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jumped off the pages. They had fantastic chemistry, and their
sexual dynamic was deliciously well written. The supporting
characters and the storyline about Alice’s trauma was also
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between the two MCs had us hooked right away. We also absolutely
loved the seemingly ditzy femme with an ambition of steel but
really a vulnerable girl. The sex scenes are great. Definitely
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Jenny Frame book I think it’s the best ever, but time and again she
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“The author creates
two very relatable characters…Quincy’s quietude and mental torture
are offset by Holly’s openness and lust for life. Holly’s
determination and tenacity in trying to reach Quincy are total
wish-fulfilment of a person like that. The chemistry and attraction
is excellently built.”—Best Lesbian
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romance that packs a punch.”—Les
Rêveur

Royal Court “was a fun, light-hearted book with a very endearing
romance.”—Leanne Chew, Librarian, Parnell
Library (Auckland, NZ)

“There were
unbelievably hot sex scenes as I have come to expect and look
forward to in Jenny Frame’s books. Passions slowly rise until you
feel the characters may burst!…Royal Court is wonderful and I
highly recommend it.”—Kitty Kat’s
Book Review Blog
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“Chances are,
you’ve never read or become captivated by a romance
like Charming the
Vicar. While books featuring people of the
cloth aren’t unusual, Bridget is no ordinary vicar—a lesbian with a
history of kink…Surrounded by mostly supportive villagers, Bridget
and Finn balance love and faith in a story that affirms both can
exist for anyone, regardless of sexual
identity.”—RT Book Reviews

“The sex scenes
were some of the sexiest, most intimate and quite frankly, sensual
I have read in a while. Jenny Frame had me hooked and I reread a
few scenes because I felt like I needed to experience the intense
intimacy between Finn and Bridget again. The devotion they showed
to one another during these sex scenes but also in the intimate
moments was gripping and for lack of a better word,
carnal.”—Les Rêveur

“The sexual
chemistry between [Finn and Bridge] is unbelievably hot. It is
sexy, lustful and with more than a hint of kink. The scenes between
them are highly erotic—and not just the sex scenes. The tension is
ramped up so well that I felt the characters would explode if they
did not get relief!…An excellent book set in the most wonderful
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soon!”—Kitty Kat’s Book
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ending.”—Curve
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who writes like her. Her voice is strong and unique and gives a
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Chapter One

“You pig!”

Steff Archer felt the shock of cold liquid and ice
hitting her face and heard the gasps of those around her in the
packed wine bar.

“Jesus Christ, Naomi.” The alcohol from the drink
nipped her eyes. She grasped the napkin in front of her and brought
it to her face.

“You brought me out tonight to dump me? Couldn’t you
have saved all this time and just phoned me?”

Archie opened her eyes and looked at the irate woman
standing across from her. “I didn’t deceive you. I never said this
was serious, but—”

Naomi cut her off. “Two months we were together,
Archie. Forgive me for thinking that meant we were in a
relationship. I’m thirty-seven. I haven’t got time to waste on
casual dating.”

Archie dabbed at her soaking wet shirt and became
acutely aware of the people at the tables around them staring at
them. She had brought Naomi out tonight to hopefully end their
dating in an amicable way. They had been dating for two months, but
Archie never had long-term relationships, and she’d felt Naomi was
getting a little serious. But it was going all wrong.

“Naomi, please—”

Her now former date wouldn’t sit down. She was a
ball of fury. “I know about your glitzy party in Rosebrook.”

“Glitzy party?” Archie said in confusion.

Naomi pulled out a popular gay magazine and showed
her a double-page spread on Rosebrook. It was a story about Evan
Fox and the Duchess of Rosebrook, Clementine. Evan had bought
Clementine’s ancestral home and village, with plans to make an
ecological community, to set an example of how the future could be
greener and safe for all to live in.

Clementine had fallen in love with Evan, and
together they were striving to make a green, diverse environment
for all those who needed it, especially those in the LGBTQ+
community.

Although they’d had the ribbon-cutting ceremony
earlier, this party had been the press launch. All the media had
been invited, including many gay magazines and social media
outlets, to publicize their new eco community.

