

  

     

  




Author’s Note


At the end of the nineteenth century and into the beginning of the twentieth, a new way of behaviour for Society was known as the ‘Eleventh Commandment’. This was – ‘thou shalt not be found out’.


As I have described in this book, a lady entertained an admirer at teatime when her husband was at his Club and was expected to stay there until it was time to dress for dinner.


Girls badly educated and kept in the background were not asked to stay in smart house parties, but were married off as quickly as possible.


After a young married woman had been faithful to her husband for about ten years and produced an heir, it was considered reasonable for her to have a discreet affaire de coeur as long as the ‘Eleventh Commandment’ was strictly observed.



  Chapter One ~ 1878

“It’s absolutely ridiculous!” Lady Wymonde asserted in a sharp voice.

At the same time she looked very lovely as she spoke, although her husband, scowling at the letter he held in his hand, did not notice.

Lord Wymonde, who was getting on for forty-five, was beginning to lose the trim figure he had when he was younger.

He was, however, still an excellent horseman and an acknowledged hard rider in the hunting field.

“It is no use arguing, Lucy,” he said. “Either we take Ina with us to Chale, or we do not go!”

“Now you are being absurd,” Lady Wymonde said angrily. “How can I ask Alice to have an unfledged schoolgirl in the kind of party she had arranged at Chale? You know as well as I do that your tiresome niece will be out of place.”

“Nevertheless she is my niece,” Lord Wymonde replied, “and that means you will have to chaperone her for the rest of the Season and see that she is invited to all the fashionable balls.”

“It’s intolerable that at thirty I should be a chaperone,” she countered, “I want to be dancing myself, not trying to find partners for some gauche and unattractive girl.”

They both knew that she was thirty-six last birthday, but great beauties were traditionally ageless and Lady Wymonde was undoubtedly one of the most outstanding beauties in all of London.

She would, in fact, have said that she was less than thirty, but their son, Rupert, was twelve, and as he was already at Eton, it was impossible to make him out to be any younger.

Lord Wymonde folded the letter and put it into his pocket.

“As the post has been delayed owing, I imagine, to the inefficiency of the French,” he said. “Ina will be arriving tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” Lady Wymonde’s voice rose in a shriek.

Almost gasping for breath she added,

“And you expect me, when I will not have a moment to myself all day, to meet her and make her respectable enough to go to Chale on Friday?”

“As I have already suggested, we can stay at home,” Lord Wymonde answered, “but doubtless your host would miss you.”

There was a note of sarcasm in his voice that Lady Wymonde noticed and it checked the angry words that were already forming on her lips.

George was easy-going and on the whole a complacent husband, but she knew that she dare not push him too far for, where his family pride was concerned, he could be very difficult.

That was why he was making a fuss about his niece and Lucy could think of nothing more infuriating at this moment when she was engaged in one of the most exciting and thrilling affaires de coeur she had ever known to be landed with a young girl.

She disliked girls, she always had. It was not only because they had the one thing that no amount of money could buy, which was youth but they were undoubtedly restrictive in a house party that was chosen for its sophistication and wit.

She knew only too well what a party at Chale entailed and, as this one was being given particularly for her, she had been very careful in her choice of the Marquis’s other guests.

“I want you at Chale,” he had said the other evening when they were sitting out at a ball given by the French Ambassador.

It was always difficult to talk privately, and even when the Marquis called on Lucy in the afternoons when George was at his Club, there were few times when she could contrive that no one else would be present.

“You know how much I want to talk to you alone,” he added.

Lucy allowed a small smile to part her exquisitely curved lips.

She knew exactly what he meant by ‘alone’. He wanted to kiss her and, Heaven knows, she wanted that and a great deal more.

She glanced at him from under her eyelashes and thought that never in all her years as an outstanding success had there ever been a man as attractive as the Marquis of Chale.

Usually Lucy was quite content to be admired, to be paid compliments and know that men were frustrated by her indifference which only made them desire her even more.

“You drive me mad! You are so cold and cruel,” they would say passionately. “How can I make you love me?”

