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  A Battle for Love




  The butler then announced,




  “The Marquis of Darincourt, my Lady.”




  The Marquis was not surprised that Charlotte was obviously waiting for him.




  She turned round from the window where she was standing to hurry towards him.




  She held out her hand and he kissed it gracefully before he began,




  “You look very beautiful, Charlotte, and I think that you know why I have come here to see you this afternoon.”




  He felt that he was being slightly precipitate.




  At the same time it seemed unnecessary to utter a number of unimportant words before coming to the point.




  To his surprise Charlotte took her hand from his.




  She turned away to walk towards the mantelpiece.




  As she did so, the Marquis could see the perfection of her figure and the graceful way she moved.




  He followed behind her slowly and, on reaching the fireplace, Charlotte turned round to face him.




  The Marquis realised that she was behaving a little strangely and he asked her,




  “What is troubling you?  You don’t seem as pleased to see me as I had hoped.”




  “I have something to tell you.”




  He thought that her voice seemed a little uneasy.
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  “Love is always with you. Love never leaves you. From the highest mountain to the bowels of the earth love is always at your side.




  And in your many lives yet to come love will always be following you.”


  Barbara Cartland




  





  CHAPTER ONE ~ 1819




  The Marquis of Darincourt drove his phaeton with a flourish out of London.




  He was well aware that every pedestrian he passed stopped and stared as he flashed past them.




  The two horses that he had purchased at Tattersall’s Salerooms were superb and matched each other perfectly.




  The special phaeton, that he had designed himself, was yellow with black wheels and quite the smartest one in the whole of St James’s Street.




  The Marquis himself was well worth looking at too.




  He was very handsome and in his looks and in his behaviour he lived up to his nickname, which was ‘Darin the Daring’.




  He had earned it when he was plain Captain Clive Darin in the Army.




  He would undertake any mission however difficult and risky and yet he had succeeded in remaining alive.




  The Marquis was today setting off on what was to him a new mission.




  It was unlike anything that he had done before.




  He had decided to be married.




  He had been aware ever since the War was over, and he was moving around as one of the more celebrated bachelors in the whole of the Beau Monde, that he would eventually have to take a wife.




  He himself had been an only son.




  He was well aware that his father before he died and all his relations had been terrified that he would be killed on the battlefield.




  He had thought to himself at the time that he would have to marry as it would be a great pity if the Darincourt name, which had played its part in British history all down the ages, should come to an end.




  The Marquisate, which had been created a hundred years before, was an additional glory and it was something which should not be lost.




  The Marquis was well aware of the importance of his position, his great wealth and his good looks.




  It meant that there was not a debutante who was not striving to attract his attention or an ambitious Mama who was not praying that he would become her son-in-law.




  It had not made him conceited, just slightly cynical.




  He felt at the back of his mind he would like to be married for himself rather than for his possessions and his contemporaries would laugh at him for being sentimental.




  At the same time he was an avid reader.




  He had therefore often thought that he would like to search for true love as it had been sought for in the past.




  He had been very impressed by the poems written by Lord Byron. 




  He, of course, knew him as they both belonged to the same Club, which was White’s in St. James’s.




  The Marquis on his return from the War to England then spent a considerable amount of time with exceedingly attractive and sophisticated married women.




  They were only too willing to receive him secretly when their husbands were away in the country.




  They were definitely of the Beau Monde and yet the Marquis found that they behaved like the French cocottes he had known in Paris.




  That was while he was in France with the Army of Occupation.




  Now not only his grandmother but several of his relations were begging him, almost on their knees, to take a wife.




  He had looked at the debutantes and thought that he had discovered a perfect pearl amongst them.




  Lady Charlotte Warde was the only daughter of the Earl of Langwarde and was most undoubtedly the greatest beauty of the younger generation.




  She had been a top debutante the previous year and Lady Charlotte had received, the Marquis was told, dozens of proposals of marriage.




  Almost every eligible bachelor had laid his heart at her feet and she had refused them all.




