

    
        
          The Duke's Confession

        

        
        
          For The Love Of, Volume 1

        

        
        
          I.D. Williams

        

        
          Published by Ian Williams, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE DUKE'S CONFESSION

    

    
      First edition. November 18, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 I.D. Williams.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231665907

    

    
    
      Written by I.D. Williams.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter One: The Duke Who Could Not Breathe

Chapter Two: Whispers in the Sanctuary

Chapter Three: The Preacher’s Son

Chapter Four: The Price of Love

Chapter Five: The Confession

Chapter Six: A New Beginning

Chapter Seven: The Storm Breaks

Chapter Eight: Shadows and Secrets

Chapter Ten: Flames in the Spotlight

Chapter Eleven: Shadows of Betrayal

Chapter Twelve: The Game of Shadows

Chapter Thirteen: Betrayal at the Masquerade

Chapter Fourteen: Shadows of Deception

Chapter Fifteen: The Masquerade of Shadows

Chapter Sixteen: Secrets Unravelled

Chapter Seventeen: Shadows and Alliances

Chapter Eighteen: The First Strike

Chapter Nineteen: The Edge of the Abyss

Chapter Twenty: A Love Unbound

Sign up for I.D. Williams's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: The Duke Who Could Not Breathe
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London never truly slept; it simply traded its daylight pretences for glitter and shadow. Tonight, “The Nightingale” throbbed with heat and privilege — a velvet-lined pressure cooker for secrets, scandals, and sins dressed in couture.

Alistair Hawthorne, Duke of Ashworth, stood at the bar and felt it all pressing against him: the weight of lineage, the crush of expectation, the suffocating ache of a life that never felt like his.

He wore the perfect suit — navy, tailored within a centimetre of its life — but it felt like armor. At twenty-four, the world saw him as polished aristocracy, heir of a centuries-old title. Inside, the seams were fraying.

He raised a crystal tumbler of whiskey to his lips, though he barely tasted the burn. His mother’s voice still echoed in his head from that morning:

“Alistair, darling, the season has begun. You must be seen.”

Seen. Paraded. Offered up like a relic for society to worship. Duchess Eleanor never said marriageable, but the implication clung to every syllable.

He exhaled through his nose — slow, measured — and let his gaze drift across the club’s golden haze. Bodies writhed on the dance floor, sequins and silk flashing under lights that turned everything decadent and dreamlike.

And then he saw him.

Daniel Davies.

A lightning strike in human form.

He wasn’t dressed for the club — not the way aristocratic sons were. No designer labels, no ostentatious flair. Just a charcoal sweater that hugged his torso a little too well, dark jeans, and a presence that made the air shift.

Alistair felt his breath stutter.

Daniel was laughing at something one of his friends said, head tilted back, throat exposed in a way that made something primal spark low in Alistair’s stomach. His hair — thick, slightly unruly, rich brown — bounced when he laughed. His mouth, soft and expressive, curved into a smile so genuine it hurt to look at.

But it was the eyes — deep hazel, full of warmth and trouble — that caught Alistair, held him, refused to let go.

He knew those eyes. Knew the way they flickered when they met his, as if startled by the force of something neither of them dared to name.

They had exchanged glances for months. Small, stolen scraps of connection at charity galas and society events.

But tonight, Daniel didn’t glance away.

He looked right at him.

Open. Curious. Brave.

Alistair’s pulse hammered. For a moment, the duke, the title, the burden of history — all of it fell away. There was only the quiet shock of desire. Real, raw, dangerous.

Walk to him, a voice whispered inside him — bold, reckless.

He set his glass down and obeyed.

Crossing the club felt like walking through a storm. Every step tightened the coil of anticipation in his gut. Conversations hushed around him — nobles instinctively made space when a duke moved, even in a nightclub. It made him feel like a stranger in his own skin.

Daniel’s friends turned first, startled by the sudden presence of aristocracy. They stiffened, half-curious, half-wary.

But Daniel... Daniel straightened slowly, as if drawn upward by invisible strings. His eyes widened for a fraction of a second — fear, desire, disbelief — then he composed himself.

“Your Grace,” he said, voice low and smooth like warm honey poured over sin.

Formal. Polite. But beneath it... a tremor of something electric.

Alistair swallowed. “Daniel.”

Just his name — but the way it left his lips felt intimate, almost indecent.

Daniel’s friends exchanged uneasy looks, uncertain if they should bow or run.

Daniel cleared his throat. “I wasn’t expecting to see you here.”

“Nor I,” Alistair replied. “But now that I have...”
He let the words hang, then softened his voice.
“...I find I don’t want to leave.”
Daniel’s lips parted slightly. Not a smile. Not yet. Something more dangerous.

Alistair stepped closer, lowering his voice. “Would you walk with me? Somewhere... quieter.”

Daniel hesitated just long enough for his friends to notice. They stared at him, wide-eyed, silently begging him not to do anything stupid.

Daniel inhaled, then nodded. “Yes. Just for a moment.”

