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12 Berkshire Court

By Shawn Lane


Chapter 1

“Jackson, are you listening?”

Lord Jackson Belmont, second son of the Duke
of Everly, younger brother to William, Earl Devereaux, lowered the
London Times to flick a glance his mother’s way. “No.”

Katherine, Duchess of Everly, sighed. “You’re
honest, anyway. Lily needs an escort.”

Lily was his sister, who was having her first
season.

Jack shook his head. “Ask Will.”

“Your brother has other plans.”

“Ask Martin then.”

Martin was his younger brother. He had far
too many siblings if it came to that.

“He’s gone back to University. It’s you.”

“But what about you, Mother dearest?”

“I’ve got Lady Averstaunch’s fete at eight. I
shan’t make the Granby Ball until much later. You can leave when I
arrive.”

Granby.

That had Jack’s attention. And not at all in
a good way.

“Isn’t the Duke of Granby still in
mourning?”

“He’s come out of it now. This will be the
first big affair since Sheila’s passing.”

Jack did not want to go to Granby’s
whatever.

Of course, unbeknownst to his mother and
everyone else, Jack had begun a twelve-year affair with Connor,
Duke of Granby, when Jack was just eighteen and Granby twenty. It
had been a love affair for both, necessarily hidden, for love
between two men was a crime punishable by death, not to mention the
dreadful scandal to their families.

But when Granby turned thirty-two, he had
announced to Jack that he must find a bride, one to carry on the
title.

Jack was no fool. He knew how things worked.
He had expected Granby to find a suitable miss who wouldn’t ask too
many questions or make too many demands, and their relationship,
his and Granby’s, would continue as it always did. One didn’t
merely throw away a twelve-year relationship.

But much to his dreaded surprise, Granby had
met Sheila Haverston at a ball one night and lost his head and his
heart to her. Theirs was a love match that had all of London
sighing in contentment.

Granby declared his regrets to Jack that he
would have to end things between them. That was the exact term he’d
used. Things.

And twelve years of love were over.

Jack had not attended the wedding nor the
christening of their son. But two years into their marriage,
Granby’s duchess had a fainting spell and fell from her horse,
hitting her head. She died a few days later.

It hadn’t seemed like a year had passed
already, the official mourning time, but apparently it had.

But there was simply no way he could tell all
of this to his mother.

Jack put down the paper and reached for his
coffee. “What time does Lily wish to be there?”

His mother gave him a grateful smile. “By
eight-thirty should be ideal. Once I arrive around eleven, you are
free to go to White’s or whatever unattached gentlemen your age get
off to.”

He cringed. Because he knew what was coming
next.

“Now that I think of it, Jackson, perhaps you
ought to use the opportunity to dance with some suitable young
maidens yourself. Isn’t it time to think of marrying?”

“Not that again, Mother.”

“You’re three and thirty now.”

“Still quite young,” he retorted. “And you
can badger Will over this. He’s the heir.”

She sniffed. “Believe me, I’ve been trying.
Just…think about it.”

“Very well.” He pushed back his chair. “I
must be off, but I’ll be back this evening to escort the brat to
the ball.”

* * * *

In all honesty, the “brat,” also known as his
sister, Lily, was far too astute in the ways of the world—Jack’s
world anyway—then he would prefer.
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