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Chapter 1 - The Bargain of the Desperates
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The Richmond ball was, in the estimation of the Silver Quill, a collection of over-perfumed peacocks masquerading as the height of civilization. From her vantage point behind a particularly large potted palm, Lady Honoria Westcott—known to the world as a mouse and to herself as a dormant volcano—watched the spectacle with a sharp, predatory eye.

The heat in the ballroom was a physical weight, scented with beeswax, expensive French lilies, and the underlying desperation of mothers hoping to offload their daughters before the season’s end. Honoria adjusted her spectacles, which were perfectly clear glass and served only to make her eyes look smaller and her overall presence more forgettable. It was her armor. No one looked twice at a girl who appeared to be in a permanent state of squinting at a prayer book.

“If Lady Jersey wears one more ostrich plume, she might actually achieve flight,” Honoria whispered to the shadows.

She reached into the hidden pocket of her drab, lavender silk gown—a color designed to blend into the masonry—and felt the comforting scratch of her charcoal pencil against a scrap of paper. The Duchess of Richmond’s guest list is as bloated as her husband’s waistline, she mentally composed. One wonders if the floorboards are as sturdy as the reputations they support.

A shadow fell over her, smelling of stale brandy and genuine terror.

“Nora,” a voice hissed.

Honoria didn’t turn. She didn’t need to. Only one person called her Nora, and only one person could sound that pathetic while wearing a coat tailored by Weston.

“Arthur,” she said, her voice dropping into its practiced, hesitant cadence. “You are s-s-supposed to be making our excuses to the host. We are l-l-leaving in twenty minutes.”

“We aren’t leaving,” her brother whispered, stepping into the alcove. Arthur Westcott, the Earl of Malmsbury, was a handsome man who possessed the financial sense of a startled pigeon. At the moment, he looked like a man who had seen his own ghost and found it unimpressed. “Nora, the house. The town house. And the estate. All of it.”

Honoria finally looked at him. The “mouse” mask didn’t slip, but her eyes sharpened behind the glass. “What about them, Arthur?”

“Vane,” Arthur gulped, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I played him at White’s. High stakes, Nora. Higher than I’ve ever... I thought the luck would turn. It always turns.”

“How much?”

Arthur leaned in, his voice barely a breath. “Everything. The vowels are signed. He’s calling them in by Friday. If we don’t pay, he goes to the creditors. We’ll be in the Fleet by Sunday. You, me, the twins... everything gone.”

The world tilted. For a moment, the music of the quadrille sounded like a funeral dirge. Honoria felt a coldness spread from her chest to her fingertips. The Silver Quill always had a witty remark for ruin, but Lady Honoria Westcott was suddenly staring at the literal end of her family’s dignity.

“Friday,” she repeated.

“He said he might wait if... if there was an infusion of capital. But who would lend to me now? The word is already out that I’m a sinking ship.”

Honoria’s gaze drifted back to the ballroom. Her eyes skipped over the rakes, the dandies, and the minor viscounts. Her gaze landed on a figure standing by the far pillars.

Benedict Crane, the Duke of Ashworth, looked as though he had been carved from a single, unforgiving block of obsidian. He was taller than the men around him, broader in the shoulder, and possessed an expression that suggested he found the concept of joy to be a personal insult. He was the “Iron Duke,” a man whose fortune was so vast it was practically its own weather system.

And, more importantly, he was the man Honoria had spent the last three months skewering in her column as “a monument to tedious propriety” and “a man with the personality of a damp cellar.”

“Go home, Arthur,” Honoria said, her voice strangely calm.

“Nora?”

“Go home. Burn the papers you have. I will... I will find a solution.”

“How? You’re a wallflower with no dowry!”

“Precisely,” she said, a dangerous light flickering in her eyes. “No one ever suspects the wallflower of having an agenda.”

She watched Arthur scurry away, then she began to move. She didn’t walk through the center of the room. She skirted the edges, a grey ghost moving through a garden of vibrant blooms. She tracked the Duke. He was moving toward the terrace. The air outside was beginning to mist with a fine, English rain—the kind of weather that drove the sensible indoors and left the brooding to their brood.

She slipped through the French doors just as the first heavy drops began to drum against the stone.

Benedict Crane stood at the edge of the stone balustrade, his back to the light of the ballroom. He was speaking to a man Honoria recognized as Lord Sterling, a fellow stoic who looked as though he enjoyed a good ledger more than a good leg.

Honoria pressed herself into the shadows of a large stone urn, her heart hammering a rhythm she hadn’t authorized.

