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About the Book


In the days of good King Teddy,  when only ladies’ corsets were strait-laced, the Edwardian upper classes knew how to handle their affairs.  But Viridia, the new Lady Parker, has not yet learned the meaning of discretion.  In her cosy love-nest in Peacham Place, the voluptuous hostess is always at home and gentlemen-callers are received with open arms.


With her perfect hour-glass figure and an insatiable appetite for erotic diversion, wealthy young Viridia becomes a bosom friend to many – including the fortune-hunting Bertilla Sayer.  But unless she learns to play by the rules, the naïve and beautiful Viridia may soon find herself stripped of all her assets.



Chapter 1



Viridia Sotherby heard voices outside the library door and her angelic, pretty face creased in a frown of annoyance.

There was agitated movement under her froth of petticoats and her grey silk tea-gown.

‘Be still, Alfred,’ commanded Viridia, turning a page of her novel. ‘You’ll be safe if you stay as you are between my thighs.’

Sinking lower in the deep library chair, Viridia spread her knees wider, wishing her cotton drawers were discarded altogether. They were an encumbrance around her dainty ankles.

She listened again. She could hear her father, Hartley Sotherby, blustering angrily as he called her name.

‘Viridia!’

The grey silk skirt rustled in apprehensive disquiet.

‘Stop it, Alfred!’ She tapped a hump under her skirts with her book.

‘But, Miss Viridia . . .’ Alfred, the hapless young man beneath the elegant skirts made a murmur of protest.

‘Father will not find you under there.’ A note of irritation was creeping into Viridia’s melodious voice. She was madly in love with Alfred Montmorency, her father’s under-footman.

Beneath her several white cotton petticoats and the fullness of her pearl-grey silk skirt, Viridia’s drawers were unlaced and pushed down over the rounded beauty of her hips and buttocks. The tightly laced corsets enhanced the willowy waist and thrust the porcelain whiteness of her belly outwards in a gesture of invitation to the burrowing Alfred.

Viridia sighed contentedly, unable to concentrate upon a word of the quite delightful novel she was attempting to read. For a servant, Alfred had the lightest, most delicate touch, which could transport her to heaven and back.

‘Viridia!’ Hartley Sotherby’s voice boomed through the vastness of Hadham Grange. ‘Drat the girl! Only this morning I warned her to be ready to receive you.’

Lord Hewitt Parker, thought Viridia, giving herself up to the pleasures which Alfred was initiating. His hand cupped the plump silkiness of her mound while a thick middle finger grazed the pouting heat of her rosebud.

‘Ah were supposed to be at door to take Lord Parker’s coat,’ mumbled Alfred. His fear of dismissal lessened by his duties under Viridia’s skirts.

The lovely young lady squirmed under the servant’s skilled hand as his fingers traced the margins of the young mistress’s triangle, feeling its plump firmness, decorated by silky chestnut curls which he twined around his trembling digits.

Viridia could feel her breasts swelling over her upper corset. The nipples felt as hard as dried peas, hot and painful against the cotton of her under-bodice. If father was to burst in upon them, he would surely know that something was up by the swollen pips bursting under the tight grey silk.

‘Oh, Alfred!’ gasped Viridia, her novel trembling in her milk-white hands. ‘Wrap your eager lips around my clitty before I scream in an agony of frustration!’

The under-footman, crouching under his mistress’s voluminous skirts, pressed open the velvety labia to fully reveal the heated hardness of the young bud. In the darkness made by the tent of female clothing, he could smell the musk of his lover’s excitement.

Beyond the library door there was a babble of voices and the sound of footsteps on the Italian marble floor, but the two young people were too much engrossed in each other to take a great deal of interest.

‘I am sure Viridia will be with us immediately,’ said Mr Sotherby.

‘Of course,’ cooed Maud Sotherby, Viridia’s mother. ‘I’m positive I saw her walking towards the summerhouse with one of her books.’ The lady gave a tinkling laugh. ‘Our daughter is a great one for books, is that not so, Hartley my dear?’

Mr Sotherby huffed and puffed at this statement. ‘It is not knowledge she pursues among the pages,’ he added hastily, giving his wife a warning glare, ‘but romance. A woman with too much knowledge is dangerous in my opinion.’

‘Quite,’ agreed their guest, Lord Hewitt Parker. ‘These suffragettes are causing no end of trouble in town. Before we know it we’ll have ’em running riot in Hertfordshire.’