How often Lucy had heard this and how often had she replied,

“You know I am fond of you, but – ”

There had always been that ‘but’ and if a man became too ardent, Lucy, while enjoying every moment of it, would always say wistfully,

“I have to be careful. George is very jealous.”

But with the Marquis everything had been different.

First of all she had sought him out.

The mere sight of him walking into the ballroom looking so tall, so handsome and so imperious and at the same time so bored, had made her feel very different from the way that she had ever felt about a man before.

When they danced together, she had known that he was mildly interested in her looks, but there was nothing especially eager in the way he put his hand on her small waist.

She had been well aware as they moved on the dance floor that his heart was not beating any quicker, while hers was behaving in a very unusual manner.

It had taken two months before he made the first overtures and during that time Lucy had almost despaired.

She tried every wile to intrigue and arouse him, but she had the feeling that he saw through all the little manoeuvres that had captured other men and recognised them for what they were.

Then at last, when Lucy was almost desperate, he had kissed her one afternoon when they were alone in her drawing room at teatime.

And it had ignited between them a flame that began to burn more brightly every time they met

To Lucy it was a revelation because those who had found her cold were entirely right in their supposition.

She was a cold woman, interested only in herself and her beauty, and not moved by anyone else’s suffering except for her own.

But with the Marquis it was different and, because she knew agonisingly that he was six years younger than she was, she scrutinised her face in the mirror, looking for every tiny line that might become a wrinkle and for every surplus ounce on her beautiful body that might be the forerunner of middle age.

‘I am young, I am young!’ Lucy told herself every morning.

She felt as if she could will her body into the lissom slenderness she had had when she was seventeen and had left the schoolroom to find to her astonishment that she was beautiful.

Her fame had not, of course, come overnight. She had to wait a year until she was married to George

It was then as Lady Wymonde that she had taken Society by storm.

She learnt to dress and she learnt to say amusing things in her obviously contrived musical voice

Most of all she realised that by looking beautiful and cold she made men flock to her side determined, with a conceit that existed in every one of them, that they would melt the ‘Ice Maiden’.

They failed and Lucy had begun to believe that she was, in fact, apart from most women who admitted, in the secrecy of their boudoirs, that love was something they yearned for and desired.

“I hate men who want to touch me and maul me about. I find it extremely tiresome,” Lucy had said to her three most intimate friends.

“You cannot be serious,” one of them exclaimed.

“But I am,” Lucy insisted. “When I know that a man is in love with me I enjoy the swimmy look in his eyes, but quite frankly, I do not wish him to kiss me.”

“Lucy, you cannot be telling the truth!”

“I am.”

 “Then you are unnatural,” a woman who was a little older than the rest said sharply.

Lucy had not minded.

She knew what she wanted and was determined to get it. It was simply to have a position in Society that was unassailable, frequent invitations to Marlborough House and, of course, the knowledge that no party could be a success unless she was there.

Then she had met the Marquis of Chale and he had turned her little world upside down.

‘I suppose this is love,’ Lucy said to herself at first incredulously.

Then, as the Marquis had proved himself to be more elusive than she herself had ever been, she knew that the ice was melting and it was a decidedly frustrating sensation.

But she had won! She had won! 

The Marquis was now pursuing her and the first major step had been when he said that he wanted to give a party at Chale for her.

Of course she had been there before.

Alice, the mother of the Marquis, was an old friend who contrived to make her parties a success by inviting distinguished, rich and famous men with the most beautiful women in England as entertainment.

The mixture was sufficient to ensure that anyone who was asked to Chale considered it a privilege apart from the fact that the house itself was fantastic.

It was enormous, comfortable and made the guests feel as if they had stepped into a dream Palace where there were a hundred genii waiting to grant them their slightest wish.

“How do you manage to make everything run so smoothly, Alice?” Lucy had once asked the Dowager Marchioness.

She had laughed.

“I can tell you in two words, Lucy. Organisation and money!”

It was this sort of remark that invariably evoked screams of laughter and Lucy had thought how she would give anything in the world to be the Chatelaine of Chale.

