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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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“It was around here somewhere,” the young man said, looking in the bushes beside the fence.

“What'd you leave it here...?” his companion's voice trailed off when he saw me standing at the gate.

“Can I help you find something?” I asked.

“Uh, no. Uh, I, uh, dropped something along here earlier and we came back to get it.”

“What was it?” I asked. “Maybe I can help you find it.”

The first glanced nervously at the second and replied, “Well, I'm not sure what it was,” he admitted. “I thought it was a locket.”

“Can you describe the locket?” I rubbed it between my finger and thumb in my coat pocket.

“Well, it was gold — brass, maybe. It had a weird design on it. Kinda hard to explain.”

“What was in it?”

“I don't know. I couldn't get it open.”

“Where did you get it?”

“Well, I found it here. I picked it up and was trying to open it, but it wouldn't open. Then I heard this weird noise from inside the fence and wondered what it was, so I tried to peak through the bushes into the yard. But there's a big marble fence on the other side of the bushes, so I couldn't see anything. Apparently, the locket got hung on the bushes or I dropped it when I left.”

I frowned. “Why did you not look for it before you left?”

He shuffled nervously from one foot to the other and blushed. “Well, I...”

“Did you find a locket?” the second man interrupted.

I was reluctant to admit that I had because they were bigger than me and I would be no match for them. I also figured they'd be faster than me if I tried to run. So, I removed the locket from my pocket.

“Yeah, that's it,” the first said, snatching it out of my hand.

“See I told you. Isn't that weird?” he told the other showing it to him.

The second tried to open it and it wouldn't open for him either. “I have a chisel at home. We'll take it home and get it open.”

“Excuse me, since it's not really yours, may I try to open it?” I asked. “Maybe it's got a note of who it belongs to inside it.”

I hadn't had a chance to open it before they showed up. I had just walked into the yard of the estate behind us when I heard their car drive up.

The estate was vacant. It was obvious to me that the locket had been dropped when the movers took everything away.

“Oh, all right,” the first said, handing it back to me. “But if there's anything of value in it, it's mine. I found it first.”

“What of value could be in a locket other than a photograph?” I wanted to know.

“Well, you never know,” the second replied.

It opened easily. To my surprise, there was no photo in the locket. Only black Gothic letters that formed four words. I frowned as I read them, aloud, “Abricka Dabricka Zoltar Lumb.

“Does that mean anything to you, two?” I asked.

“No, but Abricka Dabricka is the words to spells,” the second said.

“Are the words,” I corrected him.

“Great, maybe it will make me magic,” the first said, trying to grab it back from me. I quickly closed it and put it back in my pocket.

“Hey! It's mine, give it to me.”

“But you couldn't open it. That means you don't have the power. I'm taking it to the library right now to see if there is any information about it there,” I said.

It was a little past five-thirty on Tuesday afternoon and the library didn't close until six. I could just make it if I drove, but it would be difficult to locate anything in the allotted time I'd have left.

They both dove for me, but I stepped aside and bumped into a gentleman standing at the checkout counter in the library. I couldn't believe it; I was in the library!

“I'm sorry, sir,” I said, regaining my balance. “I didn't mean to bump into you.”

“You youngsters never do watch where you're going,” he grumbled. Looking down at my feet, he said, “You don't even have big feet, you shouldn't have been tripping over them.”

“I'm really sorry, sir,” I repeated and headed off toward the computers.

Sitting in front of a terminal, I looked at the locket. The guy had been right; it did have a weird design. It was obviously gold, not brass. The design was of a dragon with a forked tongue sticking out of his mouth. He was standing on his hind legs and his tail curved around his legs. In his front right claws he held a cross. In the left, he held a book, but I wasn't really positive that it was a Bible. I couldn't see any writing on the book.

I logged into the computer and went to the search page and typed in locket, gold, dragon with forked tongue, cross, book and pressed enter. It came back with a lot of information, but nothing helpful.

I typed in magic locket and pressed enter. Again, lots of information but nothing that went together or was helpful.

After several minutes had passed, I glanced up just in time to see the two guys rush into the library. “There he is, get him!” one exclaimed.

Holding onto the locket tightly as they dashed toward me, I thought, I don't know how this is working, but I need to be at the estate I found this at, right now.

Pushing my chair back, I jumped up and bumped into the front door of the estate.

“This is so neat,” I said to myself. I hadn't had a chance to investigate the grounds when I found the locket, but it was obvious no one lived there any longer. I'd have to find out who had lived there.

I tried the door. It was locked. Holding the locket tightly again, I thought, I need to walk through this door right now.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped through the door. The hall was dark and gloomy. Dust motes danced everywhere. It was obvious that they had been stirred up earlier that day when the movers came.

I had lived around the corner from the estate in an apartment complex for a couple of years. While I walked by the estate on my way to and from the bus stop daily, the tall marble fence had always blocked my view. I had never even heard anything from inside the fence, so I wasn't sure anyone had ever lived there.

