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Note:

In many of my stories from 1820, one character is central,

Major Ned Grace. 

However, I have never told his story as a whole... until now. 

Many of my books carry a small snippet of Ned Grace’s life. 

This book combines all those stories from other books and explains why 

Ned was in Sydney as a soldier. (...list at the back)

This is a prequel to the Lockleys of Parramatta, amongst others.

(At the back of this book is a list of which characters are found in which books.)

THANKS:-

to my husband, Stephen,

My Alpha Reader, 

who faithfully reads all my stories and gives me feedback. 

To Roby Aiken 

for your patience in correcting my punctuation 

Linda Upcroft and Anna Marie Leffew for the BETA read on this one...

And for all Anna’s hard work in advertising as my PA, 

For promoting my books worldwide. 
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The grammar and language in this book are 

Australian English spelling
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~ Time Passing
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Chapter 1  Little Boy Blue
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1796 Kent, England
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Charles Lockley, Duke of Gracemere, was now the father of four small lads. He was a forty-four-year-old confirmed bachelor when Susanna met him. It was during her first season, and she was recently from Scotland. She was young, fresh, and, oh, so beautiful. 

Suze realised that she trusted Charles above the other scoundrels in society. She had been pursued by one over-amorous buck and turned to Charles for help. She had no idea he was a duke and cared little for his exalted status. He was someone she felt safe with, and he liked the idea of protecting her. 

Over the next few functions, they gravitated to each other, and Charles quickly realised that his feelings for this debutante were different from any other emotion. 

On their third meeting, he smiled that she had discovered who he was. Her deep curtsy signalled this, and, on lifting her to her feet, she saw that her parents stood behind her.

By the end of the evening, they were officially courting. 

He was smitten by the slip of a girl with an intriguing accent that sent his heart rate soaring. Charles didn’t know what hit him. 

They were engaged weeks later, and as soon as she turned eighteen, they married at the end of the season. 

Susanna Bland, as she had been, provided her husband, Charles, with the required heir, David, eleven months after their marriage. 

The following year, she conceived her second child, Edward. To her, he was Neddie, her child. 

David was brought up to be a duke, but Neddie could do what he chose. The options were law, the church, or the military. 

Susanna hoped that it would not be the latter. She never wanted her adorable and loving little boy to leave her. 

When Neddie was fifteen months old, Paul and his twin, Charles, arrived, but little Charles died soon after birth. 

Douglas was born the following year. There was less than eighteen months between each of their boys.

~
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1804

EDWARD JOHN CHARLES Lockley, the second son of the Duke and Duchess of Gracemere, reluctantly donned the uncomfortable light blue silk outfit. He did not wish to wear it, let alone be painted in it. That would mean remaining in it for days as the artist captured his image on his large canvas. 

Aged nearly five, Neddie was fully aware of his privileged life in the large crenellated castle in Kent. It was every boy’s dream to have so many incredible adventures without even needing to step outside. It was wonderful to share such adventures with three brothers. Neddie adored his parents, but his mother held a special place in his small heart. 

Although Susanna and Charles were delighted with their four small lads, she was thrilled when she discovered she was expecting again. She had yet to tell Charles. 

Life in Charles’s huge castle in Kent was idyllic. 

Susanna’s life in Kent was vastly different from her early life in Scotland, but her Scottish lilt remained. 

Neddie and Paul had picked up her accent after spending so much time in her company. Douglas was also beginning to mimic his elder brothers. 

Susanna had hoped for one girl, but God had blessed her with four little clones of her beloved Charles. His almost white, fair hair and incredible blue eyes had won the hearts of every debutante for over two decades. The fact that he had two of the deepest dimples that she had ever seen had been what drew her attention. Each of her boys had inherited their father’s good looks. 

While Neddie was posing for the artist, Susanna stayed nearby. The Kentish countryside was shutting down for winter. Hopefully, this painting will be finished by Neddie’s fifth birthday in mid-October. 

Her hands rested on her belly, and this was how Charles found her. Ignoring protocol, Charles walked up to his beloved young wife and slid his hand around her trim stomach. “Hello, my darling love. Are you not well?”

