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A Dress To Kill For




As the fledgling footman presented a silver plate with steaming roast beef he nudged my cane away from my chair with the tip of his shoe, the metal handle clunking against the solid oak floor. The boy reached for it and tilted the plate in his other hand, nearly spilling the juices all over my favourite dress, but I steadied the tray before misfortune befell me. Maxwell’s valet immediately took it from my hands and scolded the boy. 

Good. I didn’t want to see his clumsy face again.

My fingers caressed the cool iron covering the grip of the cane. It had shaped to my hand perfectly after decades of use and I couldn’t imagine being without it. 

Lord Rosewood, the man on the other side of the table, was too preoccupied with his food to have noticed any of this. The broken shimmer of the crystal chandelier enhanced the dark circles beneath his eyes.

I clenched my jaw and asked, “Did you solve the problem with the workers? A strike would reflect terribly on us, you know, with the season starting.” Appearances were everything in high society and no one wanted to talk about their struggles. The season was about bragging, showing off. We had to show people what we had, who we were. Lord and Lady Rosewood.

“I don’t know what you’re so concerned about. Our daughter isn’t yet old enough to make her debut into society.”

He laid down his knife, and our eyes connected. 

Oh, how I longed to drown in his deep blue waters again. Let them wash over me in a state of ecstasy. “I want another child,” I said.

The grey in my husband’s hair grew bolder every day. And although mine hadn’t appeared yet, it wouldn’t be long. Our time was running out.

“You already gave me four,” he said with a sigh. “But if you want more, I’m sure we can make it happen.” The dark veil lifted and the sweet, caring face from my true love revealed itself. 

“But not tonight,” I said. As unexpected as my love’s return was, so expected was his departure.

“To answer your question, I sorted it out. But you’ll have to make do with only three new dresses until we recuperate it.”

I threw the cutlery onto the fragile porcelain. “What are you saying? Did you give in and upped their wages?”

“Of course not.” Venom lined his words. Not uncommon when he talked business at the table. “I paid the foreman a bonus to shut them up. I’ll ration their lunch to make them pay for it. We’ll get the money back before the end of summer.”

“I need those dresses.”

He scoffed. “What for? It’s just parties and tea. Why do you need new dresses for each one?”

“I’ll put it in a way you can understand, dearest husband. You need your workers to make a profit. I need my dresses so people notice me, us. They’re both tools to get what we want. What we deserve.”

“It’s been years since we got married and I haven’t seen a single dinner invitation from the Duke yet. You might want to have a word with your dresses to make sure they perform as they should.”

As much as I wanted to claw off his face sometimes, he lit a fire with the broken pieces of my soul. Soon it would be a bonfire. No one would see me as the unfortunate girl with a cane, forever cast to the side of the ballroom. They would see me for who I truly was.

I owed it to him. And even though I’d never whisper those words in his ears, he knew. He knew me deeply, intimately. Our trust was so strong, nothing could ever break us. We would break the world together.









