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A REGENCY M/M ROMANCE

Young Bradley Marshall III arrives at the renowned Wilkinson estate for the annual fox hunt. The invitation, extended by his friend Chad, heir to a vast and distinguished fortune, offers Bradley the perfect opportunity to establish himself within the refined circles of the English aristocracy.

Far removed from the frivolities and excesses of Regency London, Bradley soon finds himself captivated by Guy, a farm labourer whose striking physical presence unsettles him like a sudden chill wind. In a world governed by rigid conventions and deeply ingrained prejudice, so unlike the more progressive milieu he has known in London, any attempt to draw close to the man proves fraught with difficulty.

Driven by an attraction he can neither deny nor contain, Bradley ultimately confesses his feelings. What follows is a passion both fierce and unrestrained, one that threatens to consume them utterly. Their descent into oblivion comes at a heavy price, until a long-buried secret is brought to light and alters the course of their lives forever.

“I am the love that dares not speak its name.”

Alfred Douglas
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IN AN AGE SUCH AS OUR own, the events recounted in this novel may appear out of time, far removed from modern sensibilities and long since buried within the folds of the past. Yet this is not entirely so.

Love and feeling do not belong to any one era. 

Emotions born of the heart and soul know no age, just as hatred and cruelty have never truly come to an end.

In a distant age, the nation that came to command the greatest number of colonies and power was England. 

Not because the English were in any way superior to others, but because they possessed an innate thirst for conquest.

It is said, in certain old volumes of local history, that this relentless desire belonged exclusively to the nobility, the so-called blue blood. 

They were thus named for the pallor of their skin, untouched by the sun, so pale that the delicate tracery of bluish veins lay visible beneath. 

According to such accounts, they were entrusted by a higher authority with the duty of extending their lineage as far as possible.

Their families were bound to preserve their privileges across the centuries, sustaining that peculiar form of inherited power which allowed them to dominate the common people. The title of Lord stood as the ultimate emblem of such distinction.

Each great house sought to produce as many male heirs as possible, thereby safeguarding both bloodline and estate. Even today, in Great Britain, there remain noble families of ancient lineage who bear witness to a past marked by prestige and a spirit of conquest.

The greatest calamity that could befall such blue blood was extinction. Circumstances might arise that would interrupt the succession from one generation to the next, and this was regarded as nothing short of disastrous. To vanish from the registers of the nobility, once painstakingly recorded by hand and publicly displayed, was considered a misfortune graver even than death itself.

It is upon one such family, the House of Wilkinson, among those closest to the Crown, that we shall now dwell. A lineage of immense prestige and wealth, of which no trace remains today.
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It was a cold afternoon, and the wife of the nobleman James Wilkinson had already been seized by the pains of labour.

Timid and reserved as ever, she had quietly informed her husband that the moment had come, for the pain had grown unbearable. She had expressed a clear wish that their second child should bear the same name as her beloved husband, convinced that this son deserved it above all others. Yet she had met with resistance, for her husband had already chosen a different name.

At that time, only the children of the nobility were born in hospitals, a privilege few could claim, as most births still took place at home and without assistance. London, as ever, lay shrouded in greyness, and the relentless rain had made the journey to the hospital all the more difficult. They arrived considerably late.

James Wilkinson still belonged to an exclusive circle of Lords which, without question, represented the conservative heart of England’s ancient noble lineage, those closest to the Crown. He was perhaps the only one among them who had preserved his estates intact. His wealth extended across much of England, owing not only to inheritance but to careful management and a keen instinct for investment.

He had married the very young Lady Miriam Ladimberg with the full approval of her parents, who had been satisfied both with the standing of his family and with his own distinguished position. She herself was the daughter of a Scottish nobleman, educated, refined, and possessed of delicate features.

Miriam came from An t-Eilean Sgitheanach, the ancient land of the Hebrides known as the Isle of Skye, whose rugged expanse seemed to rise from the sea like some fearsome creature, its jagged coasts, barren promontories, and ancient glens lending it an air at once magnificent and forbidding. And yet, for all its wild beauty, at times shadowed and severe, it stood in striking contrast to the verdant English countryside to which her husband had brought her to begin their new life.

For her, Lord Wilkinson had built an immense residence, reminiscent of the prosperous years of his nation, when its influence stretched far across distant continents through its many colonies. The style spoke unmistakably of power and prestige.

A grand marble staircase rose at the centre of the hall before dividing into two sweeping arms, as though embracing the very heart of the house. The furnishings were austere and classical, of considerable value, as were the great paintings and the silverware displayed within fine wooden cabinets. All was framed by wallpaper in soft, muted tones, delicate pastels chosen personally by Lady Miriam.