“You never invited me as your date, and I know why.
It’s because of her, isn’t it?”

Naomi threw the magazine at her. Archie looked down
and saw a picture of her and Ashling O’Rourke dancing together at
the party. Naomi had gotten entirely the wrong end of the stick.
She and Ash didn’t even have the closest working relationship, not
since Archie had asked her to make the tea like a good little
secretary, not the PA to the duchess that she was.

Archie had been paying for that ever since.

“Don’t be ridiculous. Ash is thirteen years younger
than me. My friend Evan simply asked me to—”

Naomi didn’t let her finish. “You’ve already dumped
me, so why continue to lie? Look at the way you’re looking at her.”
Naomi slipped on her coat and picked up her bag. “Well, she’ll find
out what a heartless prick you are, soon enough. Goodbye.”

Archie looked down at her red wine-soaked shirt and
sighed. “That went well.”

A waiter approached carefully and said, “Could I get
you something to mop that up?”

“That’s okay. Just the bill, please. I’m sorry about
the mess.”

Bill paid, Archie made her way out to the London
street. Her shirt was soaking wet and uncomfortable. She looked at
her watch, which also had been splashed and was now all sticky, and
saw it still wasn’t even eight o’clock yet.

She was actually a lot closer to her dad’s house
than her flat. Maybe he could give her a change of shirt? Archie
took out her phone and dialled her dad’s number.

“Hello? Adam Archer speaking.”

“Hi, Dad. It’s me. Are you in tonight?”

“For the next hour and a half, Archie. Then I’ve got
a dinner date. Are you nearby?” Adam said.

“Yes, just five minutes away. I wondered if I could
drop in. I need a change of shirt. I’ll explain when I get
there.”

“Of course. Come over. We can have a chat while I
get ready.”

Archie hung up and flagged down a taxi. When she sat
in the back seat, she realized she’d stuffed the magazine that
Naomi had thrown at her in her pocket. She pulled it out and looked
at the picture of her and Ashling dancing.

She couldn’t see what Naomi saw in that picture that
made her think she and Ash had something between them. All Archie
could remember was bickering all through that dance. The
photographer must have caught them between bouts of sniping at each
other.

She’d only asked Ash to dance after prompting from
Evan, who had noticed Ash’s continued discomfort from the close
attentions of another partygoer. Ash had grown up in a very
sheltered existence in Rosebrook and hadn’t developed the tools to
tell someone to back off, so over went Archie to mark her imaginary
territory and rescue her damsel in distress.

The taxi stopped at her destination. Archie paid the
driver and walked up the steps of a mid-terrace Victorian house.
She was just about to knock when her dad opened the door.

“Archie—oh.” Her dad looked her up and down. “Who
did you piss off?”

“I made a woman angry, and apparently I’m a
pig.”

He smiled. “Well, you better come in. You look like
you could do with a drink.”

 


* * *

 


The cool early evening breeze blew across Rosebrook
beach. It was a welcome change for Ashling O’Rourke after enduring
an exceptionally hot June day. After a hot, busy day in the
Rosebrook Trust office, Ash routinely came down to read a book on
the beach.

She always brought her deckchair up to the water’s
edge so the water would lap at her feet while she read. Ash was a
few pages from the end of her favourite romance novel, The
Dastardly Duke. Despite having read the book countless times,
Ash’s breathing grew short, her heart pounded, and she dug her toes
into the cold wet sand beneath her feet in anticipation of the
final declaration of love.

Ash was never bored of her favourite books—in fact,
rereading them over and over gave her a safe, relaxed feeling. Even
though there might be angst throughout the story, she knew for
certain it would all be all right in the end.

She loved fairy tale and Regency romance novels, and
any downtime Ash had in the day was spent reading her beloved
books. Her love of romance fiction, and her large collection of
books, had been passed down to her from her mother, Kate.

When Ash reached the marriage proposal on the last
page, she was reminded of how she and her mum talked about that
scene, every time one of them read it. She looked up from the
paperback and watched the gentle waves roll into shore. She could
hear her mum’s voice as they talked giddily over their favourite
book.