“It must be settled, Ashworth,” Sterling was saying. “The Ton is still whispering about the St. Claire scandal. Your reputation is a fortress, yes, but even a fortress needs a garrison. A Duchess would provide the necessary... stability.”

Benedict’s voice was a low baritone that seemed to vibrate in the very air. “I do not require a garrison, Sterling. I require a vacuum. I want a wife who is as silent as the grave and twice as predictable. I have had enough of ‘passion’ and ‘spirited’ women to last three lifetimes.”

“You make marriage sound like a prison sentence,” Sterling chuckled.

“Marriage is a contract,” Benedict snapped. “I want a woman who functions like a well-oiled clock. Reliable, quiet, and entirely predictable. I don’t want wit. I don’t want ‘sparkle.’ I want a woman who will sit at the end of my table, manage the household without a peep, and produce an heir with as little conversation as possible. Is that too much to ask?”

“In this town? Yes. Every debutante is trained to perform like a dancing dog for your benefit.”

“Then I shall look for the one who isn’t dancing,” Benedict said, his voice dripping with icy disdain. “I want the most boring, unremarkable, socially invisible creature in London. A woman who would never dream of causing a scene or, God forbid, attracting the attention of that wretched Silver Quill creature.”

Honoria felt a surge of indignation so sharp it nearly made her gasp. Boring? Unremarkable? She tightened her grip on her silk skirts.

He wants a clock? I’ll give him a chronometer he can’t possibly wind.

Sterling sighed. “Well, good luck finding your human furniture, Ashworth. I’m going back in before the damp ruins my cravat.”

As Sterling retreated into the warmth of the ball, Benedict remained. He looked out into the darkness, the rain beginning to silver his dark hair. He looked solitary. He looked arrogant. He looked like the answer to a prayer Honoria hadn’t known she was making.

She stepped out from behind the urn.

“It is... it is v-v-very rude to refer to w-w-women as furniture, Your Grace.”

Benedict didn’t jump. He didn’t even flinch. He slowly turned his head, his gaze sweeping over her with the clinical detachment of a man inspecting a smudge on his sleeve.

“Lady Honoria Westcott,” he said. His memory for names was legendary, part of his arsenal of control. “I didn’t realize you were still in the building. Or the county.”

Honoria dropped a curtsy that was perfectly, agonizingly average. She kept her chin down, her eyes focused on his third waistcoat button. “I am... I am often overlooked. It is a p-p-privilege of my station.”

“And what ‘station’ is that? The eavesdropper’s gallery?”

“The w-w-wall,” she corrected, letting a small, feigned tremor enter her voice. “We hear everything, you know. People talk in front of us as if we are p-p-part of the woodwork. Like... like chairs.”

Benedict stepped closer. He was vast. The scent of him—sandalwood and cold rain—wrapped around her, more intimate than any touch. “If you heard my conversation with Sterling, then you know I am in no mood for feminine sensibilities, Lady Honoria.”

“Oh, I wasn’t... I wasn’t offering sensibility,” she said. She looked up then. She let him see the spectacles, the drab hair, the “Stuttering Mouse” in all her glory. “I was offering a b-b-bargain.”

Benedict’s eyebrows rose by a fraction of a millimeter. “A bargain? From you?”

“You want a Duchess who is s-s-silent,” Honoria said, her voice gaining a strange, desperate strength. “A woman who is invisible. Who has no desire for the s-s-spotlight. I am that woman, Your Grace. I am the m-m-most boring creature in the Ton. Just ask anyone. They won’t even r-r-remember I was at this ball tomorrow morning.”

Benedict leaned back against the balustrade, crossing his arms over his broad chest. The rain was falling harder now, creating a private, shimmering room for them on the terrace. “And why would the ‘most boring creature in the Ton’ suddenly decide to propose to a Duke she clearly finds... distasteful?”

“My b-b-brother has lost our home,” she said, the truth cutting through the performance. “By Friday, my family will be in the s-s-street. I need a fortune. You need a m-m-mask. A wife who will never make a scandal, never speak out of turn, and never, ever attract the Silver Quill.”

“You’re remarkably blunt for a mouse,” Benedict murmured. He took a step toward her, his eyes searching hers. The Iron Duke was looking for the catch. “And what makes you think I wouldn’t prefer a woman with a slightly more... robust dowry?”

“Because a dowry comes with a f-f-family that expects things,” Honoria countered. “Influence. Favors. Affection. My family is t-t-too disgraced to expect anything but a check. I am the ultimate bargain, Your Grace. High rank, low maintenance.”