Susanna turned in his arms. “I am, my love, but I may not be soon.” She whispered, “I think I’m carrying another child.”

Charles was delighted. He kissed her rosebud lips and wished he could do more. 

With their son watching while he was supposed to be posing and remaining still, Charles knew he needed to be circumspect. He murmured, “Later,” to his lovely wife. 

Charles was overjoyed. They had been married for nearly seven years, and they had five children. Sadly, his namesake, Paul’s twin, had died. This new baby would be their sixth child. 

Charles was not permitted to sweep her off her feet, but he did not release her. 

She leaned against his chest and said, “I hope this one is a girl, Charles. Do you mind?”

Charles nuzzled her neck lovingly. “Why should I mind, love? I would be delighted if the next child is a mini version of you. You are my sunshine, my delight.”

They heard a chuckle followed by a good-hearted groan. 

Charles dropped his arms and released his wife. He had not realised that the artist and his son now gazed at the embracing couple. 

At fifty-three, Charles should have been more circumspect, but he adored his young wife more than life itself. Her faith had renewed his own and brought a deeper layer to their relationship. 

Charles smiled, and his eyes met her own. He flicked her cheek lovingly and whispered, “I had better go before I do something I regret.” 

Susanna chuckled. “Thank you, darling one.” Her adoration of her beloved husband was fully reciprocated.

Charles went to leave but turned and softly said, “I am delighted, my sweet, and I do hope it’s a little girl for you.” 

Neddie watched his father leave. He, too, had been flicked on the nose lovingly as his father passed. 

Charles said, “Neddie, make sure you stay as still as you can. The time will pass more quickly. Say your times tables in your head or do your Latin grammar.”

Neddie grinned and said, “Yes, Papa.” He watched as his mother’s gaze followed her husband out the door. He didn’t see his father pause and wave to her, but knew he had as his mother returned the action. His mind returned to the artist, and Neddie took his position again. His mind was now occupied with mathematics.
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Fourteen years later. 1818 London

THE YOUNG MAN WALKED into the drawing room in utter frustration. 

He drew the eyes of the lovely woman already in the room. 

He said, “Mother, must I really wear this outfit? All the other bucks will be in dark colours and velvet. I will look like a Gainsborough painting. It reminds me of my portrait when I was nearly five.”

Susanna Lockley gasped. Neddie looked outstanding. 

His shock of white-blond hair looked like it had been powdered. His hair was styled in the windswept cut style that was so popular, but his fair sideburns were sparse. 

Aged a mere nineteen, Lord Edward Lockley was being presented early, as he had been requested by the Prince Regent to join his older friends in the Levée. 

Ned, along with his friends Gerry, Jimmy, and Robbie, were all in London to make their official bow to society. They were all sons of peers and had met years before at school. 

The four quickly became friends as Ned, as he was known by his peers, and Gerry had often soothed the wounded dignity of many a London nobility, as their elder brothers tended to insult the feelings of others. Robbie and Jimmy backed them up.

Ned stood at six feet two inches, and his body was surprisingly muscular. He drew attention wherever he went. 

Lord David Lockley may well have the title of Marquess of Allingmere, but it was Ned who drew attention. Few even noticed David if Ned was nearby. This did not bode well for their relationship. It was often frosty, at best.

Tonight, garbed in court dress, Ned would draw every eye in the room. His embroidered satin vest was a myriad of colours. The tailed coat and breeches were blue silk, eye-catching because they were the same colour as his startling eyes. The frogged fastening on the jacket was all of gold braid and matched the vest, breeches, and cuffs. 

However, his stance was all that ruined the incredible picture. 

Susanna approached her son. “Stand up straight, Neddie. You are slouching, and that is not like you.”

Ned groaned. “Please, Mama, I don’t want to stand out. I wish to be just like my friends. Can I not wear the burgundy court attire instead? It’s far more masculine.”

Susanna giggled. “Neddie, no matter what you wear, you will draw the eyes of all the young ladies. Be thankful that David persuaded the Prince Regent to allow the four of you to be presented this year instead of next.” 

She swallowed her sadness. If her baby daughter had lived, Sarah Joy would have been nearing the age when she would have been presented. However, Sarah Joy had never taken a breath. 

