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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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A gentle breeze rustled the tall grass that lined the outside edge of the broken-down fence surrounding the old, abandoned house on the hill overlooking Hayden, Vermont. With a snap of my fingers, the fence was mended, and the grass looked as though it had just been cut. However, I did not change it from burnt yellow to a flourishing green. After all, it was fall and most of the grass around had already turned yellow as it prepared for its long winter's nap.

Fall was upon us. Most of the trees in Vermont had already started turning different colors. I enjoyed flying over the trees this time of year. However, I wasn't in the mood to fly now. I had just returned from tea with my mother's side of the family in London. My father hadn't been able to join us because he had to stay in town and open the boutique he and Mom owned.

Although I had explained to the family what had happened the previous night— Halloween night—at the old house, I hadn't told them I had turned time back once and was seriously considering doing it again.

The second time around there hadn't been any major problems until I was almost caught in the bathroom closet by James, one of the fraternity brothers from the university. Had I not gone invisible, he would have found me. Since Gavin was supposed to spend the night alone in the house, they could have caused trouble for him had I been caught.

My only concern was not what I was going to tell Gavin when he asked where I had been —I had decided to tell him I was in the shower stall. Neither he nor James had even looked at the shower door when they discovered I wasn't in the closet. No, what I was concerned with was what would happen if Gavin and I did become lovers? I had never had a mortal boyfriend before and I didn't know any witches or warlocks who had, either. Of course, I'd never had a boyfriend before. How could Gavin trust me if I didn't tell him I was a warlock? What would happen if I did?

Brandon had teased me that if I did tell Gavin and he didn't freak out, that, if we ever did break up, I'd have to turn Gavin into an inanimate object. I knew that he had been teasing about that. But, aside from turning time back and not telling Gavin, what would I do if Gavin did freak out?

And, to make matters worse, I hadn't told anyone in my family except for Brandon, that I was gay. If I were to start dating Gavin, how would I keep my secret from my family?

I hadn't actually told Brandon I was gay. I met a guy, Clint, in high school that I spent a lot of time with. I had started to really fall in love with him, but I had never had sex before, so I wasn't sure what I was feeling was really love. One day after school, Clint invited me home with him to study. He wound up teaching me how to masturbate, then he sucked my cock, and I sucked his. Afterwards, he fucked me. Right as he came, Brandon popped in, looking for me. At first Brandon was mad at me, but after we had talked and he explained that I was gay if I let guys do that to me, we seemed to get closer. Unfortunately, after that time, school let out for the summer and Clint's dad found a job in another city and they moved away. That had been the only time Clint and I had had sex.

At tea in London, Gramps, as we called my great-great-grandfather, had given me permission to do whatever I wanted to with the old house. He and Grams had wanted to sell it when they found the chateau on the French Riviera. Not that they needed the money, they just wanted to get rid of the responsibility for the house. They had owned the mansion for almost a century, so I had talked them out of selling, for sentimental reasons. Now, as I stood in the front yard and looked at it, I wondered if I really wanted to make it a boarding house.

Gavin had told me that he'd move into it, but that I'd have to move in, too. I knew that I had to have the remodeling done before November fifteenth, in order to get the students who were going to be homeless by the fifteenth because of the dorms closing for the holidays. That was only two weeks away. Not that I couldn't have remodeled right then and let them move in that evening, but now that Gavin had been in the house the night before, he knew what it looked like. It would take a lot of explaining if I did remodel with the wave of my hand.

“Damn,” I sighed. “I wish I hadn't even thought about doing this.”

All of a sudden, the old house that I had loved so dearly took on a new look. It appeared to be nothing but an eye sore. How could I be so stupid to expect anyone to live in it? Everyone in town thought it was haunted. Even Gavin had said he'd only live there with me. Was that because he really loved me or because he knew that I could keep the spooks away?

