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Book 1: Halloween Night —Shane decides to stay at his great-great-grandparent's old abandon, four-story house that appears to be right out of a scary movie for Halloween night and discovers that a friend of his is already there - in the bathtub.

Book 2: Halloween Night: Uncle Troy's Magical Touch—After having tea with his family in London, Shane gets upset and tears down the mansion that he loves so well. With tears streaming down his face, he streaks to Jupiter, making the 3-minute flight in 2 minutes flat, and almost plows into his Uncle Troy. With Uncle Troy's help, Shane soon discovers why Gavin's roommate, Chuck, is homophobic.

Book 3: The Golden Locket—Jonathan Rhoades is walking home one evening and finds a golden locket on the sidewalk. What mysterious powers does it hold? While you do not have to have read the “Halloween Night” series, some of the characters do appear in this story. This is a Full-Length Gay Adult Novel.

Book 4: Ghost in the Mansion—Cory Hartwell and his lover Trevor Bryant head for Ranch Harbor, Maine to spend a relaxing weekend away. A flat tire brings them to a stop in front of an old, abandoned mansion. What's that cat doing there? What else is going on in the old house?

Book 5: Halloween Night: Shane Meets a Ghost—Chuck's girlfriend, Allison's, aunt and uncle move a castle from Ireland to Erie, New Hampshire and Allison asks Shane and Gavin to accompany them for the weekend. Allison doesn't really want to go because her cousin, Danny, says that the castle is haunted.

Book 6: Halloween Night: The Truth Is Out There—Chuck confronts Shane about his powers and the news is all a buzz about a new planet that was just discovered on the other side of Pluto, so Gavin, Shane and Chuck go for a visit to see what it's all about and are surprised to discover they are not alone on the new planet.

Book 7: The Fourth Floor—(This is a spin-off of The Ghost in the Mansion) Andrew Hartwell takes a job in the Mortal Realm and is surprised at the events he uncovers as he checks into the old hotel where he and his co-worker, Fred, will stay while on a job.

Book 8: The Golden Locket: Mercury in Retrograde—(This is a sequel to “The Golden Locket” and takes over right as “The Fourth Floor” ends) Jonathan gets a call from Chip, wanting to know if he and Peter want to go on a cruise from Miami, Florida to the Bahamas the day after Christmas. Still broken hearted from breaking up with Mark, Jonathan takes off to Lincoln, Nebraska to see what it'll take to charter a plane for the flight.

Book 9: The Golden Locket: The Cruise— (Series Finale) Jonathan hires Justin to fly the group to Miami for a cruise to the Bahamas. Jonathan and Justin grow closer as Peter announces his engagement to Victoria. Uncle Dusty gets the flu and Jonathan uses his power to discover how to cure him so he can see his parents, who come in from Denver for Christmas.
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“Wow, this place is really spooky, Cory,” Trevor whispered.

I grinned to myself at the tremble in his deep voice.

Trevor Bryant, six-one, weight, two hundred thirty-five pounds of all muscle, always the big man on campus in our college days, nothing ever scared him. Now, two years after graduation, we stood in an old, abandoned mansion in almost total darkness and he was scared.

Outside, a cloud crossed over the moon, engulfing the hall in darkness. A chill even went up my spine when a door creaked at the end of the hall.

Grabbing me by the arm, he whispered nervously, “What was that?”

Rubbing my hand through the soft hair on his warm arm, I replied, “I don't know. Come on, let's go see.”

I sensed his body tremble as his grip tightened on my arm. “Are you crazy?” he pulled me back toward the front door.

“Relax, Trev,” I said, jerking away from his tight grip and rubbing my sore arm. I knew he hadn't meant to hurt me, but sometimes he didn't realize his own strength. “Just remember, ghosts can't hurt us.”

“It's not ghosts I'm worried about, sweetheart,” he replied softly, but I wasn't convinced he was being honest. “What if someone's here and they have a gun and decide to shoot first and ask questions later?”

“Oh, I hadn't thought of that,” I admitted, although I couldn't tell him that I had already scanned the entire house and knew there was no one there but us and a black cat.

Why hadn't Trevor thought to carry a flashlight in the car? I couldn't tell him I was a warlock, so I wasn't able to just repair the flat and we get on down the road, I figured as the moon came out and illuminated the hall again. Although I could turn time back and make sure that the tire didn't go flat, I was anxious to discover why that cat was in this deserted house alone. I wouldn't be able to do that if we hadn't stopped here.

Creeping forward down the hall, I started for the door that had opened. I could see the moonlight shining in from the window in the room. Frowning, I stopped. Trevor bumped into me.

“What's wrong?” he whispered.

“The moon. It's shining in the windows by the door behind us and in the window in this room. They're on opposite sides of the house.”

“Let's get the fuck outta here,” he pulled me back toward the front door.

“Calm down, Trevor,” I resisted him. “Let's go see what's going on.”

“No, Cory,” he protested. His blue eyes pleaded with me to just go with him.

“Don't worry so,” I said. “You stay here or go on back to the car. I'll be fine.”

He sighed. “Okay, fine,” he resigned. “I've never seen anyone so stubborn as you, Cory.”

“Thank you,” I replied as we headed for the room at the end of the hall.

To my surprise, Trevor stepped slowly into the room, looking behind the door to make sure no one was waiting to jump out and hit him over the head or shoot him. The room was well-lit from the moonlight. It was a sunroom. The ceiling and walls were glass panels. The moon shone in from the ceiling and reflected off the wall, appearing to be coming in from the window, while we were in the hall.

“That's a relief,” Trevor said.

“It sure is,” I replied with a sigh of relief of my own, just for effect.