After fourteen years, Susanna still grieved for the loss of her daughter. Charles had his boys, but their little girl had never gazed at her parents or met her brothers. Ned did not even remember that he’d had a little sister. 

Now, the young man shrugged. “I would not have cared; neither would my friends. We’re all too young to marry, and giggling girls do not attract any of us. I have no wish to go to balls and all the fiddle-faddle of the ton. I want nothing to do with Prinny and his activities. Girls don’t interest me yet. I want to make something of myself before I settle down. Mama, I’m only nineteen. I have two years until I reach my majority, and I have no idea what to do with my life. Don’t shackle me with a wife yet, please.” His beseeching plea met his mother’s adoring gaze.

His blue outfit was spectacular. 

Susana walked to her beloved son’s side. She cupped his face in her loving hands and said, “Darling boy, like it or not, you are a duke’s son. You will have every female of marriageable age after you from the moment you enter society. You can run all you like, but you will get caught by one of them someday. Choose well, Neddie, for once you do, she will be by your side for life. Do not fall for a pretty face; often, there is little underneath the looks. Their personalities have not had to face the hard knocks of life, and they have had no chance to develop. Look deeper. Ensure they have a firm faith, as otherwise your life will be sheer hell.” 

Her eyes flicked from one of his blue orbs to the other. “Neddie, choose a girl you can’t live without rather than just one you merely tolerate. I hope you will fall in love with an angel and be as happy as your father and I are.” 

She dropped her hands, stood back, and looked at her favourite son. “As to the outfit, you look perfect.” 

She pumped his shoulders and made him stand properly. “Just so you know, Caroline said Jimmy will be in dark blue satin, and I know Robbie will be in mauve velvet. I’m not sure about Gerry, but probably in the navy as well.”

Ned groaned. “Fine! I won’t change, but know that I go dressed as a puppet under protest. These fribbles and furbelows are just not me. I wished to wear the stark black velvet with silver frogging.”
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Chapter 2  A Beauty Enters
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Elouise Wickham had a cluster of men vying for her attention. It was the first ball of the season, and with her haunting dark beauty, society already named her as the ‘incomparable’ of the season. 

From a young age, her father had used her attraction to men to attract business to his horse-breeding programme. Only the stable hand, Jack, had seen her sadness and befriended her. 

As a girl, Elouise had turned to him as a dear friend. She adored him, and he adored her. Their feelings had grown as they aged. She knew that they would never be permitted to marry.

Now, over three years later, Jack had not been permitted to accompany them to London. Her heart was broken as they had become close. Much closer than was allowed. Her father would have sacked him had he realised how far their friendship had gone, so she frequently snuck out to see him after her parents were asleep. 

Her parents had dragged her to London to see if she could snag a rich and titled man to prop up the now-failing horse stud. Her father had spent a fortune on her gowns, and she knew that she had to marry well this year, or they would be ruined. Her family needed money, and quickly.

Her father’s instructions on the way to her first ball were, “Do not follow your heart, my girl. Find a well-heeled peer who will leave you lots of money. You must choose the eldest son and heir.”

Her elusive beauty was like honey to a beehive. The young men of the ton clustered around her like a queen bee.

She had planned to take a few weeks to choose her target; however, at her first ball, she saw the man of her dreams. Although older, he was in conversation with an older, dark-haired man who carried a cane topped with a whale tooth. She had just been introduced to James, Duke of Malvern, but as he was married, she was swept on to the next peer. Others had been brought before her and introduced. Sadly, she discovered that Charles, Duke of Gracemere, was married, so he, too, was brushed aside. His wife eyed her suspiciously, and Susanna noted Elouise’s interest. 

A small cluster of young men caught the young woman’s eye. One made her heart skip a beat. He was tall, fair-haired, and devastatingly handsome; he was a younger clone of the older duke. She heard his deep voice and nearly swooned. He looked like Adonis come to life. He was now in conversation with the Duke of Malvern. He had to be Duke Charles’s son. 

Elouise could not tear her eyes from the handsome fellow. He left Duke James and joined three young men. Was he a prince? He was divine. She was unaware that her gaze had hardly moved from the handsome young man. She did not see the disappointment on the faces of the gaggle of men who
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