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About the author 

Grace Duncan grew up with a wild imagination.  She told stories from an early age – many of which got her into trouble.  Eventually, she learned to channel that imagination into less troublesome areas, including fanfiction, which is what has led her to writing male/male erotica.
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A gypsy in her own right, Grace has lived all over the United States.  She has currently set up camp in East Texas with her husband and children – both the human and furry kind. 

As one of those rare creatures who loves research, Grace can get lost for hours on the internet, reading up on any number of strange and different topics.  She can also be found writing fanfiction, reading fantasy, crime, suspense, romance and other erotica or even dabbling in art. 

 

Where to keep up with Grace:  

Website: http://www.grace-duncan.com/

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/GraceRDuncan2

Twitter: https://twitter.com/GraceRDuncan

Goodreads: http://www.goodreads.com/user/show/10546257-grace 

 


        
            
                
            
        

    
Can Kane recognize what's right in front of him
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before he loses everything? 
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When Kane Harris’s world turns upside down, his lifelong best friend is the only one to catch him.  

Years ago, Ian Kelly accepted Kane would never return his love, since he knows Kane believes he’s incapable of it. Ian is willing to settle for what he can get—a best friend, sometimes casual lover, and occasional submissive. He's learned he can’t live without Kane, but he can’t let Kane know. Because when, not if, Kane confirms that Ian’s love will never be returned, Ian won’t be able to take it. But when Kane loses his job and asks Ian to step up their play to help him deal, Ian’s ability to hide his feelings falters. Then Kane starts his own computer security firm and asks Ian to join him, and Ian struggles further.  

It’s not until they visit the exclusive BDSM club the Iron Door that things come to a head. Kane screws up big time, and he’s afraid he can’t fix it. He’s sure he’ll lose his best friend, his Dom, his everything… 
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Pandemus Chronicles 

The world as they know it may be gone, but that doesn’t mean they have to go it alone… 
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After losing everything in the pandemic, is survival all Daniel and Jake can hope for? Or might they find more? 

 


[image: ]


 

In a world that's gone to hell, will Mark let old fears keep him from the chance at more than just survival? Or will Duncan be able to show him the healing power of love? 

 

 


 

INTERLUDE 

 

 

 

PATRICK watched Chance grumble and scratch something out on the sheet music he had in front of him. Patrick grinned and leaned over the back of the couch, kissing a line along his fiancée’s neck. “What’s wrong, a ghrá?”

Chance sighed and rubbed his eyes. “I can’t get this part right.”

Patrick nipped at Chance’s neck. “Perhaps you need a break?”

Chance turned, pulling on Patrick until their lips met. “Hmm. I could handle that. You in that little red swimsuit? And Avery is with Emily….”

Patrick grinned. “Sounds good, but you have to wear the blue one.”

Chance laughed. “Deal.”

A short time later, Chance slid down into the pool in the courtyard of their small apartment complex. “Summer in LA. Gotta love it,” he moaned, closing his eyes. “Almost not hot enough to swim at times.” He shook his head.

Patrick laughed. “We’ll go to Hawai’i soon. It’s warm enough there.”

Chance opened one eye and snorted. “It was warm enough to swim at Christmas there.”

“True.” Patrick eased up against Chance, grinning. “You know… We’re alone out here.”

“I noticed,” Chance said, pulling Patrick in against him. “Which I am very grateful for, considering that red suit is just a little tighter than I’d like. Too many people’d know exactly how you’re built.”

Patrick laughed. “A ghrá! Deception’s entire viewing audience knows exactly how I’m built!”

“True.” Chance allowed. “But I try not to think about that. Besides, on screen is a bit different than in person.” Chance slid a hand down over Patrick’s ass and squeezed. 

Patrick moaned. “I can… see that. Keep that up and this isn’t likely to stay a family-friendly swim for long.”

“I hope not,” Chance rumbled, then bit down on Patrick’s neck. 

“Ohfuckyes.” Patrick bucked against Chance, thrilled when his half-hard cock met Chance’s. He let his own hands wander, landing on Chance’s hips and squeezing. 

Chance chuckled and sucked hard. The pain went straight to Patrick’s now-fully-hard cock and he rocked his hips again, grinding his cock against Chance’s. Chance grunted, both hands now squeezing Patrick’s ass. 