A rumble of thunder echoed across the clear blue sky and the ground shook as the house crumbled in a pile of dust. The wind that followed blew so hard that the old oak tree in the front yard actually uprooted and fell to the ground with a resounding thud. With tears streaming down my cheeks, I sped as fast as I could toward Jupiter. Molecular transfer wasn't what I needed. I needed to feel the wind in my face. Unfortunately, if you don't go invisible when flying, you can really get hurt by debris—especially when flying through space. I was running—flying actually—from reality. I wanted to get as far from Earth as I could. I was tired of hiding. Tired of not being able to tell the ones I loved that I was a warlock. Tired of not being able to tell the ones I loved I was gay.

There weren't very many people in the Moonbeam Lounge on Jupiter, but I still managed to almost bump into Uncle Troy when I skidded to a halt as I became visible and landed.

“Shane,” he said, moving his drink so it wouldn't spill, “what's going on? How fast were you going?”

I glanced at my watch. “I made it from Gramps' old house in two minutes,” I replied.

Uncle Troy grinned at me. “I haven't flown that fast since the time I was upset because Dad wouldn't let me turn my sister into a puppy. If you were just in a hurry to get here, you would have used molecular transfer, so what's wrong?”

Uncle Troy and Aunt Christine, Mom's sister, had been married for almost thirty years, but they hadn't had any children yet.

I sighed. I really shouldn't have left the house in shambles that way. “I can't really talk about it.”

He smiled tenderly. “Come on, Shane. Let's go sit over here and talk.”

Uncle Troy had a beautiful smile. He really was a hunk. I could see why Aunt Christine was happy with him. I had always had a crush on him. Sometimes I thought he knew. He led me over to a table in the corner and made a bottle of root beer materialize in front of me. Everyone in the family knew that I didn't drink. I sometimes wondered if I was the only person in the universe who didn't drink.

“Now fess up. You can tell me anything,” he said. “Whatever you say will stay here between us. I won't even tell Christine.”

I sighed and melted into those warm blue eyes. I looked away before he had a chance to scan my mind. I knew that it was possible but had never done it myself. Mom and Dad used telepathy to communicate all the time, but I had never tried it. They had never used it on Brandon and me, either. No one had ever read my mind that I knew of.

“As you know, Gramps said that I could do whatever I wanted to with the house,” I began and took a sip of root beer.

“Yes. And I think that's good, someone needs to do something with it.”

“Well, I just tore it down,” I admitted, blushing.

He frowned. “What for?”

“What would happen if I fell in love with a mortal and told her that I was a warlock?” I asked instead of answering his question.

He took a deep breath and sipped his drink before replying. “Shane, if you have found someone who loves you, then they should accept you as you are. But I've got a cousin who told his girlfriend and she freaked. He had to turn time back to before he told her and then he didn't tell her. He was heartbroken and so was she when he broke up with her. After that, he made a vow to stay away from mortals. Which is the best option. Luckily, he found a witch a couple of months later and they've since gotten married and are happy now. They've been married about ten years.”

“But what if you don't care for any of the witches that are available?” I wanted to know.

He chuckled. “You don't know them all, Shane. The right one might be out there on the ski slopes just waiting for you.”

I scanned the slopes. There were several witches who weren't married or dating anyone and there were several warlocks who were available, but they were all straight.

Uncle Troy frowned. “You just scanned the slopes, didn't you?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “No one there for me.”

He looked at me thoughtfully for a moment. He made his empty glass disappear as he stood up. “Come with me, Shane. I have something to show you.”

I stood up, making my soda vanish. Taking me by the arm, he snapped his fingers.

I had no idea where we were. We were outside, I could tell we were no longer on Jupiter. The ground was kind of grayish like it was covered in hardened lava. A black cloud hung heavily over everything. It was extremely hot. “Where are we?” The planet had no visible life, yet I knew it wasn't the moon because I'd been there before. Had we not been warlocks, it would have been impossible to breathe.