The silence that followed was filled only by the rhythmic thrum of the rain. Benedict studied her as if she were a piece of evidence in a particularly boring trial. Honoria held her breath, her heart drumming against her ribs. She was The Silver Quill; she lived by her wits. But here, in the rain, she was just Nora, gambling her entire life on the hope that this man’s arrogance was greater than his intuition.

“You realize,” Benedict said, his voice dropping to a dangerous silkiness, “that if I marry you, I will expect absolute obedience. I lead a quiet life. I do not attend these ridiculous parties unless necessary. I do not entertain. I do not indulge in the ‘frivolities’ of the season.”

“It sounds... h-h-heavenly,” she lied flawlessly.

“And you would be content to vanish into the countryside? To be the mistress of Ashworth Hall and nothing more?”

“I have spent my life vanishing, Your Grace. I am an ex-p-p-pert.”

Benedict reached out. He didn’t take her hand. He tucked a stray, damp lock of hair behind her ear. His fingers were warm, and the brief contact sent a jolt through Honoria that made her toes curl in her silk slippers. It wasn’t the touch of a man looking for a piece of furniture. It was the touch of a man who was, for the first time, seeing a person.

“No scandals?” he whispered.

“None.”

“No demands for my time or... my heart?”

“I wouldn’t know what to d-d-do with either,” she whispered back.

Benedict looked at her for a long moment, the rain dripping from his jaw. Then, he did something entirely unexpected. He smiled. It wasn’t a warm smile. It was the smile of a predator who had just found a very interesting new burrow to explore.

“Very well, Lady Honoria. We shall marry. Tomorrow, I will call on your brother with my solicitors. If his debts are as you say, they will be settled by noon.”

“And the... the m-m-marriage?”

“A special license,” he said. “We will be wed within the week. I have no desire for a long engagement. It invites too much talk.”

He held out his hand. Not for a kiss, but for a handshake. A business closing. A contract sealed.

Honoria placed her small, gloved hand in his. His grip was firm, iron-strong, and far more possessive than a simple agreement required. As his palm pressed against hers, a strange, terrifying heat flared between them—a spark that had no place in a marriage of convenience.

“A deal, then,” Benedict said, his eyes locking onto hers with a sudden, searing intensity.

“A d-d-deal,” Honoria whispered.

As she pulled her hand away, she felt a sudden, sharp pang of guilt. She had just sold herself to the man she mocked for a living. She had promised him silence while her mind was a roar of words. She had promised to be his furniture, while knowing she was the only thing in his world that might actually be capable of setting his house on fire.

The hook was set. Benedict Crane had his boring wife. And Honoria Westcott had her family’s salvation.

Neither realized that in the Regency ballroom, the most dangerous thing you can do is assume you know exactly who is standing in the shadows.

Honoria watched him walk back into the light, her hand still tingling. She reached into her pocket and felt the scrap of paper. She should throw it away. She should stop writing. But as she watched the Duke of Ashworth—her future husband—re-enter the ballroom with his head held high, a headline flashed through her mind.

The Iron Duke has finally found his Duchess. One only hopes he remembers to dust her once a week.

She smiled, a small, secret thing that had nothing to do with a mouse. The game hadn’t just changed; it had truly begun.
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Chapter 2 - The Quill’s Last Gasp
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The candle on Honoria’s desk was dying a sputtering, miserable death, much like her family’s reputation. At three in the morning, the Westcott town house was a skeleton of its former self, creaking with every shift of the wind as if the very floorboards were groaning under the weight of Arthur’s debts.

Honoria didn’t mind the darkness. In fact, she preferred it. The darkness didn’t care that the curtains were frayed or that the tea service had been pawned three weeks ago. In the dark, she wasn’t the stuttering wallflower or the desperate sister. She was the Silver Quill, the most feared woman in London, armed with nothing but a sharpened nib and a bottle of iron gall ink.

She dipped her pen, the scratch of the metal against the parchment the only sound in the attic room.

“The Ton has long wondered what might finally thaw the Duke of Ashworth,” she wrote, her hand flying with a fluid grace she never allowed herself in public. “One imagined a volcanic eruption, perhaps, or a direct strike from a stray comet. Instead, it appears the Iron Duke has been conquered by a light frost—specifically, the chill of a marriage so remarkably dull that it makes a Sunday sermon seem like a night at Vauxhall.”