She was sure that was why these books were so
important to her. They and her memories were all she had of her mum
now. But they also allowed her to escape. The small village of
Rosebrook was dying by the time she was born, and so books, and
especially romance novels, became her escape from the dull world
she was living in.

Ash’s books gave her the only chance to experience
the excitement of love in all its forms, because here in Rosebrook,
still living with her dad, books were the only excitement she
got.

She gazed back to the page and smiled. This was her
favourite part, and she knew it by heart. Ash brought the book to
her chest, closed her eyes, and recited those final words of the
love story.

“The dastardly duke thought his heart was
impenetrable, but that was until the obstinate Diana Carlton came
along, and his heart had been pierced by Cupid’s arrow. All that
had seemed important, like the glamourous London parties, the many
women he pursued and seduced, gambling at the cards table, and
travelling all over the world, were now so unimportant. All that
mattered was making a home for Diana at Glassford Castle and
spending forever loving her. The dastardly duke was now the deeply
loving duke and all because of the power of love.”

Ash let out a sigh of happiness and opened her eyes.
If you couldn’t experience real love, then living vicariously
through your favourite fictional characters was the next best
thing, and where better to read about them than on the beach, in
the cove below the village.

She didn’t think there was any beach in the world
that came close to Rosebrook’s unspoiled beach, as long as the
weather was fine, which it had been this summer. Rosebrook beach
hadn’t been a tourist trap for a long, long time. Her grandma used
to tell her about the flock of visitors they got every spring and
summer, who brought much needed revenue to the village.

Ash looked to her left and saw her father’s small
fishing boat sailing towards the wooden pier at the end of the
beach. She got up and folded up her deckchair. The breeze gusted
and blew her straw sun hat off her head. Ash picked it up, then
brushed her hair behind her ears.

She’d said she would meet her dad after he came in
from his afternoon booking, so she lifted her deckchair and carried
it up to the beach huts that ran along the sheer cliff face at the
back of the beach. The huts were among the many improvements since
Evan Fox had come to their village.

The CEO of Fox Toys and an avid environmentalist,
Evan Fox had come to Rosebrook determined to revitalize the village
she and her parents had visited as a child. Evan bounced in full of
energy and sold the villagers on her vision to build a new kind of
village—an ecological village where they made the environment, and
saving it, their top priority. Bringing back the Victorian style
beach huts was one of the things that Ash loved. She opened the
door and placed her deckchair in, then locked the hut up and began
walking along the beach towards the boat shop, holding her shoes in
her hand. Walking on the cool sand was a heavenly way to end the
day.

Evan’s vision hadn’t exactly been an easy sell to
her father and the traditional country farmers, but after the
village was almost destroyed by flooding last year, they finally
came around to a decision that if they didn’t do their part to save
the environment, then they would eventually lose everything, not to
mention the money Evan was pouring into their village to revitalize
it.

Meanwhile, her dad’s fishing party bookings had more
than tripled since this time last year, so that income, along with
her job working as the duchess’s PA, meant life was now a bit more
comfortable for the O’Rourkes.

Up ahead she could see the fishermen her dad James
had taken out were now gathering their gear and making their way up
the beach walkway to the car parking area above. She made her way
onto the wooden jetty and waited for her dad to tie up and secure
the boat.

Her dad’s business might be doing a bit better, but
he still cut a lonely figure. Of course he had a few people he
counted as friends, who he had a drink with at the pub, but nobody
could ever relieve his pain and loneliness at losing Kate, her
mother, the love of James’s life.

That was why she could never leave him. She gave up
her chance to go to university to look after her dad when her mum
died, and that had been very isolating for her, but now she had a
career in the village, and new friends that had enriched her
life.

When Evan Fox married their very own Duchess of
Rosebrook, she brought more than hope for the future. The new
Rosebrook village was planned to be a safe place for LGBTQ+ people.
A haven where all those people often marginalized by society could
come and sign on to the village charter of safety, tolerance, and
inclusion.

For a gay woman like herself, it was wonderful to be
surrounded by like-minded people.

“Ashling,” James said in his lilting Irish
brogue.

