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By Gill Paul

Women and Children First

The Affair

No Place for a Lady

The Secret Wife

Another Woman’s Husband


About the Book

Two women who challenged the Crown.

Divided by time. Bound by a secret . . .

1911

At the age of fifteen, carefree Mary Kirk and indomitable Wallis Warfield meet at summer camp. Their friendship will survive heartbreaks, separation and the demands of the British Crown until it is shattered by one unforgivable betrayal.

1997

Rachel’s romantic break in Paris with her fiancé ends in tragedy when the car ahead crashes. Inside was Princess Diana. Back in Brighton, Rachel is haunted by the accident, and intrigued to learn the princess had visited the last home of Wallis, Duchess of Windsor, only hours before the crash. Soon, the discovery of a long-forgotten link to Wallis Simpson leads Rachel to the truth behind a scandal that shook the world . . .

Richly imagined and beautifully written, ANOTHER WOMAN’S HUSBAND is a gripping, moving novel about two women thrust into the spotlight, followed by scandal, touched by loss.


For Amazing Lor, who helped so much with this novel.
You will never be forgotten.


Chapter 1

Paris, 31 August 1997

RACHEL RESTED HER HEAD ON ALEX’S SHOULDER and slid a hand onto his thigh. His arm was curled around her in a way that was not entirely comfortable given the taxi’s safety belt and the tightness of her silk cheongsam dress, but she didn’t give a fig. Through the window, the lights of Paris blurred against the night sky. She inhaled the scent of him, and mused that she was exquisitely happy. Her heart was full to the brim with happiness. How many moments in life could you say that about?

Earlier that evening, back in their stylishly stark hotel room, while Rachel was applying scarlet lipstick and checking her reflection in a gold compact mirror, Alex had begun to speak, then stopped.

‘Darling, there was something I was going to ask you tonight, but I don’t know . . . maybe in the restaurant . . .’

He seemed flustered and uncertain, quite unlike himself.

She raised an eyebrow and smiled. ‘Cat got your tongue?’

He turned to look out of the window, then faced her again. ‘No, I’ll do it later . . .’

She regarded him with affection. ‘For goodness’ sake, spit it out. You’ve started now.’

He paced around, one hand fumbling in his trouser pocket. ‘The thing is . . . Oh God, Rachel, do you think we should get married? I mean, will you marry me? Please?’

It was such a surprise that she stared at him, open-mouthed. ‘Do you mean it?’ He had a habit of winding her up, but surely he wouldn’t joke about such a momentous subject?

‘Of course.’ He produced a tiny dark blue jewellery box and handed it to her.

She felt like bursting into tears. At thirty-eight, with the carnage of several disastrous relationships behind her, she had thought this moment would never come. The man she was desperately in love with was asking her to spend her life with him. It was so overwhelming she couldn’t find words.

‘Are you going to open it?’ Alex asked.

Inside there was an antique diamond ring: two decent-sized stones nestled in a marcasite setting on a rose-gold band. It was beautiful.

She blurted the first thing that came into her head: ‘I want to have babies. Are you up for that?’

How unromantic I must sound, she thought, biting her lip. As if negotiating a business deal.

‘Of course,’ he agreed. ‘Me too.’

‘What if we have to make our children the high-tech way, in a tube at a fertility clinic?’

‘Whatever it takes,’ he promised. His hand was shaking as he slipped the ring onto her finger, and she realised how nervous he was. This clearly meant a lot. She looped her arms round his waist and clung to him. They had always felt right for each other: her head at the perfect height for his shoulder, hip bone touching hip bone.

‘Time for a spot of baby-making practice before dinner, Mrs Greene?’ he asked, his voice a little husky. He started to unfasten the shoulder buttons of her dress.

‘Whoever said I would take your name?’ She kissed him. ‘I think you should take mine.’

He pulled her down onto the bed. Fortunately the restaurant held their dinner reservation.