She paused, the quill hovering. Usually, the insults flowed like cheap gin at a hanging. She should be skewering his arrogance. She should be laughing at his desire for a “silent” wife. She should be painting a picture of a man so stiff he likely required a valet just to blink.

But every time she closed her eyes, she didn’t see the Duke’s stony mask. She felt the heat of his thumb behind her ear. She smelled the sandalwood and the cold rain.

“Disgusting,” she whispered to the empty room. “I am becoming sentimental. Next, I’ll be writing poetry about sheep.”

She slashed a line through the last sentence and tried again.

“The future Duchess of Ashworth is a woman of such profound insignificance that one assumes the Duke chose her primarily because she matches the drapes at his country estate. She is the human equivalent of a boiled potato—sturdy, unremarkable, and entirely devoid of flavor.”

Honoria stared at the words. A boiled potato. It was a good line. It was exactly what the public expected from the Quill. It was also, technically, an insult to herself, which usually gave her a perverse sense of satisfaction.

But her heart wasn’t in it. The ink felt heavy. For the first time in three years, the Silver Quill was silenced by a memory.

“He is a contract,” she told herself, dropping the pen and rubbing her ink-stained fingers. “He is a walking bank account with a title attached. He wants a mouse? I will give him a mouse. But I will not let him into my head.”

She reached for the parchment to crumble it, but a sudden, sharp pounding at the front door echoed up through the house. It wasn’t the polite rap of a caller. It was a command.

Honoria froze. Debtors? Had Vane decided not to wait until Friday?

She scrambled from her desk, throwing a shawl over her nightdress and shoving the half-finished column into the hollow space beneath the floorboards. Her heart was a frantic bird against her ribs. If the bailiffs were here, she had to hide Arthur. If they took him now, the Duke’s deal would vanish like smoke.

She hurried down the stairs, her bare feet silent on the cold wood. The house was freezing—Arthur had forgotten to order coal again.

“Arthur!” she hissed as she reached the second-floor landing.

Her brother appeared in the hallway, looking like a man who had been awoken by the trumpets of the apocalypse. He was wearing a rumpled dressing gown and clutching a poker as if he intended to duel the front door.

“Nora? Is it the creditors?” his voice cracked.

“Stay back,” she commanded, her voice losing its stutter entirely. “If it’s Vane’s men, I’ll talk to them. You go out the back.”

The pounding came again. Boom. Boom. Boom.

Honoria reached the front hall. The shadows were long and jagged. She squared her shoulders, adjusted her spectacles, and pulled the heavy oak door open just a crack.

The man standing on the doorstep was not a bailiff.

Benedict Crane, the Duke of Ashworth, stood under the flickering streetlamp, looking as if he had never been to sleep in his entire life. He was perfectly dressed in a charcoal-grey greatcoat, his cravat an architectural marvel of crisp white linen. Behind him, a sleek black carriage waited, the horses stamping their hooves in the pre-dawn mist.

“Your Grace?” Honoria gasped. The “mouse” rushed back into her features. “It is... it is f-f-four in the morning.”

“Four-fifteen,” Benedict corrected. He pushed the door open with a firm, gloved hand and stepped into the hall. He didn’t ask for permission. He simply occupied the space, making the high ceilings of the Westcott foyer look suddenly, absurdly low.

He looked around the darkened hall, his eyes taking in the peeling wallpaper and the missing furniture where the portraits of Honoria’s ancestors used to hang. His lip didn’t curl, but the silence he projected was a judgment in itself.

“I find,” Benedict said, turning back to her, “that if a thing is to be done, it should be done with efficiency. My solicitors have been working through the night.”

“The n-n-night?”

“I do not sleep when there is a mess to be cleared,” he said. He reached into the inner pocket of his coat and pulled out a thick roll of parchment tied with a heavy black ribbon. “The debts to Lord Vane have been settled. The vowels are currently being incinerated in my fireplace.”

Honoria felt a dizzying rush of relief, followed immediately by a cold realization. The cage door had just locked.

“Then we... we are...”

“We are engaged,” Benedict said. He looked at her then, his gaze sweeping over her disheveled state. Honoria realized with a jolt that her hair was falling down her back in a tangled mess and her shawl was crooked. “Though I see your preparations for the role of Duchess are still in the preliminary stages.”

“I wasn’t... I wasn’t ex-p-p-pecting a midnight visit,” she snapped, then immediately softened her tone. “I am m-m-most grateful, Your Grace.”

“Do not be grateful, Honoria. It is a transaction.” He stepped toward her, and she instinctively backed into the shadows of the stairs. He followed, his presence looming. “And since I have fulfilled my part of the bargain four days ahead of schedule, I expect you to fulfill yours with equal haste.”

