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Thank you for joining me in telling the story of Lady Jayne and Lord Bart Carringdale

I hope you enjoyed their story as much as I loved recounting it.

If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you bought the book. Your help in spreading the word is much appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like Lady Jayne’s Reputation.

Thank you!

Robyn C RyeContact me at

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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Bart watched as his father and brother mounted their horses; today was the day the tenant farmers paid their rent, and his father always made a trip to collect the money on the first of every month. Although the tenants knew William well, today was the first time he had joined his father in collecting the rent. Bart knew his father was telling the tenants that William was to be more involved in managing the estate. After hours of discussion, his father and brother devised a plan to gradually transfer the estate's administration to William’s control, allowing his father to retire. Bart and William knew the Duke wouldn’t step aside entirely, but the agreement to hand over power to his brother meant Bart had to find his own way. 

As a second son, he had no place in the plans for running the estate. William had not suggested that Bart move away from his childhood home, but one duty of a Duke was to provide heirs for the future, and Bart had no intention of living with William when he married. While William knew he had to marry eventually, it didn’t stop him from his three favourite pursuits: drinking, gambling and whoring. As the future Duke, he needed to be more cautious with his bed partners, but Bart feared that the responsibility would not cure him of tupping any woman who seemed willing. The prospective bride would be their childhood friend, Catherine, if she had anything to do with it. The three had played together as children, but when they reached their teenage years, Catherine made it very clear to Bart that she would marry William and that, as a second son, he had no use for him. Socialising and being nice to Bart did nothing to advance Catherine’s goal of becoming a Duchess, and while William never encouraged Catherine, he did nothing to dissuade her. Bart wondered if this agreement suited William, but he never inquired of his brother; he didn’t care who he married. 

Being the second son limited Bart’s options. He could buy a commission and join the fighting in the Peninsula or find a trade. The commission didn’t appeal to him. There were too many chances that he could sustain an injury or die, and he wasn’t ready to surrender his future, but he knew that involving himself in a trade would close society’s doors to him. His job options would determine where he lived, but for the moment, he should return to London to follow up on potential job leads. He had many friends and contacts who lived in the city year-round, and he intended to consult them about future job opportunities. The townhouse was closed for the offseason, but as long as a few staff remained, he would settle there for the time being. Bart left a note with the butler to hand to his father when he and William returned, and after saddling his horse, he headed for London. 

Bart rode through the day and stopped at an inn on the outskirts of Southward. He had stayed at this inn before; it was nothing flashy. The beds were comfortable, and the food was edible, so the choice for the night was easy. Bart ate his meal without conversing with the other patrons sitting alone in the bar. His mind was too full of possibilities for his future to chat politely with strangers. A slap on the back had Bart swinging around, his fists clenched, only to discover his friend, Scott Pendlebury, grinning at him.

“Bart, what brings you to town tonight?”

“It’s hardly a town, and you’re lucky I didn’t slug you. You could have a fist in your face when you creep up on a man. Grab a seat, and I’ll order more ale.”

The barmaid deposited two more drinks in front of the men, and Bart handed his empty plate to the girl.

“I need to work out a way to support myself because the Duke and William have agreed upon shared responsibilities for the estate, which means there is no place for me. I have always wondered why everyone considers a second-in-line unimportant when, in the event of a disaster, the spare will take up the reins. I should have reconciled my lack of importance to my Father and the estate, but it still angers me after all these years. The family has other unentailed properties, but they are all in the country, and managing one won’t make me rich. I doubt my father will bequeath one of the country's properties to me, so my work there would make me more than a manager without remuneration. Developing some options in town will be easier and potentially more lucrative.”

“How much blunt have you got at your disposal?”

“The old man settled three thousand pounds on me annually until he died. The annuity then will be William’s choice, and knowing his outlay with drinking, gambling and whoring, I’m not hopeful of receiving the same sum. Why do you ask?”

“I have some suggestions, but prefer not to discuss them here. Why don’t you meet me at the club tomorrow so I can go into more detail?”

Bart chuckled. “I’m glad I didn’t punch you. Let’s meet tomorrow, and you can help solve my financial problems.”

Twelve months later

When his butler, Andrews, walked into the room, Bart glanced up at the man. The grave expression on the servant’s face and the letter in his hand alerted Bart’s senses.

“Is there a problem?”

“Sir, this is a note from your brother. The messenger who delivered it said that the matter was urgent.”

“Of course, it would be urgent.” 

Bart unfolded the note and scanned it.

“Damnation, when will he ever learn? Lord Kenworth has challenged William to a duel for ruining his debutant daughter. I'll never understand why he has to whore his way through the balls for innocents. There must be enough willing women out there to slake his desire. He wants me to be his second. Can you call for my horse to be saddled, and I’ll try to sort out this mess?”

When Bart arrived at the townhouse his father and William shared, he found it in chaos. Footmen ran here and there, attempting to follow William’s demands, only to discover that their master had changed his mind and then sent them on another task. The harried butler welcomed Bart with a grim expression. 

“Thank you for coming, Master William. I fear your brother will harm himself; he is angry and distraught.”

“Do you know what tragedy has engulfed my brother to have him so out of sorts?”

“I fear a disgruntled father has called him out.”