Thinking back as she sat in the taxi, Rachel realised she hadn’t actually said yes, but they were engaged all the same. She examined the ring on her finger, turning her hand this way and that. It was the most extraordinary compliment a man could pay you. She and Alex had been living together for eighteen months, but he’d never mentioned marriage before and she’d got the impression he was an independent type who might never settle down. It seemed she’d been wrong.

They were driving along a tree-lined road beside the Seine. On the opposite bank, the iconic shape of the Eiffel Tower was glowing against the dark sky like an arty postcard. The taxi was heading down into a concrete underpass, had just entered it when suddenly the driver swerved and braked hard. Rachel was thrown forward, the seat belt cutting into her collarbone, then her head jerked back.

‘What the . . .?’ she heard Alex exclaim, as the taxi driver swore in French.

Rachel looked through the windscreen and saw that the road ahead was blocked by motorbikes parked at odd angles. Strobe-style lights were flashing and her first thought was that it might be some kind of theatrical event.

‘Un accident,’ the driver explained. He switched off the meter.

Alex unclicked his seat belt and opened the door. ‘I’ll see what’s happening,’ he said, his TV producer’s instinct for a story kicking in.

Rachel reached over too late to restrain him. She didn’t want him to seem like a voyeur when people could be injured. She watched him walk towards the crowd, and as her eyes adjusted to the rapid flashes she saw they were photographers and the strobe effects were coming from their cameras. Maybe it was a celebrity who had crashed. Alex was talking to a man in a leather jacket holding a crash helmet.

The taxi driver got out as well, leaving Rachel on her own. She opened her door, leaned her head out to get a better view and was stunned by the noise of the cameras. It echoed round the tunnel like the rat-tat-tat of machine-gun fire. In the background, a car horn blared and there was a choking smell of smoke and petrol.

She saw Alex hurrying towards her, his eyes wide with shock, his expression urgent. He waited till he was close before speaking, so she could hear over the din.

‘Jesus Christ, Rachel,’ he said. ‘It’s Princess Diana!’


Chapter 2

Burrland, near Middleburg, Virginia, July 1911

MARY KIRK PERCHED ON HER NARROW BED, flicking through a fashion magazine. Half a dozen other girls were lazing around, four of them in tennis whites from a recent doubles match, a couple fanning themselves and moaning about the sweltering heat. They were sharing a guest cottage at Miss Charlotte Noland’s summer camp for girls, and there was no ceiling fan so the air sat thick and damp, smelling of sweaty tennis shoes and laundry starch.

The door opened and Miss Katherine Noland, Charlotte’s sister, came in, leading a slim girl with dark hair and a strong bone structure, who gazed around as if getting the measure of them. Mary looked back. The newcomer wasn’t pretty but she was striking; her dress was plain but well-cut; she wasn’t tall but she held herself like a tall person.

‘This is Bessiewallis Warfield,’ Miss Katherine said. ‘She’s joining us today and I’d like y’all to make her welcome.’

‘Wallis,’ the girl said, in a voice that was surprisingly deep for a fifteen-year-old. ‘Everyone calls me Wallis.’

The other girls went up to introduce themselves, one by one, and when it was Mary’s turn she smiled and asked, ‘Isn’t Wallace a boy’s name?’

A pair of deep-cornflower-blue eyes met hers with amusement. ‘I’m named after my grandfather,’ Wallis said. ‘What about you? Are you named after the Blessed Virgin?’

Mary chuckled. ‘No, nothing like that. My name represents a complete failure of imagination on the part of my parents.’

Wallis smiled and her eyes sparkled. ‘You look like Mary Pickford, although your hair is darker: more auburn than strawberry blonde. There are worse namesakes to have.’

Mary flushed at the compliment. She’d never been to the movies, but Mary Pickford’s face was in all the magazines and she was breathtakingly beautiful.

Miss Katherine led Wallis to a bed in the corner and asked the girls to show her around before they met on the lawn for a picnic later. Mary showed her where to hang her frocks and fold away her undergarments, and stood watching as she unpacked.

‘Where do your folks live?’ she asked.