Stepping into the massive parlor—I guess that's what they called living rooms back when the mansion was built—I was surprised to find a painting hanging over the large marble fireplace. It was a painting of an old man. I didn't know him, but from the look he was giving the on- looker, I was glad. He appeared mean.

“No wonder they left you here,” I said, softly, but my voice still echoed through the old house, sending a chill up my spine.

The house was a three-story mansion. I couldn't believe how many bedrooms there were. I couldn't find anything in the house except for the one painting though. Everything else had been cleared out. Jumping, I thought I heard a noise up at the top of the attic stairs as I passed by. I hadn't been scared to be alone in the old house until I heard that noise. I knew I had to go up to the attic. Maybe a clue to the locket had been left up there. At least I had the power to pop home if I needed to right quick.

Taking a deep breath, I slowly ascended the stairs. The attic door cried out as if in pain when I pushed it open. It had obviously not been opened in a long time. The room was full of dust, cobwebs, and stuff. Nothing had been disturbed for years. The movers had not removed anything. There were no footprints in the dust on the floor.

Being careful not to disturb the dust because of my allergies, I tiptoed into the room and looked around. An old trunk set against the outside wall. A large stand stood next to the only window in the room. There was a large book on it. I tiptoed over to it and looked at it. It was open to the middle page. I was surprised that the dust had not settled on the book or the stand. It was as though they had been either cleaned daily, or just set there. The letters I couldn't read, but they were the same black Gothic that was in the locket.

I closed the book. To my delight, the cover of the book bore the same design as the locket.

“So, you found it,” I heard behind me. I must have jumped two inches off the floor.

Spinning around, I was surprised to see the old man from the painting standing in the doorway. He smiled. “I'm glad. I was afraid those two young whippersnappers were going to take the locket away from you earlier.”

“You saw that?” I stammered.

“Oh, yes. I put the locket out there on the ground hoping someone would find it. The brat found it, but he wasn't gifted so he couldn't do anything with it. I'm glad you came along and knew what to do with it.”

“I really don't know what to do with it,” I offered it to him.

“Sure you do,” he waved his hand, indicating I should keep it. “It was my mothers,” he explained. “She gave it to me, but I never could get the thing open. She said whoever could open it, would have the power within. And I was to give them the book, too. I was afraid that I was going to die without it being passed on to someone who could use it. I'm not long for this world. That's why I had to sell this place. My daughter couldn't open it either, which is odd since Mother could, we hoped it would pass on, but it didn't. I'm moving into a rest home. That's why everything's gone. I have to go through this junk up here, but it will all be gone by tomorrow. I'm really glad you got the locket and could use it. Take the book with you. Mother said that when it knows you are the new owner you will be able to read the words and it will teach you how to use the locket.”

“Wow,” I breathed. “I can't believe this is happening.”

“You've always had the power within, son,” he said with a gentle smile. “You just never knew it until the locket showed you.”

“How can I ever thank you?” I asked.

He shook his head and smiled. “Just use it for good only, son. It's a gift. Don't abuse it and don't use it to harm anyone.”

“Is there anything I can do for you?”

He looked around the room and sighed. “Would you mind getting rid of all this dust? It really gets my asthma going and I have to go through all this stuff, so I'll really stir up the dust.”

“I'll try, but I'm not sure I can.”

“Sure you can,” he replied.

Holding the locket tightly, I thought, Dust be gone. The dust vanished. The room was spotless.

“Thank you. Don't forget to take the book,” he said. “You can take the stand it's on, too. They belong together. “

Stepping over to the stand, I said, “Thank you. I hope you enjoy the rest home.”

“Thanks. I've already got me a girlfriend there,” he said with a chuckle.

I tried to pick the stand up, but it was too heavy to lift.

“Just use the locket to take it and yourself home, son,” he said. “It'll be easier that way.”

“Good idea. Oh, my name is Jonathan Rhoades.”

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Rhoades. I'm Malcolm Malone.”

“Oh, really?” Old man Malone as everyone called him. He really wasn't as grouchy as the townspeople always said he was. “It's an honor to meet you, sir,” I said, shaking his hand.

He smiled. “Take good care of that locket, my boy.”

“I will, sir, I promise.”

Holding onto the locket with one hand and the stand with the other, I thought, Me, the book and stand in my living room, right now.

I landed next to the fireplace. I can't believe this, I thought. This is going to be fantastic!

After pulling one of the stools over from the breakfast bar a knock sounded on the door before I could sit down. Pocketing the locket, I dashed to the front door and opened it.

“Hi, Pete,” I said as he entered. Peter Phelps was an even six feet. Although he was muscular, because we worked out at his apartment complex frequently, he wasn't big enough to be in competition. I always worked out with him, but I wasn't as strong as him. I just did it to keep well-toned. We had been friends all through high school and were roommates in college. We had met our freshman year when he moved to town. Now that we were out of school, we had stayed best friends. I had always been in love with him but had never had the nerve to even tell him I was gay. I didn't think he knew.

