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