Ash gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Hi, Daddy, did
you have a good fishing trip?”

“We did. They were businessmen from London—they
booked for next month too, and they’re going to recommend me to
their friends,” James said.

“That’s great, Daddy.”

“Let’s get the shop all closed up, and you can tell
me about your day.”

They walked into the fishing shop, and James went
over to the till to book in the fishermen’s next date. The small
shop sold bait and fishing equipment, but the majority of his
income came from his fishing and boating trips.

“They gave me a fifty pound tip too.”

Ash was delighted. At least one part of his life was
getting better. “Well done, you deserve it.”

“So, tell me about your day, my girl.”

“It was busy. The duchess and I were going through
some more applications to join the community,” Ash said. Now that
the first block of refurbished cottages were filling up, the next
phase would be starting soon.

“Are the duchess and Fox ready to leave?” James
asked.

“Just about, I think. They’re leaving after lunch
tomorrow.”

Having gotten married a few months ago, Clementine
and Evan waited till the summer months to go on their honeymoon.
They hadn’t wanted to leave Rosebrook when there was so much still
to do. Plus they hoped the weather would be better in the summer
for their honeymoon destination in Scotland.

“Clementine says it’s a working honeymoon,” Ash
said.

James looked up from the till as he counted money.
“Is there such a thing?”

Ash smiled. “I think where Fox is concerned, there
is. She never shuts down from working, but in a good way. She just
wants to make the world a better place.”

“Where is it they are going?”

“Thistleburn in Scotland. You know how Clementine’s
full title is Duchess of Rosebrook, Countess of Thistleburn,
Baroness Portford?”

James nodded.

“Well, Clementine’s grandmother sold the lands in
Thistleburn when she was short of money. Evan bought them back for
Clementine as a wedding present. So they’re going to visit, see
what needs to be done there. I think Fox thinks it might be a
second eco village, once Rosebrook is working well,” Ash
explained.

James finished counting the cash, put it in a locked
box, and tucked it under his arm. “That Fox is driven. Oh well, as
long as she keeps her focus on Rosebrook just now, and my girl has
a good job with the duchess, that’s all I care about.”

“I’ve to meet with Clementine in the morning to go
over some of the things she wants done while she is away.”

James walked over to the door and held it open for
Ash. “So, is Archie in charge while they are away?”

Ash frowned. “No, she’s not. We each have our own
responsibilities from the duchess and Fox.”

She hadn’t hit it off with Steff Archer from the
start of working together, when Archie mistook her for the office
tea girl.

James locked the door to the boat shop, and they
walked up the steps from the beach to the village.

“It’s not like you, that frown. You’re like your
mum—you always seem to get on with people.”

Ash frowned again and deep down had a visceral
reaction when thinking about how much Archie annoyed her. “I do
like everyone, Dad, but Archie is pompous, patronizing, and…” Ash
hesitated. “Something else beginning with P.”

A prick.

 


* * *

 


Archie was much more comfortable now. She was
sitting at the kitchen island, wearing one of her dad’s T-shirts,
while her shirt soaked in the sink. Her dad was ironing his own
shirt for his dinner date.

She took a sip of wine. “This is really nice.”

Adam looked up from his ironing. “It is, isn’t it?
It’s a new line I’ve added. Selling really well.”

Her father was a wine merchant and supplied many of
the country’s top restaurants, as well as the public via his online
store. No one knew more about wine than Adam Archer.

Adam was a great dad. He’d been the first one to
call her Archie, after her teenage self told him that she didn’t
feel comfortable with her given name, Stephanie. He didn’t hesitate
to support her and her natural affinity towards her more masculine
side, in appearance and energy.

Now only her mum called her Stephanie, and there
would be no budging her, not that Archie ever saw her these
days.

“So what did you do to deserve wine in the
face?”

“I took my date out to, as kindly as possible, tell
her I didn’t want us to see each other any more,” Archie said.

“Naomi? I thought you liked her.”

“I did—I mean, I do. But she was getting a bit too
serious.”

“My daughter, the perennial bachelor,” he said.

“You can talk, Dad. You’ve never had a long-term
relationship since you left Mum.”

