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As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelt, but as an Australian writer, I use the spelling of terms in English rather than the American style. So, NO! I am not a poor speller, and I have used the spell check, but with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting the story of Lillian and Simon, and I hope you enjoyed the unfolding tale of the trials and successes they endured.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment to spare, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased it. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like Lillian’s Forbidden Beau.

Contact me on

rcrye.author@gmail.com
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Lillian entered the ballroom with her Mother, Lady  Beatrice Whitlock. The season had taken its toll on Lillian, but now, as they neared the tail end of the entertainment, Lillian had a choice to make. Over the previous weeks, two gentlemen had caught Lillian’s eye, and they were as different as chalk and cheese. Lord Bradshaw was a mature man in his forties, and Lord Cadell was a young buck in his prime. Lillian liked Lord Bradshaw’s calm nature and wicked sense of humour. He was much taller than Lillian, and his trim body and slightly greying hair appealed to her.

On the other hand, Lord Cadell was brash but endearingly so, and Lillian liked the sparkle in his eye and his adventurous nature. He was also taller than her, and with his neatly arranged blond hair and expensive clothes, he was a sight to behold. As she surveyed the crowd, Lillian watched Lord Bradshaw approach. The smile she gave him was genuine; she was always pleased to see him, and when he collected her card and wrote his name in two spots, she glowed with happiness. Having made small talk and registered their names on her card, her two suitors moved away to allow her to talk to others.

When a tall, dark-haired man appeared before the ladies, he begged Lady Whitlock for an introduction to her daughter. Even though the man gave her a courtly bow and politely smiled as they chatted, something about the man alerted Lillian’s senses. She racked her brain for other events the man had attended, but could not remember seeing him before. Lillian had a large dowry, and Lords Cadell and Bradshaw appealed to her because they were both wealthy, so Lillian was confident they liked her, not her money. She pushed aside her concerns when Lord Cadell arrived for one of her two dances. The other man didn’t matter to Lillian; she had enough of a task deciding between two gentlemen who appealed to her without throwing another man into the mix.  

Lillian hoped that one of the men would offer for her, but it seemed they were both waiting for her to show a preference. They could solve her problem because she had decided that whoever offered for her first would be the man she would marry. Seated in the parlour, Lillian and her Mother waited for callers, but as the hour passed, Lillian's concern about the lack of suitors grew. What was happening that could keep both of her suitors from visiting during the morning calling hours?

“Dear me, what has happened to scare your suitors away?”

Lillian swiped away tears. “I hoped one of them would offer for me, but it seems the time is not right. How did I become fond of two men too restrained to make an appointment with Father? I had decided to accept whichever man was the first to ask to court me, but neither has.”

Lady Whitlock frowned. “The lack of callers is concerning. I wonder if something is happening that has overshadowed visiting hours. Would you like to walk or ride a carriage, Lillian?”

“No. I might take my sketch pad into the garden.”

Seated in the garden, Lillian reviewed the previous evening. From Lord Bradshaw’s subtle hints, Lillian expected him to arrive early to speak to her Father. Being Lady Bradshaw would not be a trial, and securing such a distinguished husband was a feather in her cap. Even though Lillian hadn’t targeted men with titles, she was particular about dissuading men she thought were interested in her dowry. It was her good fortune that two eligible gentlemen were her suitors. She had seen other debs’ envious eyes when she danced with Lord Bradshaw or Lord Cadell. It was hard not to feel smug, although a hint of that emotion only surfaced in her bedroom.

With no morning diversions, the day felt longer than usual. Lillian had a light meal before she readied herself for their outing. At the beginning of the season,  she discovered that the gentleman could fill their plates to overflowing during supper, but the Debutant’s mothers only allowed them a few morsels. Much to her embarrassment, the rumbling of Lillian’s tummy was evident when she danced after the supper break. Lord Bradshaw had teased her about her plan to starve herself, and when she explained the logic behind the young women eating so little, he laughed.

“So the old dowagers want men to think that their household expenses won’t be affected by marrying because young ladies don’t eat very much.”

Lillian smiled. “It seems that way, Lord Bradshaw.”

Thinking about her suitor made Lillian anxious. Why hadn’t they presented themselves at the house during visiting hours? Lillian had a bad feeling about their absence. Had they decided not to ask to court her until she made her preference known? How could Lillian show her interest without seeming desperate? As she pondered this morning’s disappointment, Lillian realised that she wanted to be Lady Bradshaw, but how did she inform the man of her desire?

That night, Lillian voiced her concerns about her two suitors over dinner. She explained to her Father that she had decided Lord Bradshaw would make a good husband, but as the season drew close, he never indicated what he intended to do.

“Why don’t I message the man and ask him to meet with me? I can ask him about his intentions, and depending on his answer, we can move forward from there.”

