
Table of Contents

The Dream (Carrick Manor, #1)

eBooks are not transferable.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

https://www.mychaelblack.com | https://www.facebook.com/mblackauthor/


[image: ]

CARRICK MANOR, #1

When his longtime lover inherits a decaying English manor, Alec Stromberg is thrilled at this new turn in their lives. Until they arrive at the manor itself. Something about it makes him uneasy and leaves him with terrifying dreams. Is it all in his mind? Or is Carrick Manor hiding something sinister within its walls? 
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The fog, heavy with moisture, hung low to the ground and curled around Alec’s legs like a sinister cat as he gazed up at the stone wall in front of him. He felt Dylan’s arms encircle his waist, and he rested his head back against his lover’s collarbone. The night air was chilly, and Alec pressed his back against Dylan’s chest. Feeling him was a comfort, at least. They remained quiet as they took in the enormity of their new home. A solitary beam of moonlight shone through the gatehouse’s heavy iron gate. The metal was orange-red with centuries of rust, and Alec could almost make out the front door beyond the courtyard. Two small window slits peered down on them like eyes watching their every move. Alec shivered slightly, dismissing the thought.

“You cold?” Dylan asked, rubbing Alec’s arms.

“Yeah, just a little bit. You ready to go in? English moors aren’t known for their warmth,” Alec muttered. He looked up at the gatehouse windows again and remembered the day Dylan told him about this dramatic change in their once-quiet life.

* * *
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It had been a normal day until Alec got home. Dylan had called him at work and told Alec that he had some news. Since their bandmates had bailed, leaving them high and dry, they were left looking for a new guitarist and bassist. Alec got home, expecting to hear about two new members, but found Dylan pouring over piles of papers with a lady from the bank.

“You must be Alec Stromberg,” the woman said, smiling. Alec shook her hand and nodded, somewhat confused. “I’m Mary Kain, from Morlen Savings and Loan. Mr. Carrick wanted to wait for you before we got started this afternoon. Matilda Carrick passed away last Tuesday. We are very sorry for the loss.”

Dylan nodded as Alec sat beside him. “We weren’t in frequent contact with her, but thank you.”

Ms. Kain smiled. “As her only living relative, she felt that you would benefit more from her passing than anyone else. She left you a rather large inheritance, and we are pleased to be the financial group Mr. Carrick has chosen to work with.”

“What kind of inheritance are we talking about here?” Alec stammered in disbelief. Dylan and Mrs. Kain looked at each other, then back at Alec.

“Well, to be quite blunt, Mr. Stromberg, Mr. Carrick has inherited Ms. Carrick’s home in the English countryside, along with her fortune, which has been safely with Morlen Savings and Loan since she opened the original account with us nearly thirty-five years ago.” 

Alec blinked. “Um... how much as we talking here?”

“The inheritance, not including the possessions or the home itself, comes to approximately twelve million US dollars.”

Alec felt light-headed and was thankful that he had sat down before hearing any of what she said.

“You okay, babe?” Dylan asked him.

“I’m fine. I think.” Alec laughed as he sat back. He looked at the woman across from them. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” 

She smiled and nodded, pushing the paperwork across the coffee table. He looked it over, then glanced at Dylan.

“You always said you wanted to visit England.”

Alec laughed again, a little nervous and barely containing his excitement. “Okay, so, when do we leave?”

Dylan’s smile was priceless.

They spent the next four hours making arrangements and signing papers. After two weeks of shipping their belongings over and setting up necessities in England, they were on a plane bound for Heathrow.

* * *
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A soft kiss on his neck brought Alec out of his daydream. They walked through the iron gate and into a large courtyard. The flora had taken over and covered several pale figures in sickly green garments. It looked like an odd combination of a ghost story and a grotesque fashion show. Alec ran his hand over the moss-covered stone wall as Dylan unlocked the door. The stones were cold and damp from the moisture-heavy fog, sending a chill down Alec’s spine. Dylan leaned against the large wooden door, pushing it open. Then they stood, mouths agape, as they took in their new home for the first time.

The black marble floor accented the long entry hall, and a grand staircase dominated the center. Made of mahogany, it began in the middle of the room, rose up several feet to a landing, and then split off to the right and left. The walls of the entry hall were paneled with mahogany to waist-height, then continued in mortared stone to the ceiling. Lamps resting on several small tables along the walls bathed the hall in a golden glow, bringing out the richness of the deep browns and reds of the woodwork.

“Well, come in, dears! Can’t let you catch your deaths in that chill,” a soft motherly voice said. 

Out of a doorway to their right, a small figure emerged. She was about Alec’s height and slightly plump. Her white hair was piled on top of her head in a tight, round bun, and her face was bright and cheerful. She quickly ushered both of them inside and shut the door behind them.

“Now, then, you must be Dylan and Alec. I’m Mrs. Bartlet. I’ve been the caretaker for Carrick Manor for well over forty years. My husband, the late Mr. Bartlet, was the groundskeeper, but since he passed away two years ago, no one has been here to look after the grounds, as you can see. Oh, it’s so nice to see new faces around here. It gets so quiet. Do you have any questions?” Her smile was contagious and warmed the otherwise chilly hall.

“Good evening, ma’am. I’m Dylan Carrick, and this is my partner, Alec Stromberg.” Dylan shook her hand gently.

“Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Bartlet,” Alec said as he shook her hand as well.

“You boys must be exhausted. Come with me, and I’ll show you to the master bedroom. I hope everything is arranged how you like it.”

She led them up the stairs, and Alec marveled at how quickly she moved for her age. They ascended the left side of the staircase and followed her down the hallway to a door at the end.

“Breakfast is at seven, but the kitchen is down the stairs, last door on the left. Sweet dreams, boys.” She smiled before hurrying back down the hallway.

Dylan opened the door to reveal a bedroom twice the size as their old one. The walls were paneled from floor to ceiling in the same mahogany as the foyer. All their furniture had been perfectly arranged, and Dylan started a fire in the stone fireplace as Alec collapsed on the thick, red rug in front of it. He watched the soft glow of the flames bathe Dylan’s body and realized how badly he missed touching Dylan. The days before the move had been hell, and they’d never had time or energy for each other. On his back on the rug, his arms under his head, he waited as Dylan finished.

Apparently satisfied with the fire, Dylan crawled over Alec, stretching his muscular frame over Alec’s, and kissed him softly. Alec slipped his arms around Dylan’s neck and pulled him closer, returning the kiss with equal passion. Their tongues danced together, exploring each other as if it were the first time. A few minutes later, Dylan broke the kiss and moved his lips over Alec’s neck, nibbling and kissing it softly. 

“Take your shirt off,” Alec whispered as his lips brushed Dylan’s ear.

Dylan sat up, straddling Alec’s thighs, and pulled his black T-shirt over his head. Alec slid his hands over Dylan’s hard chest. He leaned in and pulled on Dylan’s nipple ring with his teeth. The metal was as warm as Dylan’s flesh. Dylan moaned and wrapped his fingers in Alec’s hair.

Alec flicked his tongue over the metal ring, sucking and pulling on it as Dylan held him close, grinding on his lap. Then Dylan pushed Alec down on his back and kissed his way down Alec’s chest, unbuttoning Alec’s shirt as he went. He unzipped
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