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CARRICK MANOR, #5

Dylan Carrick came to England for a new start with his long-time lover, Alec. The family home he’d inherited, Carrick Manor, however, had other plans. What should’ve been a happy move turned into a nightmare. Now they need to figure out what to do with the cursed home.
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“Has he said anything?”

“Nothing new. Just the same old ravings of an old, delusional man.”

Dylan stared out the window of his third-floor room. In the courtyard below, people walked, sat, talked, or did whatever they did. Some were in wheelchairs pushed by orderlies. Others were, essentially, left to their own devices.

A dangerous thing in a place like this.

He could hear the nurse and doctor just outside his door. For thirty-five years, he’d been trying to explain everything, but no one believed him. No one believed he’d inherited an English manor. No one believed the love of his life had simply... vanished in that decrepit place.

For thirty-five years, he’d struggled to find answers, but none came. So he’d stopped telling people, stopped begging to go to the house and look for Alec.

His door opened, but Dylan didn’t turn around from the window.

“Mr. Carrick, you have a visitor,” the nurse said.

“Tell them to go away,” he muttered.

“Dylan.”

His heart nearly stopped. Dylan turned slowly, unable to reconcile that voice to the man now standing in his doorway. The nurse quietly left.

“You...” Dylan shook his head. “You were gone. The house...”

Alec sat on the bed and studied Dylan for a moment. He hadn’t aged a day, whereas Dylan had grown into an old man. “We need to talk.”

Nodding, Dylan walked over and sat beside the man he’d loved for so long. “What happened?”

“First things first,” Alec said. “I need you to wake up.”

* * *
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Dylan jerked awake, his skin cold and clammy with sweat. His heart pounded, and he couldn’t catch his breath. He was almost afraid to look over, but he did. Relief flooded him, and he fell back onto the bed. He tugged Alec closer, holding the man tight enough to wake him with a grumble.

“What’s wrong?” Alec muttered. He rolled until he was facing Dylan. His sleepy expression morphed into concern within seconds. “Dylan?”

“A nightmare,” Dylan said. He didn’t know how else to describe it. “You were gone. For a very long time. No one believed me. They all thought I was insane. Then you showed up at the hospital and hadn’t aged a day.”

Alec reached over and cupped Dylan’s face. “I’m right here, babe,” he murmured. “It was just a dream.”

“That house is fucking cursed.”

“No arguments there,” Alec said. “What time is it?”

Dylan rolled just enough to see his cell phone on the nightstand. “Ugh. Three in the morning.”

“How about we try to get a little more sleep,” Alec suggested. “Then we can see what to do about the house. Not much to be done at this hour.”

Nodding, Dylan let his lover get him settled. Then Alec practically curled around him, head in the crook of Dylan’s arm and one arm draped over Dylan’s chest. The man’s weight was reassuring, and Dylan soon drifted off to sleep.

* * *
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“You can’t be serious.”

Dylan stopped halfway into the room, two cups of coffee in hand from downstairs. He set one in front of Alec, then he sat on the bed, curiosity overriding the need for caffeine.

“But it’s there,” Alec said. “We stayed there, slept in one of the beds. Hell, we spoke with who we thought was the caretaker, only to find out she died decades ago.” He sighed and raked a hand through his hair. “What do you suggest then?”

Dylan had the feeling they were on their own with this. He sipped his coffee and waited while Alec listened to the person on the other end.

“Look, we came here because Dylan inherited the place and money. I’ve checked our bank account, and the
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