“Why—“ Patrick stopped to let another moan out when Chance tightened his hold. “Why did we bother coming out here?”

“Mmm.” Chance pulled back, grin sharp and shrugged.

“You left a mark, didn’t you?”

Chance’s grin widened.

Patrick sighed. “I am so telling Chrissy it’s your fault. She can chase you around with a makeup brush and threaten to poke your eye out with it.”

Chance laughed. “I’ll take responsibility for it. She won’t kill me. Maybe maim, but not actually kill.”

“No maiming.” Patrick shook his head. “Still like leaving your mark on me, huh?”

Chance sobered and nodded. “Yeah. Even with these.” He held his left hand up showing his engagement ring, then lifted Patrick’s and kissed it. “I still like to mark you.” He shrugged one shoulder, obviously trying to look casual but Patrick saw through it.

“I’m yours, a ghrá. Only yours.” Patrick threaded his fingers through Chance’s shaggy blond hair and pulled his face down. Patrick closed the distance, slanted his mouth over Chance’s and swiped his tongue over his lover’s lips. Chance opened to him immediately and Patrick got lost in the heat, taste, and feel of Chance’s kiss. Their hands ghosted over each other’s bodies,  grinding into each other as need, sharp and hot, exploded. 

“Forget the pool. Need to feel you.” Chance’s rough voice told Patrick more than the words did.

They scrambled out of the pool, snatching up their towels. Patrick tried to dry Chance off at the same time his lover was trying to work on him. If they hadn’t been quite so needy, it would have been funny. But the heat between them that far surpassed the temperate in the courtyard kept them serious.

Less than two minutes later, they were back inside, suits shed and on the bed. Patrick swallowed Chance’s cock in one move, pulling a shout from him. But Patrick didn’t get to stay long; Chance pulled at the long, black hair.

“Inside you. Please,” Chance groaned.

Patrick dove for the side table, and had Chance’s dick coated in seconds. “Yours, a ghrá. Only yours,” Patrick murmured then lowered himself onto Chance’s cock. “Fuck, you feel so good,” he groaned then pulled himself together and moved.

It went fast, neither could help it, the need that exploded in the pool burned even hotter here. But Patrick couldn’t care when Chance erupted inside him, filling him, and giving him that feeling of being claimed that he loved so much. They worked together, both so familiar with the other’s body. Patrick knew exactly how to move to drive Chance the most nuts. Chance knew which spots and what angle would pull louder sounds. 

When Chance rocked his hips, thrusting up into Patrick and hitting his prostate again, Patrick shouted, the feel and growled “mine” from Chance enough to send him over the edge. 

When he came down from the intense orgasm, he kissed Chance softly. “Yours, a ghrá,” he repeated. “Only yours.” Then he settled in, savoring the arms around him, the kisses on the top of his head. He couldn’t wait for the wedding. Just a few short weeks and the fears would calm down.

He hoped.

 


No one gets to live your life but you… 
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Patrick has taken his acting talents from high school all the way to a role in a major television show. But as the show progresses, his life of absolute certainties crumbles when he finds himself reacting to the kisses of his male costar. He refuses to accept it, reminding himself he’s married and a father—and thus, straight. 

One night he goes to drink his worries away, meets Chance Dillon, and can’t take his eyes off the man. After having a little too much alcohol, he spills his problem to Chance, who helps him realize there’s something other than gay and straight. Patrick’s new understanding of his bisexual identity helps him sleep better—until the next day, when he discovers Chance is a sound technician on the same set. 

As their friendship grows and Patrick’s marriage ends, he recognizes a possibility for much more with Chance. But Patrick isn’t ready to be out the way Chance has been for so long, and when the matter is taken out of Patrick's hands, he pushes Chance away to spare him the mess Patrick's life has become. By the time he realizes his mistake, it may be too late. 
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Golden Collar
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In the lands of vast deserts, breathtaking beauty, and incredible riches sits the power-hungry Malik Mukesh whose brutal cruelty is known far and wide. Crown Amir Bathasar must trust in his allies and his heart on his path to the throne. But can slaves really make the difference in ending Mukesh’s reign of fear? Perhaps the golden collars Teman, Cyrus, and Nadir wear are deceptive and there’s more to them than slaves trained in the ways of pleasure. Perhaps they’ll make the right choices to help Bathasar take the throne and lead the country into a new era.  

