she tried to pacify herself by thinking she only had to deal with this crap for one semester and then she’d be off to college. She remembered the conversation she had with Mama Rae and the cabbie yesterday.

“It’s funny how you can only see some ghosts and not others, isn't it?” Jayden blurted out.

“Yeah, I know. Oh, something to do with where they stand. How close or far they are from crossing over to the other side. I’m still kind of new to this crap. Freaked me out the first time when I had my first sighting. Jenny from homeroom is actually linking up with the cops for a gig finding missing bodies. She claims she can speak to spirits of dead people who were murdered.” Tisha rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Yeah, I’m like, whatever.”

“Oh.” Jayden’s heart squeezed and her head throbbed mercilessly.

That was the last thing she needed. To be seeing dead people. Great! So she was seeing the hottest guy she’d ever laid eyes on, but she’s also the only one who can actually lay eyes on him. Did that mean that Jayden was a...?

Tisha leaned into Jayden as she whispered in a low voice, “Oh and uh...you might want to keep it on the low. I mean, not everybody believes in ghosts and ghost seers. I think they’re just jealous. But anyway, nothing to brag about.”  

“Right. I hear you,” Jayden replied.

They both weaved their way down the corridor through crowds of noisy students changing classes. Jayden glanced at everyone’s faces to see if she could spot him or any more—apparitions.

Trey’s words still played over in Jayden’s mind like one of those ridiculous tunes that would not get out of her head. Yes, she got a reaction out of the ghost boy haunting the old building that used to be Beckford High, but the question was—why the boy’s spirit was targeting her.
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5. The Cafeteria
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11:05 a.m.

There was no use trying. Jayden was obsessed with Trey. Nothing could wipe him out of her mind. And she was still without her Starbucks coffee.

Lunch period would only be forty minutes long, thankfully. It wasn’t easy being different in a small town. Jayden noticed she dressed more gothic than any other students there. Her darker clothes and jet black hair with shiny silver piercings stood out in the reserved Lilliputian  town. Jayden got her tray with her salad, pasta, and bottled water and looked around the crowded, noisy cafeteria. She wished Tisha didn’t have an appointment at lunch. She could use the company of another person to hang out with besides her insanity.

The noise level was ridiculous. Everybody was buddied up. Her mind ran on Trey quite a lot since their encounter in the morning. God, he was breathtaking. She’d never seen anyone so—captivating. His eyes. Those dark sexy, depthless eyes that seemed to penetrate her. His cute dimpled grin. Charming. Now that she was fifty percent sure he was dead and probably nobody else could see him, if she really spoke to him in public she’d be seen as stark crazy talking to dead air. To Jayden, Trey was anything but dead. The way he made her feel was—real. So that was love at first sight? Too bad he wasn’t a live person.

Jayden noticed sneers and stares from others nearby. Clutching tightly to her tray as
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