  It meant, the Marquis had supposed, that she was waiting to fall in love.




  He had first met Lady Charlotte Warde at a ball.




  When he had danced with her, he thought that her great beauty was even more outstanding than it had been described to him.




  She had almost classic features.  Her skin was as white as marble and soft as a rose petal.




  She was very sure of herself and therefore amusing and fun and she was not too shy occasionally to utter a double entendre or a provocative reply to a question.




  By the third time the Marquis met her there was no doubt in his mind that she would grace the end of the table at Darincourt Hall and would also undoubtedly be the most beautiful Peeress at the Opening of Parliament.




  He danced with her at several other balls.




  They daringly sat out in the garden at Devonshire House under the trees ornamented with magic lanterns.




  When the Marquis kissed Lady Charlotte, she did not resist him and then he found that the eagerness of her lips aroused him.




  ‘What am I waiting for?’ he had asked himself that night when he retired to bed.




  The following day his grandmother had once again beseeched him to remember that there must be an heir to the Marquisate of Darincourt.




  The Marquis then told himself that she was right and he was unlikely to find anyone more beautiful than Lady Charlotte.




  He was certain that when she was a little older she would be an amiable and successful hostess and that was important for the parties that he intended to give both in the country and in London.




  Having made up his mind, he sent a note to Lady Charlotte.




  He told her that he would call on her the following Wednesday at three o’clock.




  He thought that would give him time to have an early luncheon in London and then he would drive to the Earl’s country house at the time he had mentioned.




  He thought to save time and all the uncomfortable discussions he would buy an engagement ring and take it with him.




  He chose one ring he felt particularly attractive.




  It consisted of one large cabochon pearl, which the jeweller told him was one of the most perfect examples he had ever seen and it was encircled by diamonds.




  The Marquis thought that he would explain to Lady Charlotte why he had decided to give her a pearl rather than a traditional diamond solitaire.




  She would understand the compliment that he was paying her.




  The ring was now securely in his waistcoat pocket and thinking of her made him drive a little faster.




  He was planning as he travelled along, how soon the marriage would take place.  And where he would take his bride for their honeymoon.




  He had been abroad far too long and so it would be much more pleasant, he thought, to stay somewhere quiet and romantic in England.




  Although Lady Charlotte was nineteen, the Marquis felt sure that she was innocent and pure.




  She would know very little about love and it would be exciting to teach her about it.




  There was one thing that he was completely assured about.




  It was that he would be welcomed whole-heartedly by the Earl of Langwarde.  He was well-known to be such a tremendous snob that he was laughed at behind his back.




  It was therefore equally well-known why all Lady Charlotte’s suitors had been sent away abruptly with a flea in their ear.  They were not in the least important enough to be the Earl’s son-in-law.




  No one, the Marquis knew only too well, could say that about him.




  He was quite certain that the Earl would insist on an extremely grand Wedding.  The Prince Regent would be present and at least half the Peerage.




  It was not a long way to drive to the Earl’s house.




  Large and very imposing it had been rebuilt in the reign of Queen Anne and it stood in a thousand acres of fine agricultural land.




  The Marquis was aware that the pheasant shooting in the autumn was reported to be good.  But it would not rival what he could provide at Darincourt for his friends.




  The Marquis turned in at two large iron gates.




  He felt as he did so that the drive itself was very picturesque and the house at the end of it was outstanding.  However, it did not eclipse or even equal Darincourt.




  It was recognised as one of the most famous and beautiful ancestral homes in the whole country.




  He was expected, so he drew up his horses outside the front door and two grooms were waiting to take charge of his horses.




  The Marquis, unlike most of his friends, preferred driving alone.  He found it rather tiresome always to have a groom with him.  Of course one was essential on his long journeys or if he had to stop at a Posting inn.




  Now, as the two grooms ran to his horses’ heads, he stepped down from the phaeton having secured his reins.




  He walked up to the steps to the front door which had been already opened by a footman.