“Hey, did you get a call from Mark?” he removed his coat.

“No,” I replied as he opened the closet door. He took a hanger out to hang up his coat.

I followed him into the living room, then on into the kitchen. I loved the way he always made himself at home in my apartment. Grabbing a glass out of the cabinet, he said, “He's trying to get some guys together to go skiing next month. If he gets enough, he can charter a bus.”

“Are you going?” I asked. I had never been skiing before and he knew it.

He removed ice from the freezer before filling the glass from the pitcher of tea I kept in the refrigerator. “I'd love to, but I have to work.”

“Well, I don't know if I'd want to go without you to teach me.” I didn't really want to learn how to ski, but if he were with me it'd be fun. I always had a good time when he was around.

He led me into the living room. “There are people there to teach you.” He plopped down on the couch and stretched out, kicking his shoes off as he grabbed the remote. I knew he was going to be there for a while, which was fine with me.

“What did you want to do for dinner?” I asked, sitting down in the recliner.

“I don't care. Mom invited me over for dinner, but I told her I had plans with you.”

I started to say something, but he noticed the stand with the book on it next to the fireplace.

“Wow, what's this?” he jumped up and crossed to it.

Pulling the locket out of my pocket, I showed it to him and explained what had happened.

“You're shitting me,” he said, grinning.

I melted into his sparkling brown eyes and had to concentrate hard to keep from getting an erection.

“No, I'm not,” I really wanted to share this experience with him, so I closed the locket and handed it to him. “See if you can open it.”

“Okay,” He couldn't open it. I took it back from him and opened it.

“Will you help me study?” I asked.

“Sure. I still don't believe you, though.”

“I wonder what's with the dragon on the front,” I said, opening the book.

I sat down on the stool and concentrated on another one and it appeared next to mine. “Have a seat,” I said.

Peter's eyes grew wide and he exclaimed, “How'd you do that?!”

“I told you, it's the locket.”

Reluctantly, he sat down next to me. He wasn't really sure the stool was actually there.

The words in the book were still illegible. “Okay, Book,” I said. “I'm the owner of the locket now, Mr. Malone gave it and you to me. How can I read you?”

To my delight, the letters rearranged themselves into English and Peter and I both were able to read the book.

“The duo has come together as one,” the book read. “The dragon is a symbol of evil, thus the forked tongue. The cross is a symbol of good. The book the dragon holds is the Book of Spells. The Book of Spells can be used for good or evil.”

“Okay. Well, I'm a pretty good guy, I've been told, and I always try to do what's right. I want to be good.”

“You're always good,” Peter said with a grin. “You'll do the right thing.”

“Witchcraft is a gift,” the book read, “no one can ever take it from you. You and you alone must choose if you are going to be a good witch or warlock, or a bad witch or warlock. The Witches Council is watching you at all times. If you choose to be a bad witch or warlock, the council will decide your fate.”

“I'm glad I chose to be a good warlock,” I said, turning the page.

“If you are reading this, you are a witch or warlock ready to learn how to use your powers. This makes you an apprentice witch or warlock. A tutor witch or warlock will be with you. If you have any questions, please feel free to ask your tutor. If they do not know the answer, they will query the Witches Council for your answer.”

“Wait a minute, Book,” I said as the phone rang. “I don't have a tutor.”

I glanced at my Caller-ID box before answering the phone. “It's Mark,” I said, “I'll let the answering machine get it and will talk to him later. I'm not sure that I want to go skiing, yet.”

“Okay, Jon,” Peter said. “If you want to think about it for a while it'll probably be best.”

“You have obviously mastered your first spell,” the next page of the book read. “That was when you conjured up this book, unless you used the locket to help you or it was passed down to you with the locket. The next step is to learn how to move an object. Get something that is not too heavy and use the spell below to bring it to you. Do not attempt to move this book, it's too heavy for this spell until you are used to moving things.”

“I don't understand why this is talking like I should have a tutor,” I said, getting up and crossing to the dining room table.

I held the locket and concentrated on the book and Peter being at the table. Instantly, the book was lying on the table and Peter was sitting in the chair next to me.

“Wow! That was cool. I don't think you even need this book.”

“It might help me to learn how to do this without the locket,” I said thoughtfully, placing the locket on the table next to the book.

I took the saltshaker out of the stand it was on and set it beside the stand. “I'll use this,” I said.

“Good idea,” Peter said.

“Concentrate on this object and think—you do not have to speak unless you want to—(name of object) come to me now.”

Apparently, I thought this had to be too easy or I could only do it with the locket's help, because it didn't budge.

“Come on, Jon, you can do it,” Peter prodded. “You had no problem moving us over here. You can move this thing. It should be much easier than it was moving the book and me. Try saying it out loud.”

“Saltshaker come to me now.” It didn't move.

“Maybe I do need the locket after all.”

“See what else it says,” Peter replied hopefully.

“If you aren't having any success, it is possible that you think that it needs to be a rhyme. Try this spell: (Object's name) sitting away from me, come to me, on the count of three. One, two, three.” At the bottom of the page it said, “Try snapping your fingers or motioning for the object to come to you for effect, if you are having a hard time moving this object.”