‘My mom lives in Baltimore, but my pa died when I was a baby.’ Wallis’s tone was matter-of-fact.

Mary was aghast. How awful not to have a father! ‘What did he die of?’ she asked, then wished she could bite back the tactless words.

Wallis didn’t seem to mind. ‘TB,’ she replied. ‘But Mom got remarried to a man called Mr Rasin and he’s kind. He got me Bully, my French bulldog, and an aquarium of tropical fish.’

‘Do you have brothers and sisters?’

‘No, just me. What about you?’

‘I’m the middle of three sisters: Buckie is the older and Anne the younger.’

‘Darn it!’ Wallis exclaimed. ‘I wish at least one of us had brothers so they could introduce us to their friends. I go to an all-girls’ school and now an all-girls’ summer camp, and I don’t know how in the heck I’m ever gonna meet boys at this rate. Is there anywhere round here we can find some?’

Mary was secretly thrilled at the bad language. She would have been roundly scolded for saying ‘heck’ or ‘darn’ at home. This girl seemed more fun than the others at camp, who tended to be prissy. ‘I’ve only been here a day longer than you so I haven’t gotten started on hunting for boys yet. But I hear we will be invited for tea by local families and some of them must have sons.’

‘What else are we going to do for the next two months?’ Wallis grinned. ‘There’s only so much horse-riding, swimming and tennis a gal can stand.’

The picnic was laid out on trestle tables on the sloping lawn between the white porticoed plantation house and the tranquil blue lake that snaked for a couple of miles, meandering into bays and inlets. All around as far as the eye could see were green fields separated by rows of trees in full leaf. The air was still, and the insects sounded drowsy in the warmth of the afternoon.

The girls wandered over to inspect the spread of cold veal chops with their stems enclosed in ruffled paper, potato salad, baked ham and pickles, and a range of fancy cakes, with lemonade, tea and coffee to drink. The Noland sisters supervised as they wandered round conversing with each other. It was an art to balance food and drink, to eat delicately and avoid speaking with your mouth full. Mary noticed that Wallis managed it by scarcely eating at all.

They strolled down to the water together, their faces angled to catch a slight breeze.

‘Tell me, who is your ideal beau?’ Wallis asked.

Mary had an answer on the tip of her tongue. ‘Prince Edward of England. I’m crazy about him. Just imagine: the girl who marries him gets to be a queen some day.’

‘Not bad.’ Wallis cocked her head appreciatively. ‘But would you know what to do if he came round that corner?’ She pointed to a headland. ‘How is your curtseying?’

Mary bobbed a curtsey and giggled. ‘I think I would faint clean away.’

‘Don’t worry. I would do the talking. I’d tell him you are the most wonderful girl in the world, and lend him some smelling salts to revive you as he cradled you in his arms.’

They laughed. Miss Charlotte was calling for them all to mingle, but Mary and Wallis drifted further from the group, engrossed in their budding friendship.

‘Do you ever wonder what it’s like to kiss a boy?’ Wallis asked. ‘I can’t decide whether you are supposed to keep your lips closed or to part them just a little. I’ve practised on my hand and I’m not sure which feels better. You try.’

Mary kissed the back of her own hand, once with lips closed and the next time open. ‘I don’t know. I guess you just go along with whatever the boy is doing.’

Wallis threw her head back and cackled. ‘Mary Kirk, that attitude is going to land you in a whole heap of trouble!’

Mary blushed. ‘Of course, I wouldn’t kiss a boy anyhow until we were engaged.’

‘My grandma used to say, “Never let a man kiss your hand or he’ll never marry you.” That, and “Never marry a Yankee.”’

‘I certainly would never dream of such a thing,’ Mary drawled in her best Southern belle accent.

‘What would you not dream of?’ Miss Charlotte asked, coming up behind them. ‘Are you two going to join our party or are you setting up a private society?’

‘Sorry, Miss Charlotte,’ Mary said straight away.

‘Don’t worry. It’s good to see you making friends.’ She smiled from one to the other.