Not that there was any possibility of that happening, unless George had a fatal accident, or apoplexy from drinking too much port.

Even so, Lucy told herself, it would not be easy to make the Marquis marry her.

For one thing she was quite certain he was not the marrying type, although sooner or later he would need to have a son and heir.

But that was something that Lucy had no wish to give him, although she thought that she might make the effort, if it was a question of marriage.

After Rupert had been born, the heir to the title that George was exceedingly proud of, Lucy had said, 

“No, more!”

“I think it important for us to have more than one child,” George had insisted.

“Important or not,” Lucy had replied, “I have no intention of spoiling my figure.”

She had known that George was disappointed as his first wife, who had died five years before he married again, had been unable to have any children.

But Lucy told herself that she had done her duty and no man should ask for more especially when his wife was as beautiful as she was.

The Marquis would, of course, want an heir. What man did not hanker after having a son to succeed him?

But Lucy was determined that she would not think of his marriage, unless it was to herself, for a very very long time.

‘We will be very happy,’ she thought reassuringly.

She knew as she glanced at herself in the mirror that no man could ask for anyone more beautiful or more alluring than she was at this moment.

Love had given her face a new radiance. It had also softened her eyes and perhaps her features.

She had always been every man’s ideal of an English rose. 

Her hair was the gold of ripening corn, her eyes the blue of a summer sky and her skin very white. There was just a touch of pink in her cheeks, while her lips, as dozens of men had told her, were made for kisses.

“I am beautiful, beautiful!” Lucy had exclaimed when she awoke this morning. “And, when I am with the Marquis at Chale, then the last barrier between us will fall and I will have him where I want him – at my feet!”

She preened herself a little in the mirror that reflected her as she sat back against her lace-edged pillows in the large bedroom where the windows overlooked Hyde Park.

‘I love you!’

She could almost hear the Marquis saying the words in his deep voice, which had the power to move her even when he made the most commonplace remark.

When she rose and dressed with the help of two lady’s maids, she felt as if she was moving to music.

And now George had spoilt everything!

Not only was it infuriating to have to take another guest with her to Chale, but that it should be a young girl made it worse.

It was not a question of her being a rival. It was not that which Lucy feared. 

It was that Ina would be completely out of place in what was to be her party.

And George, instead of paying attention to the attractive Mrs. Marshall, who she had chosen particularly for him, would be dribbling over his niece because she was ‘family’.

Lucy wanted to scream at the annoyance that the whole idea was causing her.

Then she remembered that was not the way to manage George.

With an effort she forced herself to walk across the room towards him, put both her hands on the lapels of his coat and look up at him appealingly.

“Please, George, let’s make other arrangements for your niece,” she begged. “You know how much I am looking forward to being at Chale and in a party that will consist of many of our dearest friends. A young girl would be so out of place.”

Because she looked so lovely when she was pleading with him, she thought for a moment from the expression in her husband’s eyes that he was going to give in to her.

Then he said,

“When we are at Chale, you will have your new admirer to run your errands. So tell him to invite someone young to keep Ina company.”

Now there was a note in his voice that told Lucy that George was jealous and she had been very stupid not to anticipate that he might be so where the Marquis was concerned.

She was aware that George had tolerated with a kind of amused contempt the other men who were quite obviously infatuated with her, but whom she had always kept at arm’s length.

She had never imagined that he would be perceptive enough to realise that the Marquis was different.

But now she knew that she had underestimated him and she would have to be very careful not to upset him so much that he made it difficult for her ever to be alone with the Marquis or even to see him.

She remembered uncomfortably that George had always been very intolerant of the affaires de coeur in which practically every one of their friends were deeply engaged.

“The whole palaver is damned undignified, if you ask me,” he had said once.

On another occasion when the scandal about the wife of one of his particular cronies had been the talk of his Club, he had said,

“If she was my wife, I would give her a damned good hiding, take her to the country and make her stay there!”

Lucy had laughed.

“You sound like a caveman, George. It is out of date to be so primitive.”