They slipped away into the club’s shadows, Alistair’s hand brushing Daniel’s lower back — the lightest touch, but it made Daniel’s breath catch. They reached a secluded alcove lit by soft amber lights, humming faintly with privacy and risk.

They were close now. Too close.

Alistair spoke first, voice rougher than before. “I’ve wanted to speak to you properly for months.”

Daniel’s chest rose and fell with a shaky breath. “And I’ve been trying not to think about what that might lead to.”

Alistair’s eyes darkened. “And has that worked?”

Daniel’s gaze flicked to Alistair’s mouth — a fleeting, hungry glance.
“No,” he whispered.
For a moment, neither moved. The club’s music throbbed faintly behind them, as if urging them forward. Daniel’s breath brushed Alistair’s throat. The warmth of him, the closeness — it was intoxicating.

Alistair lifted a hand and touched Daniel’s jaw.

Daniel shivered.

“You’re trembling,” Alistair murmured.

Daniel exhaled shakily. “So are you.”

He was. For the first time in his life, the Duke of Ashworth was shaking.

Alistair leaned in, slow, deliberate, giving Daniel every chance to step back.

Daniel didn’t.

He angled forward, breath catching, chest pressing lightly into Alistair’s. Their noses brushed. Their lips hovered.

“Alistair,” Daniel whispered — not Your Grace, not Duke — just Alistair.

That was all it took.

Alistair kissed him.

It wasn’t soft. Not chaste. It was months of tension igniting in a single spark — mouths meeting with heat and hunger, Daniel’s hand grabbing Alistair’s lapel, pulling him closer.

Alistair’s fingers slid into Daniel’s hair, gripping just enough to make Daniel gasp softly into his mouth. Daniel pressed forward, hips brushing Alistair’s, and a low sound escaped one of them — neither cared who.

It was reckless. Forbidden. Thrilling.

It was the first moment that felt like truth.

When they finally tore apart, breathless, foreheads pressed together, Daniel whispered, voice shaking:

“This is going to ruin us.”

Alistair smiled, eyes half-lidded with want.

“Then let us be ruined together.”
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Chapter Two: Whispers in the Sanctuary

[image: ]


The Ashworth library was a cathedral of silence, its towering shelves holding centuries of lineage, scandal, and carefully curated respectability.
But today, it felt like a courtroom.
Alistair stood at one end of the long mahogany desk, his back straight, jaw clenched. The morning light filtered through stained glass, casting fractured colours across his mother’s face. Duchess Eleanor Ashworth sat opposite him, composed in poise and pearls, her spine as rigid as her expectations.

An open tabloid lay between them.
A photograph, taken in the dark corners of The Nightingale, grainy yet damning:
Alistair and Daniel—faces flushed, lips dangerously close, bodies angled toward each other with unmistakable intimacy.
The headline screamed:
ASHWORTH HEIR CAUGHT IN SCANDALOUS TRYST.
Eleanor tapped the page with one manicured nail.
“Explain this.”
Her voice was low. Controlled. Far more terrifying than a scream.

Alistair swallowed. His heart had thundered last night when he kissed Daniel; now it beat with a different kind of panic.
He’d spent the night replaying the moment — the warmth of Daniel’s mouth, the way Daniel had melted against him, the breathless, forbidden heat between them.
It had been worth it. Every risk. Every consequence.
But this...
This was the beginning of something neither of them could hide anymore.
“Mother,” he began gently, “please try not to overreact—”

“Overreact?” Eleanor’s eyes flashed. “My only child — my heir — plastered across London’s media in an indecent pose with the son of a preacher?”
Her voice cracked like a whip.
“This isn’t overreaction. This is reputation. Legacy. Your father’s name.”
Alistair braced a hand against the desk. “This is my name too.”

Eleanor stood abruptly, pacing before the tall windows.
“You may be an adult, but you do not understand the weight of your position.”
She turned sharply.
“Do you have any idea what the political consequences are? The donors your father cultivated? The public image we have nurtured? And you—”
She jabbed a finger toward him.
“—are compromising all of it for... for some impulsive, reckless... affair.”
“Daniel is not an affair,” Alistair said through clenched teeth.
He breathed slowly through the tension.
“He is a person. And I care for him.”
Eleanor froze.
Her face paled.
“Oh, Alistair... no.”
She shook her head.
“No. You do not care for him. This is infatuation. Curiosity. A phase—”
“Mother,” he said firmly.
“No.”
Her eyes narrowed at the sharpness of that single word.

Alistair stepped closer, voice steadier.
“I need you to understand that this isn’t something I can dismiss. I feel something for him that I’ve never felt for any of the women you’ve paraded before me.”
Eleanor drew in a sharp breath. “You are the Duke of Ashworth. You cannot disgrace this family with—”

“With the truth?” Alistair snapped.

A long silence stretched between them.

Eleanor’s expression shifted — from anger to fear, from fear to something far more fragile.
“Alistair... your father would never have allowed this.”
“My father is dead
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