Staring hard at the saltshaker, I said, “Saltshaker, sitting away from me, come to me, on the count of three. One, two, three.” Before I could snap my fingers, the saltshaker slid across the table to me.

“That's it!” Peter exclaimed, jumping up and hugging me.

Without saying anything, I concentrated on the napkin holder and it slid across the table to me, too.

Still not sure I was really doing this, I smiled and said, “It looks like I've got it down.” I glanced at the cookie jar on the breakfast bar and made it fly off the counter. Unfortunately, it fell to the floor and shattered.

“Whoops,” I said.

“You're doing great, Jon. Maybe there's another spell for getting things to fly to you. Instead of saying 'come to me' try saying 'fly to me.'“

Checking to see if Peter was right about the objects flying, I looked at the potted plant that I kept in the kitchen window—I could hardly see it over the counter—and thought, Plant, fly to me now.

The ivy rose off the window seal and floated across the breakfast bar and landed gently on the table in front of me.

“It worked! You really are a warlock, Jon!” Peter exclaimed.

We spent the remainder of the evening with me just reading the book and practicing the spells. I was getting the hang of witchcraft and most of the spells worked on the first or second try. Repairing the cookie jar was literally a snap. But when it came time to learn how to go invisible, I had some problems.

“Get a full-length mirror first,” the book instructed.

With a nod of my head, a full-length mirror appeared before me. It was oval and had a wooden stand and frame.

“I stand here for the world to see,” I read from the book, “but invisible no one shall see me.” A snap of my fingers and, although I could still see myself in the mirror, I had holes in me.

“Concentrate harder,” Peter instructed.

“Okay.” This time I didn't look at the book. I just concentrated on my reflection in the mirror and, not bothering with the spell, thought, me invisible.

I disappeared. It was an odd feeling looking in a mirror and not seeing my own reflection, but I could still see my hands and arms.

“Very good,” Peter said, “but you only got rid of your reflection. I can still see you. You still have holes in you, too.”

I blushed. Now I didn't even have the reflection to concentrate on to make myself invisible.

Repeating the spell and thinking hard, I finally got a headache.

“Get us something to drink,” he said, “we can take a break. You can work on this more tomorrow. After you turn invisible, you'll have to turn back visible, too, so you might want to wait until you're not so tired to continue.”

I slumped on the couch and materialized a glass of soda for each of us. Materializing things had come easy after making the saltshaker move. Getting rid of them hadn't been a problem either. Except for my reflection, that is.

“Thanks a lot for all your help, Peter,” I said, hugging him at the door. “Do you want me to send you home?”

“Nah, I'd better take my car. I need it to get to work in the morning.”

“Okay,” I replied. But I really wanted him to spend the night.

“Call me tomorrow,” he said, and I watched him dash out in the snow to his car.

I fell into bed about midnight and was so tired that I was asleep when my head hit the pillow. I had finally gotten rid of the headache, but I hadn't gotten my reflection back. I still had holes in me, too.
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The next morning, I awoke refreshed. I had slept so hard that I hadn't even dreamed that I could remember. I walked into the bathroom, urinated, then threw water on my face and sighed as I looked into the mirror. Nothing stared back at me. How was I going to shave without a reflection? I knew that I could get the locket to do this for me, but I really wanted to do it myself.

“I'm a warlock, I can do this,” I said. “Face clean-shaven,” I said, concentrating hard. I ran my hand over my smooth face. I hadn't had a shave that close and smooth from any razor in as long as I could remember. It felt great.

After taking a shower, I stood in front of the mirror, concentrated, and said, “Me visible.” Finally, my reflection appeared before me. Even the holes were repaired, but to my horror, I had no eyebrows!

“Okay. Eyebrows only, return,” I said. Breathing a sigh of relief that they had appeared, I finished drying off and went back into the bedroom to see what I was going to wear that day. I had not attempted to change clothes yet, but I really wanted to. The book hadn't told me that I couldn't try doing things that I hadn't gotten to in the spell book, so I decided to try getting dressed.

I opened the closet door. “I guess I'd better stick to the clothes I have in here.” I didn't want to risk stealing someone else's clothes off their backs.

Since it was overcast and would probably be snowing shortly, I opted to put on a pair of black jeans, a pink, long-sleeved shirt, and a black and purple pullover sweater. I'd wear my black boots, since it would be cold. I could get away with wearing that to work.

I had a full-length mirror on the inside door of the closet, so I looked in it and visualized myself in the outfit I had chosen. “Me dressed in it now,” I said and snapped my fingers. To my delight I was wearing it. I turned around to look at my back in the mirror and sighed. I wasn't wearing any underwear or socks.

Maybe I can do this, I thought. Concentrating on a pair of underwear and socks, I felt them appear on me. Luckily, I didn't lose the outfit and they were inside instead of outside my clothes.