“A man must protect his good name,” George replied.

Looking down at her now, he said,

“I am not going to argue any further, Lucy. We will arrange for Ina to come to Chale with us or we will all go home. The garden will be looking beautiful at this time of the year.”

Lucy knew as he spoke that he was longing to be at their house in Sussex, which was partially closed up during the Season.

She had always known that George really disliked London, apart from being able to meet his friends at his Club or attend the horse sales at Tattersalls.

He always grew disagreeable when it was time to open their house in Park Lane and take up most of the servants from the country to augment the skeleton staff that was kept in London during the hunting and shooting seasons.

To Lucy London was her idea of Heaven and she felt in the country that she was wasting precious days, hours and minutes when there were few men to admire her beauty.

She was also well aware that for them a good day’s hunting or a bag of a thousand pheasants was more attractive than she was.

Because she would have been very foolish if she had not read the danger signals in George’s attitude, she said quickly,

“If it means so much to you, dearest, of course Ina must come to Chale. I am sure that you will look after her and see that she does not feel out of it.”

She saw the surprise in her husband’s eyes that she was being so amenable and she gave him a smile that one admirer described as being ‘like the sun coming through the clouds on a dark day’.

“I thought you would see sense,” Lord Wymonde said a little heavily.

He put his arms round his wife, drew her to him and kissed her cheek.

With an effort she prevented herself from telling him not to crease her gown and after a second stepped out of his reach.

“You must make all the arrangements about meeting this child,” she said, “but I think it is unlikely that we can provide her with any suitable clothes for the occasion, unless she is the same size as I am.”

As she spoke, Lucy was thinking of the wardrobes filled with gowns that reposed on the second floor.

She had meant for some time to send a great number of them away to her poorer relations who received a parcel or sometimes a trunk of Lucy’s discarded garments from time to time.

They all wrote enthusiastic letters of thanks, which made Lucy feel that she was being extremely charitable.

It never struck her for one moment that the cousins she patronised in this manner were either a good deal older than she was herself or lived in the wilds of Wales.

They therefore had little or no use for elaborate ball gowns, cut low and embroidered with diamanté or creations that had drawn everybody’s eyes at Ascot and which, because they had been so special, could not be worn again.

Thinking that that problem was disposed of Lucy went to her desk and sat down to write a letter to the Marquis.

In a secret drawer which only she had a key to, there lay a number of letters written to her over the years, sometimes imploring, sometimes angry and accusing, but so far there were regrettably few from the Marquis.

Because she wanted to see them, she took them out and realised as she read them that he had said nothing that George could not have read without suspicion or anyone else who might be interested.

For a moment she felt almost as if she had received a shock.

Then she remembered that the Marquis had not written to her since that long kiss that had left them both breathing a little quicker and Lucy’s heart thumping in her breast.

‘He loves me and he will love me a great deal more before I have finished,’ she told herself reassuringly and started her letter to him.

*

The Marquis opened it the following day at breakfast.

He noticed vaguely and without very much interest that Lucy’s writing paper was thick and creamy with the Wymonde crest engraved above the address and that her handwriting was extremely elegant and the capitals beautifully shaped.

The Marquis read what the letter contained and then when he had finished breakfast went upstairs to his mother’s suite.

There was a large Dower House on the estate waiting for the Marchioness when her son married and she relinquished her position as Mistress of Chale.

She always said that she would enjoy living in the smaller house and not having so many responsibilities.

Actually this was untrue.

The Marchioness had never liked the idea of being relegated to the position of Dowager. Having reigned as Queen, or rather as Empress, over the Kingdom that centred round such a magnificent Palace as Chale, she had no wish to retire.

What was more like Lucy the Marchioness wanted to remain young and for very much the same reason.

Alice Chale also had in her youth been a beauty, but unlike Lucy she was dark with perfect features and her dark slanting eyes gave her an air of mystery that Queen Victoria thought slightly reprehensible.

Men found her irresistible and the young Marchioness of Chale had broken hearts strewn around her, which had aroused envy, hatred and malice in the breasts of all her contemporaries.