“Venus,” he replied. “The planet of love.”

“What for?”

“You'll see,” he replied with a grin.

He led me toward a large boulder, and I was surprised to see a wooden gate behind it. Uncle Troy held it open for me and I stepped in; he followed.

I felt like I had stepped into the Garden of Eden. It was beautiful. There were trees and flowers everywhere and the sun was shining brightly. We were in an oasis. Right in the center of the area was a red and yellow striped tent. A nice cool breeze rustled the treetops.

Uncle Troy held the flap open for me and I stepped in. Now I felt like I had stepped into an old movie from Egypt where there were harems and at any moment belly dancers would come out, hiding behind their veils.

“Where are the camels?” I asked.

He chuckled. An elderly woman came out of the back room. To my surprise, she was absolutely beautiful. She wasn't dressed as I had expected her to be. She wore a pink business dress, and her white hair was done up neatly in a bun at the top of the back of her head.

“Good morning, Troy,” she smiled at him.

“Ms. Marble. How are you?”

“It's a lovely day. I am doing great.”

“Good.”

She looked at me and smiled warmly. “Is this your son?”

“No,” he replied. “My nephew, Shane. His mother is my wife's sister. Shane, this is Ms. Marble.”

“It's nice to meet you,” I replied, politely.

“I'm honored to meet you,” she replied.

I was dying to know what was going to happen. I hoped she wasn't a madam and Uncle Troy was going to set me up with a prostitute. Not that I knew any witch prostitutes, but there was a lot I didn't know.

Ms. Marble turned to a table setting in the corner. To my surprise, it was covered in red and there was obviously a crystal ball under the black felt cloth on top.

“I thought crystal balls were just fantasy stuff,” I admitted as she removed the cloth.

She smiled. “If you don't believe, then it is. And how many people do you know who think warlocks are just fantasy stuff?”

“Everyone.”

“Have a seat, Shane,” she motioned to the chair.

Uncle Troy stood beside me as she looked into the crystal ball. I noticed her smile fade, but all I could see in the ball were gray clouds.

She glanced up at me and then looked nervously at Uncle Troy before she spoke. “Troy, may I ask you to return to Jupiter? This reading is going to have to be private.”

He frowned at me then nodded. “Very well. Shane, join me at the lounge when you're done.”

“Okay. Thanks for bringing me here.”

He snapped his fingers, and he was gone. Ms. Marble adjusted her chair and looked up at me.

“Gavin Sanders is a very special mortal,” she told me; I could still only see clouds in the ball. “He will not betray you if you tell him you are a warlock. However, there are other mortals who might find out in the not too distant future. I cannot tell you who they are. You will also have a problem with your family if you decide to become lovers with this mortal.”

“Are the problems with my family because he's mortal, or because he's a man? As you seem to know, I haven't told them I'm gay.”

“I know,” she replied. “That's why I sent Troy away. The answer is both.”

“Should I rebuild the house and make it a boarding house?”

She smiled and shrugged. “I only deal with love relationships. This is Venus, the planet of love. If you want to know that you'll have to go back to Earth and find a gypsy.”

I chuckled. “Thank you, Ms. Marble. I appreciate your time. How much do I owe you?”

She laughed. “I am a witch, Shane. What would I do with money?”

“Thank you again,” I said.

She nodded and I was standing at the bar at the Moonbeam Lounge. She had sent me back to Uncle Troy.

He smiled at me. “Well, I hope it was good news, at least. However, I have discovered that anything private from Ms. Marble is usually bad news.”

“At least she hasn't broken her record,” I replied, materializing a fresh root beer for myself as I sat down next to him.

He smiled tenderly and rubbed my arm. “If you ever need to talk about it, Shane, I'm here for you. Well, not here, but you can find me. Just holler.”

“Thanks, Uncle Troy. But there's only one person in this family I can talk to about this one and that's Brandon.”