He tapped the parchment against his palm. “This is our marriage contract. It is not the standard document your father might have negotiated. It is a list of expectations. My solicitors have called it a ‘prenuptial covenant.’ I call it a survival guide.”

“Ex-p-p-pectations?”

“Let us sit,” he said, gesturing toward the drawing room as if he owned the house.

He probably did, Honoria realized. Along with everything in it.

She led him into the cold drawing room. There was no fire in the grate, just a few dead ashes. Benedict sat in a frayed velvet armchair with the grace of a king taking a throne. Honoria sat opposite him, clutching her shawl.

“Rule one,” Benedict began, unrolling the parchment. His voice was clinical, devoid of the heat she’d felt on the terrace. “Our primary residence will be Ashworth Hall in Yorkshire. We will spend no more than three weeks a year in London. I find the city... noisy.”

“Noise is... noise is t-t-tiresome,” Honoria agreed, though her heart sank. If she was in Yorkshire, she couldn’t gather the gossip the Silver Quill needed to survive.

“Rule two,” he continued. “You will be expected to manage the household accounts, the staff, and the local charities. You will do so without drawing attention to yourself. I want no ‘innovations’ and certainly no ‘scandals.’ If the vicar’s wife finds you dull, you are doing your job correctly.”

“I can be v-v-very dull,” she promised. “I am an ex-p-p-pert at being p-p-plain.”

Benedict’s eyes flickered to her face, lingering on her lips for a second too long. “Plainness is a state of mind, Lady Honoria. Ensure yours remains undisturbed.”

He cleared his throat. “Rule three. You will avoid the press. Specifically, you will never, under any circumstances, communicate with or acknowledge the existence of the anonymous rags. If I ever find you have leaked so much as a dinner menu to that Silver Quill creature, the contract is void and your brother’s debts will be called back in.”

Honoria felt a bead of sweat roll down her spine. “The... the Quill? You r-r-really hate them, don’t you?”

“I despise them,” Benedict said, his voice hardening into granite. “They represent everything that is rot in our society. Cowards who hide behind pseudonyms to tear down men who actually build things. They are a parasite on the body of the Ton. I intend to spend a significant portion of my fortune to unmask the author and see them ruined.”

Honoria swallowed hard. “That s-s-seems... expensive.”

“It is a hobby,” he said coldly. “Now, Rule four. The heir. I require one. Possibly two for safety. Beyond the fulfillment of that duty, our lives will be separate. I have my estates; you will have your gardens. We shall meet for dinner when it is convenient.”

Honoria looked at him. He was so handsome it was offensive, and yet he was talking about her like she was a broodmare he was stalling for the winter.

“Is there... is there a r-r-rule about what I am allowed to t-t-think?” she asked, a spark of the Quill’s defiance leaking through.

Benedict paused. He looked at her, his dark eyes narrowing. “You may think whatever you like, as long as you keep it to yourself. I find that thoughts, when aired, tend to lead to opinions. And opinions lead to arguments.”

“And you d-d-don’t like arguments?”

“I prefer results.” He stood up, the contract crackling in the air. “My solicitors will be here at ten o’clock with the final papers. We will wed on Tuesday at St. George’s. It will be a private ceremony. No guests, no cake, no nonsense.”

“A f-f-funeral with a white dress,” she whispered.

Benedict froze. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable. “A funeral for your poverty, Honoria. And for my solitude. It is a fair trade.”

He moved toward the door, but stopped at the threshold. He turned back, his gaze raking over her once more.

“And Honoria?”

“Yes, Your Grace?”

“Get some sleep. You look like you’ve been up all night plotting a revolution.”

“Only a... a s-s-small one,” she said.

He left then, his heavy footsteps echoing in the hall before the front door clicked shut.

Honoria sat in the dark drawing room for a long time. The relief of her family’s safety was there, but it was buried under the suffocating weight of Rule Three. He didn’t just want a wife; he wanted a ghost. He wanted to kill the Silver Quill.

She stood up and walked back to her attic. She pulled the half-finished column from under the floorboards. She looked at the line about the boiled potato.

“He thinks I’m a parasite,” she whispered.

She picked up her quill. She didn’t finish the column about the Duke’s wedding. Instead, she began a new one.

“Rumor has it that the Iron Duke is marrying for convenience. One must wonder, however, if the convenience is for the Duke, or for the bride who has managed to find the only man in England more rigid than a corset.”