He lifted the shirt and inspected it for creases.
“That’s because I had a lot to work through after splitting from
your mum. A lifetime of being in the closet is stifling, and I
needed time to work out who I was. I don’t want that for you.”

Her dad hung the shirt on its hanger and started to
put the iron and ironing board away. “I want you to find
happiness.”

“I am happy, in small chunks. I feel trapped if I’m
in a relationship too long,” Archie said.

He walked over to sit at the island with her and
poured himself a drink. “That’s your mother’s and my fault.”

“Don’t say that, Dad,” Archie said. “I make my own
choices.” The truth was, living in the midst of her parents’ toxic
marriage had put her off commitment for life.

“So that’s why you got the wine in the face?”

“Yes, I am a pig, and apparently she was too old to
waste time with someone who wasn’t interested in a long-term
future,” Archie said.

He took a drink of wine and said, “She has a point.
Most people are settled down at your age. Marriage, kids.”

Archie shivered. “Not me, and neither did you.”

“That’s different. I bowed to family pressure and
married a woman when I was gay. I was trapped in a loveless
marriage. But if I had been brought up in your generation, I would
have liked to have gotten married to a man and had a family. A kid,
just like you. You were worth going through all the pain and the
arguments.” He smiled.

Archie squeezed her dad’s hand. “Thanks.” She pulled
the magazine from her pocket and handed it to him. “This didn’t
help. Naomi was angry that I didn’t take her to this party at
Rosebrook.”

Adam looked over the page. “Why didn’t you?”

“I just like to keep my life in Rosebrook
separate.”

Her dad stabbed a finger at the page. “Who’s this
pretty woman that you’re smiling at adoringly?”

“What? I am not,” Archie said defensively. “The
photographer just caught us in between bouts of arguments.”

“That not the famous Ashling, is it? The one who
annoys the life out of you at the Rosebrook office?”

“Have I mentioned her before?”

Her dad nodded.

“Well, yes. That’s the one. We got off on the wrong
foot, and it’s been acrimonious ever since.”

“Lovely looking girl.”

Archie didn’t want to talk any more about her and
said, “Shouldn’t you be getting ready for dinner?”

He looked at his watch and jumped up. “You’re
right.” He took his shirt off the hanger and put it and his tie on
quickly. “How do I look?”

“Handsome as always, Dad.”

Her father kept very fit and took care of himself.
The grey streaks in his hair only made him look more
distinguished.

“How is Stuart?”

Stuart had been going out with her dad longer than
anyone had in the past. She’d met him and liked him, but like her
own, her dad’s relationships never seemed to last.

“He’s well. I—I was thinking of asking him to move
in with me.”

“What? Really?” Archie said with surprise.

“Yes, I love him, and I’d like to share my life with
someone. You’ve got to grab happiness where you can. Life is short,
Archie.”

Archie was taken aback. No one had gotten that close
to her father or made him want to share his life. She got up and
said, “If he makes you happy, Dad, then I’m all for it.” She gave
her dad a hug.

He said, “Thanks. I hope you will find love someday,
Archie. Don’t judge relationships by me and your mum.”

That was easier said than done. Being brought up in
that horrible toxic marriage had left some deep scars on her
psyche, and she didn’t have the courage to face healing them.

“I love you, Dad.”


Chapter Two

Clementine undulated her hips as she straddled Fox’s
waist. Fox held Clementine’s buttocks in her hands and helped her
grind down deeply on her strap-on.

“Oh God, it’s too much.”

Clementine’s arms started to shake, as they always
did when her orgasm was close, especially when Fox was so deep
inside of her. Fox said, “You always say it’s too much, and it
never is. I’m always here.”

Clementine hastened her thrust, then went completely
still and let out a low primal groan. Fox loved to make her wife
feel like this.

Clementine fell forward onto Fox and kissed her.
“That was so good,” she breathed.

Fox held Clementine’s hips tightly, and within a few
thrusts a wave of orgasm swept from her groin to the tips of her
fingers and toes. “Jesus Christ.”

While Fox got her breath back, Clementine kissed
Evan on the nose. “We were supposed to be finalizing our packing,
Foxy.”