Lady Withcott tutted. “If the man has wasted Lillian’s time, I will find it hard to be civil to him for the rest of the season. All of the other gentlemen, except Lord Cadell, have chosen partners. If  Bradshaw isn’t stepping up to the mark, you may need to ask Lord Cadell for his intentions. We can’t have Lillian fail to find a husband after the two of them have monopolised her for the entire season.”

“Well, let me ask the man before we panic.”

​
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As the ladies prepared for their next evening ball, Lord Withcott fretted about his unanswered message. Did he assume that no answer meant the man had no intentions of stepping up to the mark, or was he so busy he would arrive tomorrow during visiting hours? He found the dilemma quite vexing and wondered if he should suggest the ladies stay in tonight. Lady Withcott assured her husband that she felt Lord Bradshaw might further his intentions tonight, and it would be a pity not to let him take that opportunity.

Lillian was unusually nervous when she and her Mother stepped out of the carriage. She was excited to see Lord Bradshaw, and now that she had set her heart on him, she didn’t want anything to disrupt their prospective relationship. As they entered the room, it seemed that every person there turned to look at them. Whispers ran around the room, and Lillian felt angry stares and snickers directed at her. 

“Mother, what is happening?”

Her Mother shook her head. “I don’t know, but I’ll ask my friend Mrs Watkins if she knows.”

But as Lady Withcott approached her friend, the woman slipped behind a group of other ladies, unwilling to talk to her. Lillian looked around the room for Lord Bradshaw, and when she spied him, an attractive blond-haired debutant had her arm tucked through his. When their eyes met, her suitor sneered at her, and the shock of the gesture made Lillian gasp. Tears welled in her eyes as she watched him approach.

His eyes never met hers as he bowed to her Mother. 

“In light of new information, I will not continue escorting your daughter. I am angry that you let me waste so much time with your daughter when you knew that she wasn’t a maiden. It disgusts me to hear that she has been cavorting with numerous men, yet you pretend to chaperone her so strictly here. Good day to you.”

After delivering this public putdown, the man turned on his heel and strode away.

Lillian’s face was a pasty white, and her Mother looked no better. Lillian staggered under the contempt of Lord Bradshaw’s attack, and as tears ran down her face, her Mother looked to someone for answers. How could the man make such scurrilous accusations and then walk away? The one person she didn’t want to talk to was the dowager Lady Agnes Smithers. The woman strode up and stood before the two Whitcott ladies. Looking down her nose, she glared at Lillian and said,

“I think you need to leave. Never have I heard such graphic descriptions of your rendezvous with the less savoury men of the ton. To think you paraded around here pretending to be virtuous and almost snared a decent man with your deception.”

Lillian swayed on the spot, and as the bile rose in her throat, she ran into the hallway towards the retiring room. What madness was this? As she collided with another guest in the hallway, he wrapped his arms around her and dragged her towards an open door. Despite her struggles and calls for help, nobody came. Once the man had pushed her through the door of the empty room, he slammed it shut and laughed.

“Who would have thought your suitors would desert you so quickly once I spread the rumours? Now you have no options, and shortly, my friends will arrive with the dowagers, and you will be compromised. Your large dowry will fund my entertainment for years to come.”

Lillian stared at the dark-haired man in horror. He had single-handedly ruined her prospects, and if she didn’t escape, she would have to wed him or go into hiding. Lunging for the door, Lillian opened it only to come face to face with a crowd of people. With a loud wail, Lillian slid to the door in a dead faint.

When Lillian came to, she was lying on a couch in the same room where the stranger had pushed her, but the man was absent, and only her Mother remained. Struggling to sit up, Lillian reached for her Mother’s hand.

“ Tell me why you were alone in this room with that man.”

Lillian’s face crumpled. “He caught me in the hallway and dragged me in here. I tried to free myself and called for help, but nobody came. He said he had started the rumours to get rid of my suitors, and I would have to marry him now that I was compromised. He did it for my dowry. He is crowing about how long my dowry will fund his immoral lifestyle. Dear God, my life is ruined.”

Lady Whitlock said, “It is all the fault of Lord Bradbury. What man ends their courtship in a crowded room with hundreds of witnesses? If the man had done the decent thing and asked you to marry him, none of this would have happened. I’ll call for the carriage, and we’ll see if we can do anything to repair this mess when we get home.”

The journey home was silent. The only sounds to break the silence were Lillian’s sniffles and sobs. Her one hope was that her Father could somehow rectify the mess she was in, but her heart knew there was probably little he could do.

When his wife and daughter entered the room, Lord Whitlock expected a minor drama, not the unholy mess his daughter found herself in. Once he knew the details of the evening, he, too, blamed Lord Bradbury. Robert Whitlock knew there was little he could do for his daughter, and unless she wanted him to segregate her from her family and friends, she would have to marry the bounder.

“Does this cad have a name?”

Lillian held up her hands in confusion.

“You introduced him to me the other day, Mother. Do you remember?”

Her Mother nodded. “His name is Ethan Hanson.”

“I
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