  An aging butler bowed politely.




  “Good afternoon, my Lord. Her Ladyship’s waiting for you in the drawing room.”




  The Marquis handed his tall hat and driving gloves to another footman.




  Then, smoothing is hair into place, he followed the butler who was going ahead.




  The Marquis had visited Langwarde Hall before.




  He was aware that the drawing room was unique because every piece of furniture was correct to the period of when the house had been built.




  As well it was, with its soft pink curtains, a perfect background for the lovely Charlotte.  It framed her fair hair and exquisitely chiselled features.




  The butler then announced,




  “The Marquis of Darincourt, my Lady.”




  The Marquis was not surprised that Charlotte was obviously waiting for him.




  She turned round from the window where she was standing to hurry towards him.




  She held out her hand and he kissed it gracefully before he began,




  “You look very beautiful, Charlotte, and I think that you know why I have come here to see you this afternoon.”




  He felt that he was being slightly precipitate.




  At the same time it seemed unnecessary to utter a number of unimportant words before coming to the point.




  To his surprise Charlotte took her hand from his.




  She turned away to walk towards the mantelpiece.




  As she did so, the Marquis could see the perfection of her figure and the graceful way she moved.




  He followed behind her slowly and, on reaching the fireplace, Charlotte turned round to face him.




  The Marquis realised that she was behaving a little strangely and he asked her,




  “What is troubling you?  You don’t seem as pleased to see me as I had hoped.”




  “I have something to tell you.”




  He thought that her voice seemed a little uneasy.




  “What is it?” he enquired.




  For a moment she was silent and then she replied,




  “I am afraid it may upset you, but I have promised to marry the Duke of Nottingham.”




  The Marquis stared at her as if he could not believe his ears.




  “The Duke of Nottingham?” he repeated.




  He knew that the Duke, who had come into the title last year, was not yet twenty-one.




  He had met him a few times in White’s Club since he returned to London and he had thought him a rather dull and unpolished young man who would doubtless improve with age.




  He had not for one moment thought that there was any competition from him where Charlotte was concerned.




  He had actually, now he thought about it, seen her dance once with the Duke.




  He remembered he had sat beside her at a luncheon party her father had given for her last week at his house in London.




  But that Lady Charlotte should marry the Duke, or anyone except himself, left him speechless for the moment.




  It was as if he had been struck by a cannonball.




  “I am sorry, Clive, if this hurts you,” Charlotte was saying, “and perhaps I should have stopped you coming here today, but I wanted to tell you the news myself.”




  The Marquis’s lips tightened for a moment and then he asked,




  “When did you decide to marry Nottingham rather than me?”




  The question seemed to ring out between them and it was almost as if he was insisting on her answering him.




  Charlotte replied faintly,




  “He proposed to me – two days ago.”




  “And you decided, or rather your father decided for you, that it was more prestigious for you to be a Duchess than a Marchioness.”




  Now the words came from the Marquis’s lips like the crack of a whip.




  Charlotte turned her head away from him.




  “There is no point in us discussing it,” she said.  “I intend to marry Derek and I am sorry if you are upset.”




  The Marquis thought that it would be undignified for him to say anything more.




  Most certainly not what he was thinking.




  He turned round sharply and walked to the door.




  When he reached it and stopped, he said,




  “My good wishes, Charlotte, and, of course, I hope you will be happy.”




  The way he spoke made it very clear that he was speaking sarcastically.  There was a note of anger behind his words.




  Then he walked into the hall.




  He took his hat and his gloves from a footman and, running quickly down the steps, climbed into his phaeton.




  He threw a guinea tip to the grooms who had held the horses for him.  Then, turning them round, he started back down the drive.




  He was so angry that he could not for the moment express his feelings even to himself.




  It was not that emotionally he minded losing Lady Charlotte.




  That he himself had been deceived, very skilfully, into thinking that she was in love with him was intolerable.




  She had always spoken to him with a throb in her voice that told him she found him exciting.
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