“Everyone needs a break. I say our honeymoon has
officially started.”

Clementine lifted herself off carefully and rolled
to the side. “Not till tomorrow it doesn’t. Besides, it’s been one
long honeymoon since we got married,” Clementine said.

Fox gave her a big grin. “It has, hasn’t it? It must
be fun being married to me.”

Clementine playfully pushed her, and then sat up
against the headboard. “You really are full of yourself, Foxy.”

Fox sat up beside her. “No, really, it takes a
special woman to be able to put up with my manic craziness.”

Clementine lifted Fox’s hand and kissed it. “There’s
no one better for the job than me.”

She looked around the Duke’s bedroom and sighed with
contentment. The months she had spent living back in her family
home, along with Evan, had been the happiest that she could
remember. Clementine had longed to be here her whole life, and now
through her love for Evan, she got to be duchess in her family seat
again.

When Fox bought her run-down home, she resented her
and everything Evan Fox did to the house, but she’d slowly realized
Evan was here for the long haul, and she began to fall in love.

Fox had a vision, a dream for Rosebrook, and
Clementine bought into that after a lifetime of resenting her
grandmother Isadora, who had similar dreams and lost the family
fortune. Now she and Fox both fulfilled so many dreams for the
community and had many more to bring to fruition.

“What are you thinking?” Fox asked.

“Thinking how happy I am and how happy the village
is that you came bouncing in like Tigger, with all your wonderful
ideas.”

“We’re making good progress, aren’t we? The original
tenants’ houses refurbished, the empty cottages done and new
tenants given their keys, the beach improved, and walkways made
safe—it’s all coming together, but still so much to do.”

“That’s the thing, Foxy. Work is never
finished.”

Fox furrowed her eyebrows. “You think I can’t finish
what I started?”

“No, it’s not like that. I mean an estate, a village
and all the land surrounding attached to a title, is never
finished. Since these lands and title were created, it’s been an
ongoing job, passed down from generation to generation. As duchess
I’m only a caretaker, making all the improvements I can, until my
heir, Lucy, inherits my title.”

“And lands, remember,” Fox said.

The title and the estate had been split apart when
Clementine’s father had to sell up due to mounting debts. Hundreds
of years of unbroken history came to an end. By Clementine’s
marriage to Fox, the estate and title had been reunited—but
temporarily.

Even if they had children together, Clementine
couldn’t pass on her title to them as only children conceived by
both parties in the marriage could inherit a title, something that
made Clementine angry but hopefully would change in coming
years.

Luckily, unless Clementine died before her elderly
cousin, his daughter Lucy would inherit, and a lovelier girl you
could not meet. She had come to stay with them for a holiday, and
both she and Fox fell in love with her.

Fox had insisted that the house go back with the
title, both in Rosebrook and in Thistleburn. She wanted everything
returned to the way it was before Isadora Fitzroy had to sell the
land. It really touched Clementine that someone would love her so
much and be willing to do that.

They had decided that if they had any children of
their own, their children would share the responsibility of the
family’s lands and be equally provided for, even if they couldn’t
have titles.

“But I’ll have lots of time to keep improving the
estate when we come back,” Clementine said.

“I’m not sure what we will be coming back to,” Fox
said. “Archie and Ash are brilliant individually, but together…not
team players.”

Clementine had an idea percolating in her mind and
she smiled at her partner. “How about we throw them into the water,
tied to each other, and see if they both come up for air?”

“I like the way your mind works, Your
Duchess-ship.”

 


* * *

 


“You’ll keep an eye on Agatha and Ada?” Clementine
said.

It was Sunday afternoon, and Ash and Clementine were
in the Rosebrook Trust office. They were going over all the duties
Ash would need to take responsibility for, while Clementine was
away. The former medieval banqueting hall was the oldest part of
the estate, and the only remaining building from the original
Rosebrook Castle.

“Of course I will. They are the closest I have to a
granny. Besides, I know Kay will be in to see them every day.”

Kay was Clementine’s best friend, and almost a big
sister to Ash, and always helped take care of the old women, Agatha
and Ada. Both
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