Beyond the imposing structure, the vast estate stretched to the horizon. With each passing season it revealed a different beauty. It was a scene of quiet splendour, worthy of any artist who could appreciate nature in all its harmony. Ancient trees encircled the house, their gnarled branches thick with foliage, as though guarding it, allowing only the faintest shafts of sunlight to pass through.

Lord Wilkinson desired heirs. He wished to preserve his estate exactly as it was and to pass it down through the generations, envisioning a future of prosperity for the descendants he was certain he would have.

When Chad, his firstborn, came into the world, he celebrated with a grand reception, announcing the news publicly and displaying his immense joy. Yet local whispers were quick to observe that the child had inherited neither his mother’s grace nor her beauty, though he would undoubtedly possess all the other qualities expected of a son of noble blood.

Only five months after Chad’s birth, Lady Miriam found herself unexpectedly with child once more. From the very beginning, the pregnancy proved difficult.

Her heart grew increasingly strained, and she often withdrew to her chambers to rest. Each day Lord Wilkinson remained by her side, troubled by her fragile condition.

Now the time had come. The pain had become unbearable, a sure sign that the child would soon be born. Yet Miriam began to struggle for breath, as though something had settled within her lungs and prevented her from drawing in air. Alarmed by this sudden change, Wilkinson rushed to summon the physician, hurrying into the antechamber of the labour ward.

«Doctor, my wife cannot breathe properly», he said, his voice heavy with concern.

The physician hastened to her side and quickly realised that the breathlessness which had overtaken her might render the delivery perilous.

«Do not be afraid», Wilkinson murmured again and again, holding her hand as she was hurried into the operating room.

Only a matter of minutes passed before fate struck him like a blade.

It was not easy for Lord Wilkinson to hear that his wife’s life hung in the balance. He was faced with an impossible choice, her life or that of the child. Yet time, merciless as ever, denied him even that decision, for the physician was forced to act at once, saving only the infant, and that by little short of a miracle.

«I want nothing of this child if I cannot have her. You should have saved my wife, damn you. You are a wretched incompetent!» Lord Wilkinson had raged upon learning of his wife’s death. His outburst, fierce, desperate, and wholly unexpected, cast an even darker shadow over the tragedy.

That day he returned home without his beloved Miriam, and he refused even to look upon the child, whom in his grief he held responsible for her loss.

After his wife’s death, he was never the same man. His life changed, and he became cold and unfeeling.

The housekeeper, Sally, took it upon herself to retrieve the infant, for after the funeral no one else had come forward, and she carried him away with her.

The child had entered the world unaware that his birth would never be a cause for joy, but rather a source of sorrow for the family, for a life had been gained at the cost of another.
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SALLY TOOK HIM INTO her quarters and raised him as though he were her own child, thanking the Lord for the gift she had been given, for in her youth she had never been able to have children.

From that day forward, Lord Wilkinson’s soul seemed to wither. 

More than once he had threatened Sally for taking the boy, little Guy, into her care, yet his threats did nothing to shake the woman’s resolve.

He poured all his hatred and despair upon the child as he grew. 

More than that, he never acknowledged him as his son. 

He could never bring himself to love him, and the mere fact that the boy lived upon his estate filled him with fury on countless occasions.

He punished him often for the most trivial faults, and when Guy turned eight, he came to know the sting of the cane.

From then on, the boy developed an almost consuming fear of the man. 

He dreaded the punishments and beatings he so often received without cause, and in order to endure it all, he clung desperately to Sally, who in vain attempted to shield him from such wrath.

On several occasions, Lord Wilkinson had sought to have him confined to some dreadful boarding institution, places that, in exchange for a considerable sum, promised to mould boys into disciplined gentlemen. 

Yet somehow Sally always managed to change his mind, reminding him that, in time, the boy would prove useful as a labourer on the estate.

Despite the harshness of his upbringing, Guy grew into a young man of sound principles, with a deep sense of loyalty and family. Sally often spoke to him of his mother, and the memory of her carried him in his imagination to distant and beautiful places.

He knew her face well, for more than once he had gazed upon her portrait, painted years before and hung in the grand hall of the great house, where he ventured only during Lord Wilkinson’s rare absences.

Like a ritual, he would sit in the large green velvet armchair beside the crackling fire and imagine stepping into that painting, imagining that he might kiss that luminous, gentle face.

At the age of twelve, he began working on the estate as a labourer, careful never to forget his place and determined not to be a burden, as Sally so often reminded him.

The years that followed proved decisive for the two brothers, though neither knew the truth of their bond. Chad pursued his education at the finest colleges in London, refining the qualities expected of a future Lord, while Guy continued his work on the estate, maturing in a different way. He grew into a man of quiet strength and sensitivity, his honesty revealing a steadfast nature, marked by pride and dignity.

And so the years passed for both, as though fate had chosen to leave their paths unchanged. Yet fate is ever unpredictable, and when least expected, it tightens its grip and
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