‘Quite,’ repeated Mr Sotherby.

‘Shall we go into the drawing room?’ interrupted Maud Sotherby. Her mind was open when it came to giving her sex the vote, just as her drawers had been open for Mr Marshall, the Sotherby’s butler, that very morning.

The Sotherbys and Lord Hewitt Parker repaired to the drawing room, a pleasant chamber overlooking a stretch of lawn ending in a stand of ancient yew trees. The room was elegantly furnished and a log fire burned in the huge grate to stave off the March chill. Weak spring sunshine streamed through the long windows.

‘Do make yourself comfortable, Lord Parker,’ said Maud.

Lord Parker plumped heavily into a capacious armchair, trying to conceal the anger which boiled inside his broad chest. He placed his hands upon spread knees, rubbing the rough tweed.

Darn the girl, he thought, a frown lingering on his ruddy features. Admittedly, it was expected that he should marry and the Good Lord knew that the Parker estates needed the money which marriage to this upstart would bring, but he had Milly, the scullery maid, waiting for him in one of the barns and Ena, his parlourmaid, waiting for him in one of the attics. And now this wretched merchant-banker’s daughter hadn’t got the decency to grace his presence at the appointed time.

He sighed, feeling a stir in his tweed-clad trousers, as he thought of the comely Ena and the willing Milly, lying with milk-white thighs apart as they waited.

Another sigh escaped his handsome, parted lips. The things one had to do to save one’s heritage for posterity. The heir and the spare must be produced and there must be funds to save the estates.

Maud Sotherby, perched delicately on a prayer chair which she had stitched in petit point with her own fair hands, tried to smile at her guest. Poor Viridia, she thought unhappily. She was sure her pretty daughter would not be happy with this huge fellow, peer of the realm though he might be. She cast a glance at her husband, who was determined that his daughter should be titled.

‘Viridia was not presented at Court, of course, because dear King Edward was so ill,’ excused Maud.

‘Ah, yes,’ murmured Lord Parker, ‘the appendicitis.’

Maud smoothed her lavender silk afternoon-dress over her splendid thighs. ‘Such a shame the Coronation and, of course, the Season was postponed.’ She smiled, hoping that it was a gracious expression and wishing that Viridia would appear. ‘That is why we were so pleased to be invited to Tranby Croft where we were able to meet delightful people such as yourself.’

‘Quite,’ added Hartley Sotherby enthusiastically.

And buy a title for your dratted daughter, thought Lord Parker. Still one does need funds for the stables, not to mention the bridge games with His Majesty.

Poor Viridia, thought Maud again. I must remember to take the dear girl aside and teach her the real ways of the world.

‘Are you going to ring for tea or not?’ asked Hartley Sotherby testily.

‘Oh, goodness!’ gasped Maud. ‘I’d quite forgotten. I was carried away with thoughts of losing my girl.’

You haven’t lost her yet, thought Lord Parker, his mind drifting to his own estate. Ena and Milly would be entirely free of corsets and drawers. He made sure of that. A mere lift of the skirts and a beautiful expanse of feminine form was his for the taking. A painful stirring began in his loins. A stiffening of the staff of life was difficult to conceal when it was a full eight inches in length with a girth which could not be encircled by his own fingers. He winced as he crossed his legs, trying to disguise the monster.

The door opened and all three looked up expectantly. Lord Parker, his pole grating upon his flies, hoped fervently that he would not be required to stand and greet the young lady, for then his embarrassment would be discovered. His fears, however, were unfounded. Marshall, the butler, followed by Opal, the parlourmaid, entered with a tea-trolley laden with delicacies.

He failed to see the intimate look which passed between Maud and Marshall. Perhaps if he had perceived it, it would have allayed his fears that his jolly nights and fun-filled days were to end with his impending marriage.

‘Will you be partaking of China or Indian, my Lord?’ asked Opal politely.

Lord Parker looked up at the girl. She had merry blue eyes with an inviting twinkle. His gaze drifted down to take in pouting breasts and a neat little waist which flared out, most enticingly, to quite adorable hips.

‘Indian, I think,’ he replied, looking into the merry orbs. ‘Prefer the stronger taste.’

‘Indeed, sir,’ said the girl pertly, pouring the hot dark liquid from a silver pot.

Marshall was handing his mistress a plate. ‘Pork roll?’ he invited.