Mary felt proud to be friends with Wallis. She was unquestionably the smartest, most sophisticated and most interesting girl in the entire place.
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A local family named the Tabbs invited a group of girls, including Wallis and Mary, for Sunday supper, and when they arrived in the Nolands’ horse-drawn coach they were helped to step down by the two Tabb brothers, Lloyd and Prosser. At seventeen, Lloyd was the more handsome and suave of the pair; Prosser, at fifteen, had the gawkiness of youth. Straight away, Wallis was engaging Lloyd in conversation, apparently hanging on his every word. Prosser offered to fetch Mary a glass of cool cherryade.

‘Why, thank you,’ she said. She was pleased not to be left on her own but unsure how to talk to boys. What were they interested in? If only Wallis and Lloyd were closer, she could have listened to them; it seemed Wallis had no trouble at all finding a topic.

‘Have your family lived here long?’ she asked Prosser. ‘What kind of farming do they do? Are you keen to work on a farm one day?’ She was boring herself, while listening to laughter from the direction of Wallis and Lloyd. What on earth were they laughing about?

She was relieved when Prosser suggested they stroll across to join the others but baffled when she heard the subject of their conversation.

Lloyd told them: ‘Miss Warfield and I are arguing over Ty Cobb and Nap Lajoie. She thinks Ty’s stats were cheated last season and that Nap should have won best batsman outright.’

‘I agree.’ Prosser said. ‘Did you hear about the St Louis game? There’s no question he got a perfect eight-for-eight.’

Mary felt as if she had alighted in a country where they spoke a different language. It took her a while to realise they were talking about baseball, and she gawped at Wallis’s fluency with the terminology. How did she have the first clue?

‘I read about it in the newspapers,’ Wallis explained later. ‘All boys like baseball so I knew it would come in handy.’

Lloyd and Prosser asked to take them rowing the following day and, without consulting Mary, Wallis agreed that they would meet at 2.30 p.m., just after luncheon. She had already worked out their alibi, and told the Miss Nolands that they were going berry-picking.

‘Let me give you some baskets,’ Miss Katherine beamed. ‘We’ll have cook make pie for supper.’

On the way to the spot where they had agreed to meet the Tabbs, they picked a few handfuls of huckleberries, planning to find more on the way back.

The boys were already waiting and helped them into a wooden rowboat. As Mary lay back in the stern, trailing her fingers in the water, she felt as though she had been transported into a new and glamorous world. It didn’t matter that Wallis was more confident; Mary could be the quiet one, simply laughing at the boys’ ham-fisted jokes. She was thrilled that she appeared to have her first-ever beau. Prosser was sweet and considerate and she liked watching the muscles of his arms as he pulled on the oars.

It was the first of many meetings between the four over the long, lazy days of summer. The Miss Nolands never questioned Wallis’s excuses for their absences and seemed happy to encourage the friendship.

One afternoon, while the four of them were picnicking, Wallis and Lloyd wandered off into the woods together. Prosser lay on his side, propped up on his elbow, gazing at Mary as she reclined on the grass.

‘You’re the purtiest girl I ever did see,’ he said. ‘I’m one lucky boy.’

‘Thank you.’ She smiled.

‘I sure got the purtier of the two of you, no question about it,’ he said.

‘You’re very kind,’ she replied. ‘But Wallis is pretty too.’

‘Not like you.’ He leaned closer, his eyes all soft and melting. ‘Can I kiss you? Just a little kiss?’

Mary sat bolt upright. ‘Absolutely not! You scoundrel! What kind of girl do you think I am?’

He shrugged, shamefaced. ‘Your friend lets Lloyd kiss her all the time.’

Mary coloured. ‘I don’t believe you. What a black lie!’

As they walked back to camp after their dates, Wallis and Mary usually swapped stories about what the boys had said or done. It was on the tip of Mary’s tongue to tell Wallis what Prosser had reported. Surely she would be outraged that he had made up such a scandalous falsehood?