After splashing on some cologne, I headed into the living room to see what else I could do. I noticed the light on my answering machine flashing. I hadn't checked it since Mark called the night before and I always kept the volume turned down.

“Hi, Jon,” Mark's deep voice came over the machine when I pressed the button, “I'm getting some guys together to go to Colorado skiing. How'd you like to come? If we get enough, we can charter a bus. I need twenty and only have five right now. When we get there, we'll be able to have four to a room. Since you don't know anyone that's coming so far, we can room together since Pete's not going to make it. Call me.” He gave his number and hung up.

Letting the machine rewind—I had his number on Caller-ID, so I didn't bother writing it down—I crossed to the mirror and concentrated. “I stand here for the world to see,” I said, “but invisible no one shall see me.” My reflection vanished from the mirror, but I wasn't really sure that I had gone invisible or just gotten rid of my reflection again because I could see myself.

My question was soon answered when the phone rang. I tried to pick it up, but it just went through my hand. Caller-ID said it was Peter. Returning to the mirror, I looked in the book and read the counter-spell.

“I stand invisible to the world, but visible, everyone shall see me.” My reflection appeared in the mirror. I knew I was visible again.

I picked up the phone an instant before the machine answered it. “Morning, Pete.”

“Hey, Jon. Are you all back together this morning?”

“Yes, finally. I also got the spell figured out. Do you want to come over for breakfast? I'll bring you.”

“Mm, that sounds good, Jon, but I'm not up yet. I just woke up and thought I'd call you. I'm still lying here in bed. It looks like it's going to snow again, and I don't want to get up.”

I smiled. I knew he slept nude. I fought the urge to zap him onto my couch. “I don't blame you. I didn't want to either. Why don't you get ready for work, then call me? I'll zap you over here then. How would you like some eggs, sausage, and biscuits for breakfast? My treat.”

“Thanks. I'd like that.”

“Call me when you're ready.”

“Okay,” he said and hung up.

After getting rid of the mirror, I looked at the table and visualized two place settings. A snap of my fingers and the spell book vanished, and the place settings appeared.

“Uh, oh,” I said, “did I do a bad thing by getting rid of the Book of Spells?”

Concentrating, I made it and the locket reappear on the stand beside the fireplace.

“That's good,” I said. Then, using the move an object spell, moved the stand over into the corner.

I continued practicing some of the spells I'd done the previous night, especially turning invisible, while waiting for Peter to call.

When the phone rang half an hour later, I was tempted to just bring him to my house, but then thought, What if he's not alone or can't make it?

I picked up the phone. “Hi, Pete.”

“I think I'm ready. Are you sure you can get me there?”

“I hope so. Hold on.” A snap of my fingers and Peter stood in front of me, still holding his cordless phone to his ear.

“It worked,” he said, pressing the off button on his cordless and setting it on the coffee table.

I zapped up breakfast for us and while we ate, I said, “Now that I can do this, you can come skiing if you want to. I can make sure you're at work every day then bring you to the lodge afterwards.”

“That'd be pretty hard to explain. I don't really think we should tell anyone about this, Jon.”

“I guess you're right.”

“Everyone will want to spend the nights at home instead of at the lodge and will want you to take them to the lodge during the day.”

I had to agree with him. “I'm glad you know, though,” I said, tenderly.

“Me too. It's going to be great.”

After breakfast, with a snap of my fingers, the table was cleared. “We'd better get to work,” I said.

It wasn't snowing, but it was very cloudy when I said goodbye to Peter. I was thankful that we didn't have to take our cars to work. Since I had never done this before, I popped both of us into a hall outside his office door and told him I'd pick him up for lunch if he wanted. He agreed and I popped into the landing on the second floor at my office building. I was thankful I didn't have to use the locket any longer. I had left it on the stand beside the book.

I worked as an accountant for a law firm, so I was alone in my office most of the time and no one bothered me very often. Therefore, I took the opportunity to practice some of the spells I'd learned. The book had told me I should go back and practice so I would get better at doing the new spells because I would have more faith that I could do the harder ones when I came to them. So, when the phone rang, instead of picking it up, I'd have the receiver float to me. If I needed a file from the filing cabinet against the wall by the door, I'd have it fly to me instead of getting up to go get it. I was really having a good time when Mr. Anton knocked on the door and walked in, not waiting for me to invite him.

It had started snowing so I had decided to try my hand at making virtual rooms. I hadn't seen that in the spell book but decided to use my imagination. Since it was gloomy outside, I had redecorated my office to a nice cozy living room. Two cream-colored couches faced each other in front of a stone fireplace on the outside wall. A low mahogany coffee table stood between the couches. Next to the fireplace, patio doors looked out over the backyard of the building. The only thing I had kept of the office was my desk and the filing cabinets next to the door.

“What the..?” Mr. Anton asked, startled. I was engrossed in a file I was working on and hadn't had a chance to get rid of everything before he barged in.

“Freeze!” I instructed. I hadn't tried a freeze spell yet, so I hoped it worked.