Lord Parker thought he noticed Maud Sotherby snigger into her lace handkerchief, but was sure he must be mistaken for his hostess gave the impression of being pretty, in a faded manner, but prim. The rosebud mouth was pursed beneath a tip-tilted nose, lifted in a permanent expression of disdain. Her eyes, however, were dark and lustrous, fringed by lashes which fluttered sweetly when she raised her eyes from a modest, downcast position.

‘Rubber’s up,’ said Hartley Sotherby as he took a dainty cucumber sandwich.

‘What say?’ asked Lord Parker, looking bemused. Was the man referring to those uncomfortable appliances introduced for purpose of birth control?

Hartley Sotherby tapped The Times. ‘British India Rubber Company. The shares. Doing damned well.’

Marshall took his leave, but Opal stood by the large tea-trolley should she be required to hand round further refreshment.

What was the man burbling about now? thought Lord Parker. Shares? Is that all he could discuss? Finance? Money? He gritted his teeth in annoyance. Horses. Now that was a subject in which Hewitt Parker could show interest. Or women. He looked up at Opal’s comely body. Beautiful breasts, he noticed. Firm and rounded. His hands twitched at the thought. He could almost feel them; heavy and solid in his fingers with the nipples hard as cherry stones, waiting to be sucked by loving lips. His gaze drifted down to the swell of the maid’s buttocks under the black taffeta of her best uniform dress. When she moved, the material made a satisfying rustle.

Don’t think about it, he chided himself, or the future of the Parker family could be at stake. His loins were once more becoming heated under the tweed and he was forced to cross his legs, albeit painfully, and drag his gaze from the statuesque Opal.

‘Ah, yes,’ he said, trying to sound knowledgeable. ‘India rubber.’

‘Got some?’ prompted Mr Sotherby.

‘Beg pardon?’ Lord Parker’s mind switched from the painful pole between his legs and the rubber tubes which the lower orders were advised to use when the sexual urge came upon them.

‘Rubber shares, man. Rubber shares.’

‘Well, no, actually,’ admitted Lord Parker.

‘Buy!’ advised Mr Sotherby, in a tone which was almost a command.

‘Now, Hartley,’ reproved Maud. ‘Perhaps Lord Parker doesn’t take your interest in shares.’

‘Nonsense!’ bellowed Sotherby. ‘Everyone takes an interest in shares.’ He tapped The Times once more, frowning in deep thought. ‘Tea?’ he said at last.

Lord Parker brightened. All this talk of shares was depressing. He wanted to get the whole beastly business of the marriage over. With a handsome dowry in his coffers he would be delighted to discuss investments of his choice: good fillies, a couple of stud stallions. Breeding horses was his idea of investment.

Opal stepped forward and the swell of her buttocks filled his vision, sparking his imagination. Between those hillocks there was a dark valley and in the depths of the valley there were two moist caverns, just waiting to be plundered. He licked his lips hungrily as Opal took the cup from his trembling hands.

‘I meant tea shares, man,’ said Mr Sotherby icily, ‘but by all means have more tea.’ He made the offer grudgingly, as though the commodity was rationed.

‘Right-ho,’ said the peer, hoping that the common expression would bring the merchant down a peg or two, but the latter merely glared stonily.

As Opal poured the fragrant liquid into the china cup, her merry blue eyes never left his own. He knew that it would be an easy task to open the secret valley. An idea struck him. An idea which would free him from the tedium of discussing the stock market.

‘Whalebone,’ began Mr Sotherby. ‘Women cannot manage without their corsets. Snap up a few and you can’t fail.’

Without further warning Lord Parker’s hand flew, seemingly undirected by his lordship, into the air. Silver teapot and china cup ended, complete with scalding contents, in the guest’s lap. There was a fleeting expression of pain on the gentleman’s face, but the inviting look in his dark eyes belied any unhappiness.

‘Good gracious!’ squealed Maud.

Opal’s cheeks flushed and tears welled in the merry blue eyes as she looked at her employers.

‘Pack your bags, my girl,’ said Mr Sotherby, seeing his daughter’s title fade in the direction of some other young Society beauty.

Raising his hand and shaking his head, Lord Parker made it clear that the accident was entirely his own fault and his hosts were not to trouble themselves.

‘Perhaps the young person would be so kind as to take me to a spare chamber,’ he suggested.

‘Such clumsiness!’ hissed Mr Sotherby.