But for some reason she didn’t mention it. Deep down, she suspected it might be true.


Chapter 3

Baltimore, autumn 1912

IN THE FALL OF 1912, WALLIS AND MARY ARRIVED at Oldfields boarding school in Baltimore to begin the final two years of their education among fifty-six of Maryland’s finest daughters. They were delighted to find they were sharing a room, and that Miss Rosalie Noland, another sister from the family who ran the summer camp, would be their tutor. Wallis had developed a crush on the Nolands’ thirty-five-year old brother, Philip, and he had long since supplanted Lloyd Tabb in her affections, but Mary still corresponded with Prosser, in an exchange of letters that was sweetly innocent. He wrote to her about the harvest, or the welfare of the farm animals, and she replied telling him of a new hat she had purchased, or a romantic novel she had read.

Wallis and Mary’s room had floral wallpaper, two iron-framed beds and a washstand with a Delft-pattern jug and ewer. On the door there was a sign printed with the school motto: ‘Gentleness and Courtesy are Expected at All Times’, and they soon realised this was posted on every door throughout the sprawling mid-nineteenth-century building, prompting some hilarity.

‘Allow me to gently pass you the cream for your coffee,’ Wallis joked at breakfast.

‘May I courteously offer you some butter?’ Mary riposted.

Wallis’s quick sense of humour soon made her popular amongst the other girls. She was a talented mimic who could capture the Scottish burr of the headmistress, Nan McCulloch, to perfection: ‘No talking after lights out, girrrls. And no drrreaming about boys.’ She could do a decent English accent too. One of the girls, Eleanor Jessop, was from England. Her family were visiting Baltimore for a year because of her father’s business interests and she was attending the school as a day pupil rather than a boarder. Wallis listened carefully to her accent, asking her to repeat phrases such as ‘My father can’t row boats’, until she had mastered the unfamiliar vowel sounds.

Sometimes, if Mary came upon Wallis chatting head to head or strolling in the grounds with another girl, she felt a quick stab of jealousy, but deep down she knew there was no need. Wallis would always wave her across to join them and make it clear that Mary was her best friend, her chosen one.

‘What’s it like to have sisters?’ Wallis asked one day.

Mary considered. ‘They can be annoying. They borrow clothes and books without asking, and my older sister Buckie is patronising. But I guess they have their uses.’

‘Am I like a sister to you?’ Wallis asked. ‘Are you as close to me as you are to Buckie and Anne?’

Mary shook her head firmly. ‘We’re much closer. I could never tell them half the things we talk about.’

‘We can be honorary sisters then,’ Wallis said, taking Mary’s hand. ‘Sisters who chose one another rather than ones we got stuck with because of the family we were born into. I like that idea. I don’t have enough relatives. There’s just Mom, Mr Rasin, Aunt Bessie, Uncle Sol and a few cousins – hardly any of us.’

‘Of course I’ll be your honorary sister.’ Mary beamed with pleasure. ‘I’d love to.’
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Wallis wasn’t a rebellious pupil. Her grades were perfectly good, the teachers liked her and she didn’t get scolded any more than the next girl. What separated her from the herd, Mary thought, was that she had more imagination. She was always thinking of new projects and had the gumption to make them happen. Wallis was the one who smuggled in some cod liver oil and saw to it that they both held their noses and swallowed a spoonful every morning because she had read a magazine article that said it could help you lose weight. (Not that Wallis needed it: she was slender as a rake while Mary had a tendency towards plumpness.) Wallis was the one who got hold of some household bleach and applied it to the freckles on Mary’s nose, causing it to become red and sore, then invented a ridiculous story involving a tennis racquet and a suddenly opening door to explain the disfigurement to Miss Noland. Wallis was the one who asked Eleanor Jessop to give them a list of places one might meet Prince Edward if one happened to be in England, just so that Mary might have a chance of bumping into her idol one day.

‘He’s studying at Oxford University,’ Eleanor told them, ‘and he plays in the polo club there. According to the newspapers he simply loves polo.’