“Well, well, look what we have here,” Trevor said.

The black cat stood next to the wall. A chill went up my spine as he arched his back and hissed at Trevor as he stepped toward him.

“Wait! Don't touch him!” I exclaimed. My voice echoed through the vacant room and startled me. Trevor being on edge was getting to me.

“Don't worry, I'm not going to,” Trevor stepped back.

Something flickered in the cat's green eyes; it wasn't the reflection from the moon.

I glanced around the room. “Where's your master?” I asked softly, stepping slowly over toward the cat.

He relaxed, retracting his claws. He cocked his head, and I could have sworn he frowned at me.

I glanced up at Trevor. “Honey, I just remembered that I put a flashlight in the trunk of the car earlier. Would you go get it?”

“You did?” he asked. “I didn't see it when I got the jack out.”

“Uh, it's in my suitcase. Go ahead and get it.”

“Why don't you come with me? You'll need to hold the light while I change the tire.”

“Okay, but you go get the light, first. I want to see if I can convince this guy that we're not going to hurt him. He can't stay here.”

“Well, all right. I'll be right back,” he promised.

Trevor dashed out the door and down the hall. I knelt in front of the cat. “It's okay now,” I said, softly. “You can talk to me. Where is your master?”

“I don't know,” the cat admitted, with a thick Irish accent. “I don't even know where I am, for that matter. I was chasing a mouse one afternoon and got on a fishing boat. The next thing I knew, I was in heaven! Fish everywhere. When we docked, I got off the boat to go exploring and found this lovely old house. But no one lives here. I tried to get back home, but didn't know where I am. I went back to the harbor but couldn't find the boat I was on.”

“Where are you from?” I asked as the front door opened.

“Okay, I got the light,” Trevor said rushing into the room before the cat could answer. “Now let's get outta here.”

“Okay,” I replied. Gently lifting the cat from the floor as I stood up, I realized I hadn't even asked him his name.

“You're not taking that cat with us, are you?” Trevor demanded.

“Well of course. I told you he couldn't stay here. He's lost and probably starving by now.” I had also forgotten to ask how long he'd been there, but he meowed in response.

“Well, okay,” Trevor resigned. After all, the meow told us both that he was hungry. Since there was probably no food in the house, there wouldn't be any mice running around, either.

Without further protest, although I was dying to talk more to the cat, I followed Trevor back outside. I decided to wait and talk to him later instead of freezing Trevor.

Holding the flashlight for Trevor, I knelt next to the flat tire and the cat rubbed against my legs while Trevor changed the tire.

“He's really taking to you, Cory,” Trevor said, hefting the flat tire into the trunk.

“It looks that way, doesn't it?” I agreed.

Trevor grinned and leaned down with his face close to mine. “He's not the only one,” he whispered and kissed me gently on the lips.

“I love you too, Trev.” I picked up the cat as I got to my feet.

“Let's get outta here,” Trevor opened the door to his white Trans Am for me. “Just don't get any of that black hair on my seats,” he instructed the cat.

“I'll hold him,” I promised, getting in the car.

I managed to set the cat on my lap and put on my seatbelt. Holding him in my arms, I stroked the back of his neck as Trevor started the car and we headed on toward town.

“We'll have to get that flat fixed tomorrow, or we won't be able to Sunday before we head back,” Trevor said. “I hope you don't expect to take him home with us.”

“Oh, no. We'll have to find his owner tomorrow. They've got to live around here somewhere.”

“What makes you think he doesn't belong at the old house?” Trevor asked as the city limits sign came into the view of his headlights.

“He seems to be a house cat. There wouldn't be any mice at that house, and it looked like it's been abandoned for quite a while. He'd be all skin and bones by now, if not dead.”

“Well, if the inn doesn't mind us keeping him in the room, he can spend the night with us, but he's sleeping in the bathroom with the door closed. He's not getting into bed with us.”

“That'll be okay, won't it, kitty?” I asked.

The cat meowed in response.

“See? He said that'll be fine.”

“Yeah. I didn't know you could talk to cats, Cory.”

I just smiled. I didn't tell him that, although we'd known each other for six years and had been lovers for four, there was a lot that he didn't know about me.

Luckily, the desk clerk at the inn didn't mind that we had a cat. I promised him that he was house broken. Although Trevor didn't understand how I knew that he didn't say anything.

“Where is the nearest harbor?” I asked. “Where fishing boats would come in?”

“That's about three miles back,” the elderly gentleman replied, nodding his head in the direction we had come. “But be forewarned to stay away from the Welkin's house. It's on the hill overlooking the harbor. Rumor has it that it's haunted.”

“We've already experienced it,” Trevor admitted. “That's where we found the cat.”

“Oh really?” the gentleman's eyebrows shot up and his small, pale blue eyes grew wider as he looked at the cat.

“It's not haunted,” I assured him.

He gave me a strange look but didn't say anything. Was that a bit of worry in his beady blue eyes?

While Trevor retrieved our suitcases from the car, I stood on the balcony looking out over the ocean. “What's your name?” I asked.

“Toby,” the cat replied. He was sitting on the patio table cleaning himself after gobbling down the can of tuna fish I'd supplied him. “Thanks for the tuna. It's been a few days since I've eaten.”

“You're welcome. When did you get here?”

“I don't know for sure. What's today?”

“Friday.”

“Oh, darn. I missed Molly's birthday party. She's going to be really upset when I get back. Maybe I should just go home with you.”

“No, Trevor wouldn't like that. Don't take it personally, he doesn't like any animals, it's not just you.”

“That's a relief,” Toby replied.

“So, where are you from
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