‘Think nothing of it,’ assured Lord Parker, anxious to leave the drawing room before his lecherous thoughts of Opal’s buttocks became too obvious.

He stood, his hands cupping a wet patch in his trousers, but in truth hiding his stiffening night stick.

Maud Sotherby was quick to notice the bulge in the tweed trousers. ‘Allow me to escort you to a guest room,’ she offered.

The young man gulped. That was the very last thing he wanted. No doubt the lady of the house had a quite splendid bottom, but he had set his heart on seeing Opal’s nether regions.

‘Pray do not trouble yourself, Mrs Sotherby,’ he pleaded. ‘I am sure that young Opal here knows exactly how to make me comfortable.’

With undue haste the maid and the lord made their escape, almost running up the central staircase to the upper floor. Once there, Opal ushered her charge into the Chinese room.

‘Your trousers, sir,’ she said breathlessly. Her blue eyes were lowered demurely and her dainty folded hands rested on the black taffeta just below the hem of the dear little white starched apron which she wore about her waist.

Lord Parker could not help but notice the heave of her splendid breasts beneath the taut black bodice. He heard the enticing rustle of the taffeta as her bosom rose and fell and he gave a sigh of anticipation.

‘Your trousers, sir,’ repeated Opal shyly, never raising her eyes.

‘What?’ Lord Parker’s voice was sharp. Perhaps shocked would be a more apt description, for although his pole was obtrusively protruding through his underdrawers he always made the running with the ladies, be they maid or mistress.

‘They’re wet, sir,’ reminded Opal. ‘Let me take them below and sponge them clean and dry for your comfort.’

In a flash the tweeds were around the peer’s ankles, together with his drawers. He grinned at Opal as he watched the merry blue eyes widen with glee at the sight of the monster peeping through the front tails of his shirt.

‘It needs love,’ she murmured, gliding across the silken spread of the Chinese rug.

‘Indeed,’ agreed Lord Parker, allowing the maid to gather his tea-soaked garments from around his ankles. His large hands clasped her head, loosening the white cotton of her cap and digging into the auburn silk of her hair.

Opal found herself sinking willingly to her knees between the muscular hairiness of Lord Parker’s legs. Her lovely pink tongue darted to the base of the rearing male shaft, tasting the flesh as a bee tests for nectar. The length of her tongue wrapped around the flesh, caressing it until it petted the swollen nakedness of the uncapped globe.

‘Aaah!’ sighed Lord Parker as his pinnacle was cossetted most delightfully.

‘When your spume comes,’ said Opal softly, ‘shall I drink it down?’

This put Lord Parker in a quandary. ‘Much as I delight in your labours, my dear,’ he managed to gasp, ‘I have rather set my heart upon plundering the treasures which I know lie hidden beneath your petticoats.’

The patch of crisp brown curls, from which sprang his mighty pole, was thrust forward as he stood with legs spread and hands thrust in his jacket pockets. Opal petted the heaviness of his ballsack with loving hands, testing the weight with obvious delight.

‘I am yours to command, sir,’ she whispered, looking up at him with those twinkling blue eyes.

‘Ah, Opal,’ he said, his deep voice full of admiration. ‘You are so willing. If only I could be sure that my future wife will be so obedient.’

The parlourmaid took his thickness in both hands, massaging the silky skin with rhythmic strokes as she placed her young soft lips around the bulging wetness of the peak. Her knowing tongue lapped across the smoothness and dipped into the oozing tip.

The pleasure was almost unbearable and Lord Parker pushed his girth into Opal’s moist mouth until he felt the very limit of her slender throat. ‘Oh, you little darling!’ he groaned. ‘Such expertise! You country girls are so proficient when it comes to the pleasures of the flesh.’

He found himself pumping faster. Somehow he felt the delightful caress of Opal’s lips without feeling the grate of her tiny white teeth. A surging began in the depths of his soul; a boiling of his spume which could not be held back. It was a feeling which he hoped would go on forever, but the glory must end all too soon, or he would die of sheer pleasure.

The first hot stream foamed down the girl’s throat and, through his pleasure, he could hear her sucking and swallowing greedily. He was left in no doubt that she enjoyed the episode as much as he did.

However, far from satiating his lordship, it made him desirous of more hedonism.

‘On the bed,’ he ordered, pulling his still stiff cock from Opal’s sucking lips with an audible pop.