She had swept through life, however, with an imperiousness that had made her ignore criticism and find those who disliked her as beneath her notice.

It was only when the Marquis died and her position at Court was not so important as it had been that she began to realise that she was growing old and there was not such a large circle of admirers as there had been in the past.

They had dispersed because of age and marriage and, although the Marchioness would not care to admit it, they preferred pursuing younger women.

It was also obvious that, where before she had had the choice of dozens of lovers, she would now have to concentrate on a chosen few.

These had gradually been whittled down to one man who was prepared to offer her his devotion and live a very comfortable life in the process.

The Marquis thought of them as his mother’s ‘tame cats’ and was quite prepared to tolerate them if it made her happy.

To him it was very much the same as her having a lapdog like a pug or a King Charles spaniel.

He thought that their impact on Chale was rather less than the sporting dogs that he always had at his heels.

The ;lapdog’ at the moment who kept the Marchioness company wherever she went was Harry Trevelyn.

A man of nearly forty he had been a hanger-on to the rich all his life, paying his way by being a near-perfect guest who would do anything asked of him.

He danced well, played a good game of bridge, was proficient at billiards and could always be relied on to make himself pleasant to the most disagreeable old Dowager or the plainest woman.

He was also someone to talk to, to rely on and who never failed to make the Marchioness feel that she was still beautiful.

Because she was determined to remain so, if only in Harry’s eyes, she took great care of herself.

For one thing she never appeared at Chale or at any of her son’s other houses until, as she said, ‘the day was well aired’.

At about noon exquisitely and expensively gowned, her hair arranged by a skilled lady’s maid and her face discreetly made up, she would come downstairs looking very like the portraits of her that were to be found in every room where she and her husband had habitually sat during his lifetime.

He had fallen in love with her because she was beautiful and to him she had always looked exactly the same as she had when she was seventeen.

She had been married before her eighteenth birthday, which was why she was able quite convincingly to declare that fifty was only the youth of old age.

The Marquis knocked on his mother’s door in the South wing, which contained the most comfortable and sunny rooms in the house.

It was opened by a lady’s maid who curtseyed at the sight of him.

“Good morning, Rose.”

“Good morning, my Lord.”

The Marquis walked past her into the large bedroom, where in the huge bed under a canopy decorated with cupids, the Marchioness was reading the newspapers.

She quickly took off her glasses because she hated to be seen in them, and smiled as her son crossed the room to kiss the hand she held out to him.

“Good morning, Mama.”

“Good morning, my dearest. You are early today.”

“I am riding out to Ponders End to see the houses I am building there,” the Marquis explained, “but that is not what I came to see you about.”

“What is it?”

The Marchioness was thinking as she asked the question how handsome her son was and how very like his father at the same age.

They were both tall and broad-shouldered and had clear-cut features that were unmistakably English.

Unusually perceptive, for she was not a very imaginative woman, the Marchioness thought that lately her son had been seeming bored and dissatisfied in a way that it was hard to describe.

“Lucy Wymonde wants to bring George’s niece with her on Friday.”

“Niece!” the Marchioness exclaimed. “I did not know he had one.”

Then before the Marquis could reply she added,

“But of course! It must be Roland Monde’s daughter.” 

The Marquis waited, knowing his mother was working it out in her mind and that, with her retentive memory, she was better than any Debrett’s Peerage or Who’s Who when it was a question of placing a member of someone’s family in the right category.

“Roland died last year when he was living abroad,” the Marchioness went on, “and his wife died several years ago. That means the girl is an orphan.”

“Lucy speaks as if she is going to live with them,” the Marquis commented.

His mother laughed.

“Poor Lucy! She will hate that. She had no partiality for girls.”

“I am not surprised.”

“And yet,” his mother answered, “they soon turn into the beautiful sophisticated women you find so fascinating.” 

There was no doubt that there was an innuendo in her words and the Marquis laughed.

OEBPS/Fonts/Crimson-Bold.otf


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/Crimson-Roman.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/Crimson-Italic.otf