“Damnation. William is such a degenerate that it was inevitable that something like this would happen eventually. Spencer, assemble the staff in the kitchen and let them eat cake and drink tea until I call for you.”

The staff followed the butler’s instructions with relief, and Bart headed to the library, where he found his brother pacing the floor. 

“Well, you’ve got yourself in a pretty pickle this time. Who has called you out? An outraged husband or a disgruntled father was bound to catch up with you one day. Remember that a duel is now outlawed, and the authorities will come down big on anyone foolish enough to try defending their honour that way.”

“Lord Kenmore has called me out. I swear I didn’t touch the girl; I’m not sure if I’ve had an introduction to her. If she is a debutante, then I haven’t touched her. How do I get to fight a duel over someone I don’t know?”

“Well, that’s awkward. Are you sure the girl is a debutant? Even I know you don’t dabble in those waters.”

“Yes, here is the messenger's letter; there can be no confusion about her status.”

Bart took the letter from his brother and skimmed the contents. 

“Good God, the girl is increasing. What am I supposed to do? You’ve got yourself in a fine pickle, big brother. You can probably avoid the duel by offering to marry the chit; do you want me to arrange a quick marriage?”

“No, damn you! I didn’t touch the girl; why should I marry someone I don’t know, carrying the results of another man’s folly?”

“All right, I’ll see if Lord Kenworth will talk to me before selecting weapons. You owe me, brother, if I can sort this out. Have you notified Father about the charges and the prospective duel?”

“Yes, he was less than impressed. He said to expect him soon and ordered me to fix this situation. With the girl's accusations, I can hardly arrive at Kenworth’s estate to deny the allegations, so you are my only hope.”
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As Bart’s carriage wended through the late afternoon traffic, he considered his options. A duel was not one of them; after all, the justices outlawed the practice some years ago, and a fight might result in death, but would undoubtedly result in jail time for one of the combatants. Bart sighed. Why was he the person required to clean up after his brother? He would have to wait for Kenmore to speak to him to unravel this mess before it escalated.

Bart waited in the foyer for the butler to return. He hoped Kenworth would speak with him, but he wasn’t confident it would. After a considerable wait, the butler returned with a grim expression and led Bart to Kenworth’s study. The nobleman wasted no time with polite greetings and launched into a tirade.

“Have you come to discuss the weapons for the duel? Your scurrilous cad of a brother deserves to die in the most unpleasant ways.”

“No, I don’t want to choose the weapons. You realise you will end up dead or imprisoned by defending your daughter's reputation. I want to discuss the accusations.”

Kenmore rose from his seat, and Bart wondered if he would have to defend himself from a flurry of punches. Kenmore realised how Bart would interpret his actions and lowered himself into his chair. 

“Accusations, man, be dammed. My daughter is increasing, and you'd like to discuss the issue. Are you mad?”

“Kenworth, even though I am not a father, I understand your agitation, but my brother denies ever meeting your daughter, and while he is a rake of the worst sort, he doesn’t dally with debutantes. My brother is immoral, but he isn’t a liar, so if he isn’t lying, maybe your daughter is confused. Is it possible to talk to her to solve this problem?”

Kenworth glared at Bart, and then his expression turned thoughtful. He nodded at Bart and called the butler to ask his daughter and wife to attend to him in the sitting room.

As they waited for the women to enter, Kenworth said, “You will not badger my daughter. This incident is stressful enough without you making it worse.” 

Bart nodded his agreement as the women entered. When Lord Kenworth introduced him to the women, the girl wailed. Bart watched as she rocked back and forth, and finally shook his head in disgust, raising his voice.

“Stop that rot.”

The woman scowled at Bart with a startled gasp, but the wailing stopped.

“I am not unsympathetic to your plight, Miss Sadie, but I wish to ask some questions, and I would appreciate it if you kept the hysterics until after I have gone. You say my brother forced you to be intimate with you. Is that right?”

The girl blushed and mumbled, “Yes.”

“Miss Kenworth, where were you when he forced his attention on you?”

“Um, I don’t remember.”

“So you’re saying you can’t remember which ball, soiree, or party you were at when my brother forced his attention on you?”

Lady Kenworth stood. “That is enough; I will not have my daughter badgered.”

Bart grimaced. “So rather than get to the truth, you would prefer my brother to kill or maim your husband ?”

The woman opened her mouth, but no words came out.

“Sit down, Marie. We need Sadie to answer Mr Carringdale’s question. At what event did your mother leave you so unsupervised that a man could steal your innocence without her knowing? Who introduced you to a man renowned as a rake?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Miss Sadie, I know this situation is a problem for you, but blaming an innocent party is not the thing to do.”

The distraught girl stood and shouted, “He isn’t innocent!”

“We aren’t getting anywhere here because you supposedly don’t remember any important facts about my brother. Describe my brother's appearance; surely you remember that much? Is he as tall as me or shorter? Does he have blond hair or dark hair like me?”

Bart watched as the girl wrung her hands; attempting one last try, Bart said, “Miss Sophie, are you happy about the consequences of the duel? My brother could kill or maim your father, or if my brother dies, they will hang your father for murder because duelling is against the law.”

The girl sobbed as tears fell.

“Vincent told me he loved me, and when I told him I was expecting
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