The fresh face looked up at him with adoration. A pink tongue lapped traces of his cream from her full lips. ‘The bed, sir?’ she queried. The look in the twinkling blue eyes was somewhat fearful. ‘But this is Mrs Sotherby’s best guest bedroom,’ the girl demurred.

Lord Parker took a glance at the Chinese lacquered four-poster with the Eastern silk bedspread and had to admit it was rather fine, but he was in a hurry to see Opal’s buttocks in all their naked glory. ‘Take off your shoes and we’ll turn down the covers,’ he conceded, fairly dragging the girl to his goal. Not that there was real need for force. Her fingers were plucking at the yards of black taffeta as they approached the raised bed. She was more than willing for the act to begin, but was anxious not to incur Mrs Sotherby’s wrath.

With petticdats around her waist, Opal lay on the crisp linen sheets of the turned-down bed, smiling invitingly at the young master. Her milk-white thighs were splendidly firm and were spread open to reveal silky auburn curls which grew in riotous profusion on a plump mound above parted labia. Within these nestled a pert rosebud which throbbed visibly. The parts were shiny with juices, making Opal’s desires as obvious as Lord Parker’s as he knelt in homage at the altar of her femininity. He heard the rustle of the taffeta as she hoisted her skirts high above her slender waist.

‘Knees slightly bent,’ he ordered huskily, thrusting a frilled pillow beneath her dimpled buttocks, admiring their pale smoothness as they were raised for his attention.

‘Such beautiful flesh,’ he added, stroking the silken skin and parting the deep valley.

‘Oh, sir,’ she murmured modestly, ‘please do not flatter me.’

He frowned. ‘It is not mere flattery, young lady,’ he assured her. ‘The classical lines are sheer perfection.’

With that he parted the glistening lips and kissed the jutting bud, fashioned so pertly in its bed of auburn curls. His tongue tapped lightly on the scarlet centre and he felt Opal tremble under his knowing touch. He drank down her creamy issue greedily and thrust two fingers into the pulsing pit which clutched at the intrusion.

The staff between his own poised thighs was ready once more for attention and he was glad when he felt Opal’s lithe young body buck as she shuddered to a delicious climax.

‘I shall fuck you now,’ he slathered, for his mouth was full of her juices and they splattered as he raised his head.

‘Oh yes, sir,’ she begged. ‘I am so ready for you.’

Taking a quick glance at her nether regions he saw that she was, indeed, physically pleading for him. Her sex folds fluttered and the entrance pulsed moistly. He plunged, his aim straight and sure. The naked spear did not falter in its journey, but slithered home to the very limit of her womb.

The two happy young people sighed in unison and, for a moment, lay still, luxuriating in each other’s flesh. Opal bathed his pole in sweet juices, warm and slick, while he pulsed within her. She had, at some time during the proceedings, opened her bodice to bare her firm ripe bosom, each mound tipped by nipples as scarlet as ripe cherries wrinkled to hard nubs, which he took in turn between his lips. He thrust deeply.

‘Harder!’ she begged.

‘As you wish, my dear,’ he complied, panting with effort and wishing that there was some magic fertiliser to increase his mighty girth yet more.

The silken auburn curls were enmeshed in Lord Parker’s dark crisp thatch as the two ground together. The high lacquered bed, meant only for the occasional weary guest, rocked violently upon the dais. A steady rhythm was achieved in which the peer galloped to a thunderous finale.

‘At any moment . . . I shall flood you . . .’ he gasped joyously.

‘With your spunk!’ Opal finished.

‘Yes!’ he roared. ‘What a wonderful woman you are!’

‘I love to fuck!’ Opal admitted, receiving the first spray of hot cream from his pillar.

Lord Parker gave an extra deep jerk at this admission of joy. ‘No holding back now!’ he gasped.

‘It’s delicious!’ Opal bucked up to him, spreading her strong thighs. ‘Your spend is so copious.’

He felt her clutch his pulsing staff in her throes of ecstasy. ‘If only it could go on forever,’ he rasped as his thrusting slowed.

Neither heard the door open, nor saw that they were watched avidly by Hartley Sotherby, the master of Hadham Grange.

The frantic fucking slowed and the two lay still, recovering their breath and their wits. They parted and lay still, looking at the tranquil Chinese garden painted on the ceiling of the lacquered bed.

‘Her-umph!’ Mr Sotherby cleared his throat and the two hedonists sat up quickly.

‘My dear fellow . . .’ began Lord Parker.

