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Blurb 

	 

	Lucas risks both his inheritance and his heart for a forbidden love

	Lucas Fides has inherited his Victorian family’s auction house, good looks and a keen, passionate mind. But he has far less control over his body’s desires than his business, hiding an illicit and unspoken love for his boyhood friend and dependent, Valentine. As a result, Lucas suffers recurring, deeply erotic dreams, where a mystery lover demands and guides his sexual responses.

When the auction house runs into financial difficulty, Valentine introduces a new client to Lucas. Gideon Arnaud is a mysterious and charismatic man who seems to scorn society’s restrictions. He offers Lucas a spectacular collection of jewels for auction and also his intense, seductive attention. Affronted by Gideon’s bold pursuit, Lucas puts up a spirited defence, despite being increasingly exhausted by his dreams. His heart is already committed to Valentine, even if his secret alone. When Valentine announces his engagement to Lucas’s sister, Lucas’s pain and frustration are almost intolerable.

Torn between his need for Valentine’s comfort and the determination to avoid Gideon Arnaud’s disturbing presence, Lucas becomes more vulnerable by the day, until his loneliness forces his desire into the light of day. The consequences change his life forever.

	 

	Author Note: This book is part of the After Midnight series of standalone stories, all with darker, bittersweet themes.

	Read more titles at www.clarelondon.com/after-midnight
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	The night was thick with the damp, silent fog of autumn, and the moon was a sickly spot behind the mist. Its tendrils seeped through the walls of the London house, its soot-laden breath making the servants shiver in their ragged clothes, as they slept huddled together for warmth in the basement. 

	In the master bedroom, the young man moved sluggishly under his comfortable covers, the room still warmed by the embers glowing in his own fireplace. His pale, handsome face was less than peaceful in his sleep: his closed eyelids flickered with swiftly passing emotions. The house was silent, apart from the usual night time sounds of creaking boards and the occasional whisper from a breeze through the clothing in the laundry room, but he was still disturbed. His long fair hair was loose around his neck, wisps tangling across his cheeks as he shook his head in denial of something that no-one else heard. 

	For a moment his strong, slender body tensed, and arched up gently from the mattress. His lips were moist with saliva, moving silently, forming the shape of words. They were full lips, though drawn back in a grimace as they struggled with the words that were both unintelligible and unspoken. The sheets rustled underneath him and the cord of his dressing gown slid off the end of the bed on to the floor. Then his hand moved slowly up under his silk nightshirt, and a soft gasp escaped his mouth.

	The voice was within him again: he knew it as certainly as he knew he dreamed. It carried the sweetness of a caress and the aggression of a cancer. There was no recognisable form to it, nothing but the warm slipperiness of naked skin, and the hot, fragrant whisper of breath on his neck. He couldn’t have explained how a voice could be incarnate, but he knew that it was. The wet imprint of lips suckled at the sinews of his body, dragging at his flesh with a dark, damp desire. The illusion of sharp teeth grazed at his throat. 

	None of this was new to him. Every night a new assault--a fresh seduction. Every night the anticipation of its approach, mixed with the despair of its arrival. Its possession of his mind and body brought with it the unwelcome gifts of climax and conflict. He struggled-—and yet he succoured it, too.

	He hands pushed his nightshirt away impatiently, the fingers of one hand sliding down between his bare muscled thighs, probing at the soft, sensitive skin behind his sac. He cupped and kneaded the tight balls, tormenting them. A moan slid out from between his lips, mixed with a thread of saliva. His other hand fisted firmly around his weeping erection, squeezing the blood-red, swollen flesh, and tugging the sheath of its skin up to the top and back down again. His hips started to buck gently in rhythm with his pumping, his buttocks lifting up from the linen sheets, his heels digging in to hold his body taut. His mouth still formed its silent pleas. He lifted the fingers of his other hand to his mouth, sucking until they were wet, then he reached them back down between his legs, probing further back, seeking and teasing at his puckered entrance.

	The voice responded to his movements. The deep, firm call commanded him, its low tone vibrating through his hot veins as if embedded in his own belly. It could demand: sometimes it cajoled. And sometimes it begged. 
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