‘There you are!’ Wallis winked at Mary. ‘You just have to become an expert on polo, turn up at a game – are they called games? – and let him catch sight of your beauty. I do feel for poor Prosser, though. You’re going to give him his first lesson in heartache.’

‘Oh goodness, it’s not like that.’ Mary blushed. ‘We’re both too young for it to be serious.’

‘My mom always said you should take puppy love seriously. She told me: “If you step on a puppy’s tail, it hurts just as much as if you step on a dog’s.”’

Mary couldn’t tell if Wallis was joking or not, but she began to feel bad that she might be leading Prosser on. She wrote to him trying tactfully to explain that she enjoyed his friendship but that was all. Unfortunately, she was caught by Miss McCulloch as she slipped out of school to mail her letter. Writing to boys was strictly forbidden and Miss McCulloch decided to raise the subject at their devotions the following morning.

‘You are all young women of good breeding. When you are wed one day, your husband will want to be assured that he is the one and only . . .’ She gazed around the room, her hawk eyes resting on one girl after another. ‘I suspect you do not appreciate the seriousness of corresponding with a young man who is not a relative. It is an act that could have the most profound repercussions, and should never be undertaken lightly.’ She paused for effect. ‘Now it has come to my attention that one Oldfields girl has been writing to a boy she met at summer camp. I ask you all, if there are any others engaged in a similarly foolish correspondence, to confess now so that we may repair the situation before it is too late.’

Wallis was the first to raise her hand and, lent courage by her example, more followed, until all but two of the pupils had their hands in the air. Miss McCulloch’s face flushed and for a moment it seemed she might burst into tears, but she regained her composure.

‘I want to speak to each girl who raised her hand. In private. In my study.’

They queued to go in, one by one, and emerged several minutes later with downcast eyes. After her turn, Wallis made a beeline for Mary and described her private conversation with the head.

‘She wanted to know to whom I have been writing,’ she grinned, ‘and you should have seen her face when I told her it was none other than the Miss Nolands’ brother. She muttered, “He should know better,” so I guess she will put a stop to it.’ She shrugged. ‘But I don’t care. He’s too old for me anyhow.’

The scandalous disclosure that all but two of the pupils were writing to boys provided the subject for several weeks’ worth of entertaining chatter. Letters were passed around for comment and photographs shown in secret. Girls who had not been particular friends now had something in common. It rather livened up the winter of 1912–13 at Oldfields.

When, on 4 April 1913, Miss Rosalie Noland came to their classroom during an English history lesson and asked Wallis to accompany her to Miss McCulloch’s office, Mary’s first thought was to wonder what her friend had done now. Which rule had she transgressed? She couldn’t think of anything in particular, but the school had so many rules it was hard to get through a day without breaking a few.

Ten minutes later, Miss Noland returned and asked Mary to come with her.

‘What is it about?’ Mary whispered as they walked down the corridor.

‘Your friend needs you,’ Miss Noland replied, and her tone was gentle. That was odd.

Mary followed her to the bedroom the girls shared, where she found Wallis shoving some clothes into a leather weekend bag and sobbing hard, her eyes red and her face shiny with tears.

Mary ran to her, threw an arm round her, pulled her in for a hug. ‘My God, what happened?’ she asked.

‘Mr Rasin d-died,’ Wallis stuttered. Her breath was ragged, her chest shuddering.

‘No!’

‘H-how can I have lost two fathers by the age of seventeen?’ Wallis wailed. ‘What is wrong with me?’

She clung to Mary and wept with abandon, her skinny frame shaking, tears soaking the shoulder of Mary’s dress.

Mary didn’t know what to say. Wallis must be terrified. Who would support her and her mother now? Without Mr Rasin paying the fees, would she even be able to continue her schooling? Mary felt a pain in her chest, a tightness as if the grief were hers too, and she hugged Wallis even harder.

‘I’ll be your friend for life,’ she promised. ‘Your honorary sister. Always and forever, until the very end of time.’
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