‘Oh, sir!’ from Opal.

Hartley Sotherby was already unbuttoning his trousers to release a staff as long as his lordship’s, if not as thick.

‘I trust your tweeds are dry, my lord,’ said Mr Sotherby, casting a glance at the underdrawers and trousers discarded in a heap upon the Chinese rug as he approached the bed. ‘My turn, I think, Opal.’

The girl gave him a merry twinkle and spread her thighs yet further. ‘You will find my little purse hot and slippery,’ she apologised. ‘Lord Parker has given it a thorough dousing.’

‘The very reason for my appearance,’ said Mr Sotherby. ‘Your vigorous activity caused showers of plaster to fall upon your mistress’s embroidery.’ He leapt upon the bed, elbowing Lord Parker from his position next to the parlourmaid. ‘I volunteered to investigate the activities causing the trauma.’ He fell upon Opal with a luscious squelching sound as his pole entered her socket.

‘I discovered Viridia reading a novel in the library, Lord Parker,’ puffed Mr Sotherby as he pounded into Opal’s juicy pocket. ‘She awaits you eagerly.’

‘Eagerly?’ questioned his lordship, a puzzled frown wreathing his handsome features. The girl was eager? He hopped up and down as he struggled into his trousers. They were rumpled, to be sure, but almost dry and the tea stain blended quite well in the browns and fawns of the tweed.

‘She looked flushed and her pretty lips were parted moistly,’ explained Mr Sotherby. ‘The picture of eagerness, she was.’ His daughter’s demeanour was described as he stirred Opal’s creamy pot. ‘Go and beg her hand in marriage,’ he added. This last was muffled as he buried his moustaches in the luscious valley of Opal’s breasts. ‘I have . . . prepared . . . the ground.’ The sentence was stilted as he came up for more air.

‘No more than I have, sir,’ chuckled Lord Parker, listening to the soggy sounds of intrusion issuing from Opal’s nook as he left the room.

The library was to the right of the grand stairway. He hesitated as he reached the high double doors, for sounds more strident than those caused by turning the pages of a novel were issuing from them.

‘Oh, Alfred!’ he heard. ‘Your kisses are so wonderful. Your lips know just the very place to caress. I swear I shall swoon with delight.’

Our hero frowned. What could be happening behind the library doors? he wondered. Eager Viridia Sotherby might be, but was it for him? He doubted it. Perhaps this meeting was far from a good idea. Perhaps he should terminate the tryst that very moment.

With a flourish Lord Parker opened the doors expecting to see Viridia swooning in the arms of a young swain at which sight he would ride off to his own estates.

‘Oh!’ he gasped, for Viridia was, as Mr Sotherby so breathlessly informed him, sitting in the deep chair apparently engrossed in one of the more popular novels of the day.

‘Oh, hello!’ her musical voice was a trifle high, he thought, but perhaps the fault was his and she was, indeed, excited.

Her flawless complexion was flushed and her wide eyes were bright. Naturally scarlet lips were moist and parted. Her breasts, lifted high by her corsets, heaved enticingly and he swore that he could see the flutter of her heart beneath the pearl-grey silk of her dress. The full skirts rustled at the slightest movement and she smoothed the ruffled textile with her small pale hands as she looked up at him with a modest smile.

‘You’re alone,’ he said, trying to keep the note of surprise from his voice.

The wide eyes widened and the full breasts seemed to heave more violently. He had obviously upset the maiden. She gave a little squeal and her skirts seemed to lift with a will of their own. ‘Of course . . .’ she managed. ‘I was waiting for . . . oooh!’

The sound could have been one of delight, dismay or an extended ‘you’.

‘I kept you waiting,’ he apologised.

She waved a dainty hand and a further blush bloomed on her pretty cheeks. ‘No matter,’ she said airily. ‘I had my novel to occupy me.’

A muffled sneeze seemed to come from the full skirts and, when he looked, Viridia was spluttering into a lace kerchief. Lord Parker frowned. Muffled it might have been, but the sneeze was loud, almost masculine in depth. Such a sneeze could keep a man awake. No matter, he consoled himself, at last. Thank goodness it was the fashion of the aristocracy to sleep in separate rooms.

‘I thought an early June wedding,’ he said at last, ‘so that we don’t miss too much of the Season.’

It appears, thought Viridia, giving Alfred a consoling caress with her little boot, that I am to have no say in the matter.
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