She stopped. She couldn’t publish this. If he found out... if he used his “hobby” to track her...

But as she looked at the ink on her fingers, she realized something. Benedict Crane wanted a silent Duchess. He wanted a woman he could control. He wanted a vacuum.

But Honoria Westcott had spent her whole life being what people expected. And if the Duke of Ashworth wanted a war of silence, he was about to find out that the loudest voices are the ones that never make a sound.

She took the parchment and held it over the candle flame. She watched the words blacken and curl into ash.

“Tuesday,” she said to the shadows. “Tuesday, the mouse becomes a Duchess.”

She looked out the window. The sun was finally beginning to rise over London, bleeding pink and gold across the grey rooftops. It was a beautiful morning for a disaster.

Downstairs, she heard Arthur’s door open. She heard him whistling—the sound of a man who thought he’d been saved.

Honoria didn’t whistle. She just began to pack. She packed her few drab dresses, her worn shoes, and her most precious possession: a small, portable writing desk with a false bottom.

As she tucked the desk into her trunk, she felt a strange fluttering in her stomach. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t even the Quill’s excitement.

It was the memory of Benedict’s thumb behind her ear.

“He’s a contract, Nora,” she told her reflection in the cracked mirror. “Remember the contract.”

The reflection didn’t look like a mouse. For a split second, before she adjusted her spectacles, it looked like a woman who was ready to break every rule a Duke had ever written.

The hook was set. But as the carriage horses whinnied in the street below, Honoria realized she wasn’t just the one pulling the line. She was the one about to be swallowed whole.

She grabbed her cloak and headed downstairs. The Iron Duke was waiting. And the Silver Quill was just getting started.
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Chapter 3 - The First Inkwell
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The departure from London was not the triumphant procession of a newly-minted Duchess that the broadsheets would later describe. It was a somber, rain-streaked affair that felt more like an escape from a crime scene.

Honoria sat stiffly in the corner of the Duke’s lavish carriage, her hands folded over a small silk reticule that contained nothing but a handkerchief and her secret, burning anxiety. Outside the window, the grey London streets were blurring into the muddy outskirts of the city. Behind them lay her brother, Arthur, who had waved them off with a look of such profound relief that Honoria had briefly considered hitting him with her umbrella.

Opposite her sat Benedict Crane, the Duke of Ashworth. He was currently occupied with a stack of correspondence, his large frame making the interior of the carriage—which could easily have seated six—feel like a confession box.

The silence was rhythmic, broken only by the steady drum of rain against the leather roof and the occasional splash of the horses’ hooves through a puddle.

“You are remarkably s-s-still, Lady Honoria,” Benedict said without looking up from a letter bearing a heavy wax seal. “Most women of my acquaintance find a four-day journey to Yorkshire a suitable occasion for a nervous breakdown.”

Honoria adjusted her spectacles. “I find that... that s-s-stillness is often the most efficient way to travel, Your Grace. It prevents one from... from falling out.”

Benedict finally looked up. His dark eyes were cool, assessing. “Falling out of the carriage? Or falling out of character?”

Honoria’s heart gave a treacherous thump. “I don’t... I don’t know what you m-m-mean.”

“You’ve been staring at that same patch of upholstery for three miles,” he noted, leaning back. The movement was fluid, athletic, and entirely too close for Honoria’s comfort. “Is it particularly fascinating? Or are you simply trying to avoid looking at your husband?”

“We are not... we are not w-w-wed yet,” she pointed out. “The ceremony is t-t-tomorrow morning at the estate’s chapel.”

“A technicality. I have paid your brother’s debts, settled your sisters’ dowries, and secured your future. For all intents and purposes, you are mine. Which makes me wonder why you look as though I am about to deliver you to the Tower of London rather than a dukedom.”

Honoria forced a small, shy smile. It was her best weapon—the smile of a girl who was grateful but overwhelmed. “It is just... it is a v-v-very large house. And I am a... a v-v-very small person.”

“The house is stone and mortar, Honoria. It does not bite. The staff, however, can be judgmental. I expect you to hold your head high. Even a mouse can stand on its hind legs if the cheese is of sufficient quality.”

Honoria bit her lip to keep from offering a sharp retort about the quality of his metaphors. Instead, she looked out the window. “I am s-s-sure I shall be adequate.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
- 7WAND THE

bl SILEN
g ATgR\§T

Y@=

r A MARRIAGE OF CONVENIENCE REGENCY ROMANCE

GFW‘ o

-

_—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