“Okay. Why don't we go skiing? Maybe you can get your mind off of everything as we speed down the slopes. I don't have to be back to Earth until about two-thirty, Eastern Time, so we have a couple of hours.”

I really didn't care for skiing, but I didn't want to return to Earth either. “Okay,” I conceded.”

A snap of his fingers and we were dressed in warm ski clothes and standing on top of the hill with our skis and poles, ready to start downward.
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A couple of hours later, I was exhausted. Reaching the bottom of the hill again, Uncle Troy skied to a stop in front of me.

“It's one o'clock,” I told him, glancing at my watch. “I think I've had enough.”

“Okay. Come on, let's go back in and get something to drink.”

“Good idea,” I agreed.

Snapping his fingers, we were back in the lounge and were wearing what we had been previously and we both had a bottle of something cold to drink in front of us. Me a root beer, he a beer.

“Now wasn't that fun?” he asked.

I had enjoyed it, but only because I had been with him. “Yes,” I admitted.

We rested for a while and sipped our drinks. Some other people had arrived and were on the dance floor.

“I hope Mom and Aunt Christine find some good stuff,” I said. They had gone shopping for new things that Mom and Dad could sell at the boutique.

“So do I,” he agreed. “But Christine drug me to this neat little place out in the middle of nowhere in Wyoming the other day that had some cool things. She said she was going to take Cathy there, so I'm sure they will come back with a truck load of ideas to zap up.”

“That'll be nice,” I said.

He glanced out at the dance floor. “So, this girl you're wanting to tell you're a warlock, is it Robin?”

Robin Porter was my best friend. My parents thought we were more than just friends. Dad had told me that if I decided to marry her, to remember that telling mortals we were warlocks could be tricky. I told him he didn't have to worry. I was not planning to marry her.

“No,” I replied. “But it would be fun if she knew. No, this is someone I met in college a couple of years ago.”

“You've known Robin forever, haven't you?”

“Just about. We met in junior high. I get the feeling that she wouldn't mind if she knew, but I still can't muster up the courage to tell her.”

“Just remember that if you do tell her, you could ruin a ten-year friendship if she does freak. Because, if you turn time back to not tell her, you'll still remember what happened when you did and that will affect your relationship.”

“I know,” I replied, sadly.

“But, no, it's not her,” I added. “I guess it's best that I don't get serious with anyone, anyway. Every time I get lucky, Brandon pops in right at the wrong time. And just the other morning I was jerking off before getting up and Dad popped in. How do you and Christine keep the family from barging in on you while you're doing it?”

I blushed. I couldn't believe that I had just asked him that, even if he had told me I could talk to him about anything.

“Your Dad did tell us that you never really liked studying, Shane. He said you passed high school and college by the skin of your teeth. Now I see that you haven't been studying your spell book, either. If you were, you would have found the spell that keeps people not only from popping into certain places you want private, but also keeps them from scanning those places.”

“Oh, really?” Now I was really embarrassed.

“Come on,” he stood up. “I've got an idea. We've still got a good forty-five minutes before I have to be on the Seven Seas, so we can go relax in the hot spring steam baths for a while.”

“Hot spring steam baths?” I asked.

“Yes. You mean you haven't been to them before?”

“No, never heard of them.”

“Well, you are still pretty young; I guess no one ever introduced you to them.”

“No, they haven't.” Getting to my feet, I made my empty bottle disappear.

Snapping his fingers, Uncle Troy took us into a workout gym. I could see there were several people working out on the equipment in the room.

A counter stood in front of the wall, there was an attendant working. He was very muscular, had short blond hair and a great tan. He was a hunk. He smiled at me and then looked at Uncle Troy.

“Hello, Mr. Reid,” he said. “How are you this afternoon?”

“Just great, Tony,” Uncle Troy replied. “This is my nephew, Shane Jordan. You know his parents, Cathy and Dean Jordan.”

“Yes
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