He gave me a funny look and asked, “Where'd this come from? What do you mean, freeze?”

“Uh, it's freezing outside, and a fireplace is really nice to have this time of year,” I replied, quickly.

“Yes, it is,” he agreed, crossing to the fireplace. I continued to concentrate on him freezing. “But you didn't tell me where it came from. Damn, it's cold in here,” he said, shivering as he stood in front of the fireplace. I knew then I was making him cold, but not getting the effect I needed.

“I don't know,” I said. “It's comfy in here to me.”

Concentrating even harder, I decided to try something else I hadn't done before. Speaking under my breath, I said, “Oh, magical Book of Spells, come to me now, I need a freeze spell.”

Thankfully, Mr. Anton didn't hear me, but he turned to face the fire, with his back to me. The Book of Spells appeared on my desk in front of me, open to a page I hadn't seen yet. It read, “Stop Time spell: This will cause time to stand still.”

“Time moving swiftly through the day, stop this moment before it passes away,” I read and even the flickering flames in the fireplace froze.

“Thank, God,” I breathed. “Okay. Office return to normal,” I said with a wave of my hand. The office returned to the way that it had been before I added the fireplace, patio doors and the couches.

Reading the counter-spell for the freeze spell, I got rid of the book and dashed into the outer office. Anita, the office receptionist, sat with her hands poised above the keyboard.

Not really wanting to lie to Mr. Anton, I dashed down the hall to the rest room, relieved myself, then returned to the outer office.

Taking a deep breath, I said, “Time standing still, continue on your way, if you will.”

Anita continued typing. “What are you going to do for lunch today?” I asked, picking up a folder off her desk.

“My husband’s supposed to stop somewhere and get us something. We'll eat here in the kitchen. No need for both of us to get out in this cold weather.”

“That's true,” I agreed as Mr. Anton came out of my office with a confused look on his face. “I'm meeting my friend Peter at his office, then we'll go somewhere for lunch.”

“You were....what happened to your office?” he asked.

“I had to go to the bathroom. Were you looking for me?” I asked, leading him back into my office.

“But there was a fireplace and couches. . .”

“Huh?” I asked. “What fireplace? What couches?”

“I just came in here and you were sitting at your desk and there was a fireplace here,” he gestured to where it had been.

I sat down at my desk. “I just ran down to the rest room. The office is just like it was when I left. There was no fireplace.” At least I was being honest with him. When I left the room, there wasn't a fireplace in it.

“Maybe I'm ready for a vacation,” he said, frowning.

“Anyway,” I changed the subject before he pursued it, “you were looking for me?”

“Yes. Did you finish the audit of Mr. McDonald's estate?”

“Yes, sir,” I handed him the folder.

“Thank you,” he said. I noticed he glanced back at the window where the fireplace had been as he walked out the door, closing it behind him.

Breathing a sigh of relief, I made a mental note to be more careful in the future. At least he did prove to me that I was really doing these things and it wasn't a figment of my imagination. Of course, Peter and I both had discovered that the previous night and that morning.

Hm, I thought, there has to be a way to keep anyone from seeing anything I do.

Not wanting to risk any more made up spells, I said, “Oh, magical Book of Spells, come to me, I need a spell to make things only I can see.” Of course, I had made up that spell, too, but at least it had worked for the freeze spell.

The Book of Spells appeared once again on my desk. This time it was open to the invisible spell. “I already know that one,” I protested.

To my surprise, the words seemed to grow larger, then smaller. “I stand here for the world to see, but invisible no one shall see me.”

I frowned, as the words “here for the world” and “no one shall see” seemed to get larger and smaller.

“In other words,” I said, thoughtfully, “I can change those words to fit what I want.” The words stopped moving.

“Okay, we'll try it.” I re-materialized the virtual room but added, “for only me to see.”

Since I was finished with the Hinckley file, I buzzed Anita and asked if she would come get it. This was not an unusual request as there was a letter in it that she needed to have Mr. Anton sign and mail.

She came in, without knocking, took the letter and sighed as she looked out the window. “It's snowing again. Maybe Denny shouldn't try to come for lunch.”

“I hope it's not too bad out there,” I said. “I already promised Peter I'd meet him. If it's too bad, though, I have a couple of TV dinners in the freezer.” Of course, I didn't, but I could zap them up real easily if I had to.

“Well, okay,” she said with a sigh. I hadn't learned how to control the weather yet, but I knew that would be a bigger task. “But only if it doesn't stop snowing by eleven.”

“Okay.”

She left and I glanced at my watch. It was ten- forty. I knew it wouldn't stop snowing before eleven. If it did, would the road crew get the roads cleared by noon? I could get to Peter with no problem, but how would I explain it to Anita?

“Oh, magical Book of Spells,” I said, “come to me, I need a spell to control the weather, this is for Anita, not for me.”

After all, I thought as the book appeared once again on my desk, if I'm going to be a good warlock, I can do things for others.

Unfortunately, the book had a message for me. “As an apprentice warlock, your powers are not capable of controlling the weather at this time. After you pass your test at the Witches Council, then you will have the ability to perform this spell.”

I decided I should continue studying since I didn't have anything else to do until after lunch, so I turned back to the page where I had left off earlier, the change objects into other objects spell.

For the fun of it, I turned my pen into a notebook computer then back, after playing with it for a while. Then I turned my desk into a bed. I returned it to normal then sighed. What else was there to do? Glancing at my watch, I realized it was a little before eleven and it was still snowing.

I needed to stop the snow, but the book wouldn't let me. I really wished I knew who and where my tutor was. Concentrating hard, I materialized the locket. If I couldn't do it myself, the locket would allow me to.

Holding the locket in my hand, I concentrated hard and said, “Snow stop until two o'clock.”

While waiting for lunch hour, I continued to practice spells in the book. I knew Peter wanted to be with me while I learned, but that wasn't possible at the moment. He was at work, too.

I was thankful I had made the book only visible to me, because a few minutes later, the door opened, and Anita stepped in. “It stopped snowing,” she said.

“Great. Maybe he can get here.”

“I'm sure of it,” she replied.
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​Chapter 3
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Since Anita and Denny were having lunch in the kitchen, I dashed out to the landing and popped into the hall at Peter's office building where I had dropped him off that morning. He stepped out of his office right as I appeared.

“Hi, are you hungry?” I asked.

“Starving. Where do you want to go?”

Grinning, I decided to take us back to my office for lunch. However, I didn't want to eat at my desk. A snap of my fingers and we were in my office. Locking my door so no one would barge in on us, I materialized a table, set for two, next to the patio doors.

“This looks great, Jon,” he took his place closest to the fireplace. “I love what you did with your office. How did you explain it to Anita? She's always barging in without knocking.”

“Thanks,” I seated myself and explained what had happened earlier and that we were the only two who could see it now and we were invisible.

We ate in silence for a few minutes, before I said, “I really wish I knew who my tutor is supposed to be.”

“Maybe you should go see Mr. Malone and ask him,” Peter suggested, cutting into his T-bone steak.

“Good idea,” I agreed and told him what had happened when I tried to get the book to tell me how to change the weather.

“I'm glad you hung onto the locket,” he said.

After we finished eating lunch, I took Peter back to his office then called Mark to see for sure when the ski trip was. I still wasn't sure I wanted to go without Peter along and he didn't want me to take him in my pocket.

Mark was a real nice guy. Peter had a class with him in college and they had gotten to be pretty good friends. He came over frequently when Peter and I were roommates in college. He and Peter had stayed friends after graduation. I liked him okay, but we were just friends by acquaintance with Peter. We'd never gotten together without Peter there.

“Hi, Mark,” I said when he answered. “This is Jon. How's it going?”

“Great,” he replied, cheerfully. His deep voice sent the normal tingle through my body it always did. I could see his green eyes sparkling as he smiled. “I've got fifteen guys signed up to come skiing with us now and three, not including you, that I'm waiting to hear from. If all four of you say yes, with me that's twenty and we're set.”

“When are we leaving if you get everyone together?”

“The fifteenth. The bus will leave here at midnight and we'll get to Vail about eight. I have to confirm the rooms at the lodge by Friday. If twenty of us go, we can fit four to a room.” He told me how much each would have to pay, and I realized that it would be cheaper to go as a group than alone.

“Well, I wish that Pete was going,” I said, thoughtfully. “I've never skied before, and he could teach me.”

“Yeah, it'd be great if he could, but I can teach you. I've been skiing as long as I can remember. I've taught a lot of folks how.”

“Well, okay. Let me talk to Mr. Anton and see if I can get off. What time do you have to be at work? I can call you this evening.”

“Oh, I keep my phone with me at all times. As a matter of fact, I'm in the car right now. Just call me when you find out or tonight will be fine. If I don't answer, just leave a message.”

“Great, that will make it easier,” I agreed.

“I've already got the rooming list made up, Jon. Since you don't know anyone in the group, I've written us down to room together. I've known all these guys for a long time and they're great guys, but of all of them, you're the only one I really wouldn't mind sleeping with, since I can't have a bed to myself.”

“Well, I really wouldn't want to sleep with a stranger, either,” I agreed. But I wasn't sure I wanted to sleep in the same bed with Mark. It was going to be hard sleeping with him without having sex with him, especially for a full week.

When my lunch hour was up, I got up the nerve to go ask Mr. Anton if I could have my vacation the following month. He said he'd have to check into a few things. I explained about the ski trip and that reservations had to be confirmed by Friday and if I couldn't go, Mark would have to find someone else, so I needed to know as soon as possible. Therefore, he promised he'd let me know before the end of the day.

Later that afternoon, Mr. Anton brought me a file. “This is Mr. Coronette's file,” he said, handing it to me. “He died yesterday. For some strange reason, his family wants to hurry this along and keep the will out of probate. Can you do a rush job on the audit so we can find out if there's anything fishy going on here?”

“Certainly. But maybe they are in a hurry so it can all be done while the family is in town for the funeral.”

“That's possible, but something sounds fishy to me. They are saying he died of natural causes, but there's just something that doesn't feel right to me going on here.”

I frowned. Mr. Anton had never been wrong when he had those feelings before. “I'll see what I can find out,” I promised.

“Great. Thanks. Oh, and you may go on vacation the week of the fifteenth of February, if you want to.”

“Thank you,” I replied.

He left the room, and I used my powers to lock the door behind him.

I wished he hadn't said, “If you want to.” I really didn't want to. Glancing at my watch, I decided to wait until I got home to call Mark.

Going through Mr. Coronette's file, I found nothing out of the ordinary. He was a very wealthy man, though. His heirs were to be left a bundle.

Glancing at the virtual fireplace, I wondered, Could I use witchcraft to find out what was nagging at Mr. Anton about this case?

It was now that I was thankful I had found that locket, but I also wished I had already passed my test and was a full-fledged warlock. I had a feeling that being an apprentice wasn't going to be enough for this one, especially since I couldn't control the weather. The past would be much more complicated. Luckily, I knew I could use the locket to do whatever I couldn't do alone.

“Oh, magical Book of Spells, come to me now, Mr. Coronette has died, and I need to find out how.”

Of course, there were private investigators that Mr. Anton hired to find these things out, but since the family was in a hurry, I wanted to see what I could do.

As before, the Book of Spells appeared on my desk in front of me. But this time it had another message for me. “Fooling with the past is dangerous. Fooling with the future is tricky. While you may do this spell as an apprentice, it is wise to have your tutor by your side.”

“Great,” I sighed. “Do you mind telling me who that is?” I asked.

Again, the book didn't reply. I was thankful I had kept the locket in my pocket after stopping the snow.

Making sure not to activate the spell, I read the words before me. “Thunder crack. Time turn back. Something happened, it's not good. A gust of wind, take me back to then. Let me see how it happened and when. If there's something I can do to make it right, let me know then if I could. Let me know then if I should.”

Taking a deep breath, I stood up and looked down at the spell book. I noticed that every instance of 'me' was getting larger and smaller. I knew I was to change the 'me' to 'us' so my tutor could go with me.

Wiping my sweaty palms on my pants legs, I took another deep breath. I was a nervous wreck. Up until now every spell had been fun. Knowing that I was actually going to go back in time was a scary thought. I wanted Peter with me but knew he couldn't get away.

“Okay, I'm going to try this alone,” I said.

“Thunder crack,” I began, thunder rumbled through the room. I hoped Anita didn't come running in to see what was going on, but I had locked the door. “Time turn back. Something happened, it's not good. A gust of wind, take us back to then. Let us see how it happened and when. If there's something we can do to make it right, let us know then if we could. Let us know then if we should.”

Wind began blowing and some of my papers flew off the desk. An odd feeling swept over me as I was whisked away.

I was standing in a hospital room. An old man lay in the bed. He had thin white hair. His skin was gray and wrinkled. He was hooked up to an oxygen machine and it was easy to tell he was having difficulty breathing, even with the tubes stuck in his nose.

A young couple stood next to the bed. The woman was holding his hand. “We're going to miss you, Papa,” she said, sniffling as she dabbed her eyes with a tissue.

He couldn't speak, but he nodded. A doctor entered the room. “Are we ready?” the doctor asked.

“Yes, sir,” the young man said. “I just wish it didn't have to be this way.”

“If he wasn't having difficulty breathing with the machine,” the doctor said, “I wouldn't even suggest it. He does have a living will, right?”

“Yes, sir,” the young man replied.

I frowned. There was nothing in the file I had just audited about a living will. I noticed Mr. Coronette shake his head, but the doctor wasn't looking at him. He was handing the young man a paper to sign.

“Mr. Coronette,” the doctor said, leaning close to him. “Can you hear me?”

He nodded.

“I'm going to turn off the machines. You will have to continue breathing on your own. If you don't, you will suffocate and die. Is this what you want?” he asked as a nurse entered the room.

I noticed a tear trickle down his cheek as he nodded. Although there wasn't a living will, he was making the choice. There was nothing fishy about what had happened.

Taking a deep breath, I sighed and looked sadly down at the floor. My gaze fell on the oxygen cord under the bed. It was tied in a loose knot! He wasn't having problems breathing with the machine, the air was being blocked! He was getting just enough air to make it appear that he wasn't breathing right with the machine.

“Great, what do I do now?” I asked. Then, as the spell had promised, the answer came to me. It was too late to get rid of the knot because the doctor turned off the machine. As Mr. Coronette began to gasp for air, I knew what to do.

Materializing for only Mr. Coronette to see, I conjured up a tank of oxygen and slipped the mask over his head.

“Don't say anything,” I said as he began breathing correctly. “No one can see me but you. I am a friend. I have to go make sure that you really do have a living will before you let them turn off the machines. Just nod or shake your head
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