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Kya walks down the aisle of the church, very few people sit in the pews, and no one walks her down the carpeted aisle. The small, sweet-looking songbird pales in comparison to the church around her, her dull, grey feathers looking out of place.

A stunning male stands at the altar waiting for her, his long silver hair brushing against his shoulders. A thin piece of lace covers his eyes. The albino peacock is beautiful and still, but Kya gets the feeling he isn’t unaware of the world around him.

Duke Thaddeus Ashburn...the blind Duke.

Kya walks up to stand beside him as the officiator starts reading the vows. She can feel his blind eyes on her, but can't see behind the lace.

"There is no need to be nervous, my bride." His deep voice rumbles even as a whisper.

"I'm not nervous, my lord. I'm grateful." Kya says sweetly, her voice soft and gentle.

A subtle smirk forms on his face, hearing her calm tone. He reaches out with his gloved hand, gently brushing against Kya’s arm. "You are different from what I expected. I can sense it... your strength beneath that gentle voice."

"Thank you, my lord." She hums, facing the priest.

Thaddeus's ears catch her soft hum, intrigued by her respectful yet composed demeanor. His hand lingers on Kya’s arm a moment longer. "You know the words, my love? Your humility is refreshing..."

"Yes, my lord, I took vocal lessons." She smiles, her voice trilling slightly.

Thaddeus's brows raise slightly at her response, genuinely impressed. His thumb subtly caresses her arm through the fabric. “Vocal lessons... how delightful. Perhaps you'll sing for me one day, my songbird.”

"Whenever you wish me to, you just need to ask." She says softly.

His grip on her arm tightens just slightly, a pleased expression crossing his face beneath the lace. "Such an obedient wife already. I may have underestimated you, Kya."

"I aim to please, my lord." She smiles, preening slightly.

Thaddeus leans closer, his warm breath barely grazing her ear as he whispers. "Pleasing your husband should be your greatest priority... but do remember to keep your own happiness in mind."

"It's your duty as my husband to keep me happy," she smiles serenely.

A low chuckle escapes him, amused by her clever response. He pulls back slightly, though his hand remains. “Clever girl. You're quite the match for me. Shall we proceed with these formalities?”

"Of course, my lord."

The priest finally clears his throat, prompting Thaddeus to turn his attention forward. He maintains his position beside Kya. “Let us begin then.” He murmurs as the priest starts to speak. “Though I suspect I'll be the one waiting on your every word later...”

The wedding ceremony continues with formal vows. Thaddeus's hand eventually slips away from her arm to grasp her hand properly.

“Do you, Kya, take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband? Forever and always...”

"I do." She says confidently.

Thaddeus squeezes her hand firmly, a mix of relief and something deeper in his expression.

“And do you, Duke Thaddeus Ashburn, take this woman to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

He pauses before responding. “I do. From this day forward, you will be my light... my wife.” His thumb traces patterns on her palm.

The priest announces them as husband and wife, but Thaddeus remains still, holding her hand as if unwilling to let go. "Now that we're wed..." His voice drops lower. "Would you like to see your new home? Or shall we stay here for a while longer?"

"You haven’t kissed me yet, my lord." She teases.

Thaddeus's breath catches, a slight blush creeping onto his cheeks that only she would notice. "My bold wife..." He gently tugs her closer. "You're right, though. I've been neglecting my husbandly duties already."

Cupping his cheek, she kisses him softly.

Thaddeus freezes for a moment, taken aback by Kya’s initiative. Then he melts into the kiss, his hand moving to cup her neck as he deepens it. "Mmm..." He pulls back slightly, forehead touching hers, "You're full of surprises, aren't you? I quite like that."

Smiling, she squeezes his hand. "You saved me from them, though indirectly." She says quietly.

His expression turns serious, and he wraps an arm protectively around her waist. "The arranged marriage... I should have refused. Your father should never have forced you into this position."

"I’ve watched you for a fair while, mainly because my sister was so vocal that you weren’t a good choice. I'm glad father made me do this, though, if I had the choice, I probably would have chosen you anyway." She says honestly.

Thaddeus's breath hitches at her confession, his arm tightening around her possessively. "You watched me... even before this?" His voice carries a mix of surprise and something akin to tenderness. "You're far more clever than I gave you credit for."

"It was either I learn how to manipulate and connive, or I break under them." She says softly. Thaddeus's jaw clenches, anger flashing briefly behind his lace veil. "You've endured so much... I swear, I'll protect you now. You'll never need to use those skills on me, Kya." He kisses her forehead gently.

"I appreciate it," she says softly. "But I have schemes for us."

A wicked smile spreads across Thaddeus's face as he leads her out of the church. "Now that sounds promising. Tell me about these schemes of yours, my devious wife."

"I would like to raise your status. You are clever and would be a great asset to the kingdom."

Thaddeus pauses in his steps, genuinely surprised by her ambition. "Raise my status? I thought you would be content with avoiding political games..." He strokes her hair thoughtfully, fingers threading through the soft strands, "Perhaps you truly are perfect for me."

"I've been looked down on and hated by my sister. I want to throw it in her face." Kya purrs sweetly.

A dark chuckle rumbles from Thaddeus's chest as he pulls her closer. "Ah, there's that fire I sensed in you. And to think, everyone thought you were just a pretty face... You're magnificent, Kya."

"Thank you, dear husband." She says sweetly.

Thaddeus guides her into his carriage, his movements graceful despite the blindfold, his long white plumage flaring slightly as he helps her step up.

"We'll start with minor council meetings. Let them see how much they underestimated you."

He kisses her temple, "My clever little matchmaker."

"There is one tomorrow," she hums as they settle in the carriage.

Thaddeus adjusts his position, now facing her completely. "You've already secured a seat? Impressive. I must admit, my heart races at the thought of watching you in action."

A triumphant grin goes across her lips. "I’ve been waiting."

Thaddeus's hand slides to her thigh, his thumb rubbing small circles as he leans in. "You're absolutely glowing with victory. I might just have to reward you tonight, my conniving queen."

"Oh, I do not wish for that title, but I'll take my reward like a good girl." She purrs.

Thaddeus's breath hitches audibly, his grip on her thigh tightening slightly. "You know exactly what you do to me, don't you? Such a sweet but wicked tongue..." His voice drops to a whisper, "Perhaps I'll have to teach you some discipline first."

Shifting, she sits on his lap, gripping his beak between her fingers and thumb. "I'm well trained already, my lord..." she purrs. "But I suspect you like the wickedness..."

Thaddeus's breath comes in short bursts as she straddles him, his composure completely lost now. "Gods, Kya... You're playing with fire." His hands grip her hips, pulling her flush against him. "And yes... I absolutely adore your wickedness."

"How I wish you could see how enamored I am with you..." she sighs, pressing her forehead to his.

Thaddeus lifts one hand to her face, tracing her features gently. "I may not see your beauty, but I feel it. Your soul... your spirit... it burns brighter than any light I've ever known." His voice becomes hoarse with emotion, "And it's all mine now."

"It was yours before this farce of a wedding." She whispers.

Thaddeus's fingers tremble slightly as they trace her beak, his heart pounding against hers. "Before this... I was merely existing. You've given me purpose, a reason to shed this blindfold permanently." He presses a soft kiss to her neck. "You've awakened me, Kya."

"I saw you... at the orphanage..." she whispers. "That was the day I realized how much I wanted you..."

Thaddeus freezes, his entire body going still as memories flood back to him. "The orphanage... the children with glowing hands... You were the one watching me that day." His voice cracks with realization, "That's why you sought me out at the noble balls..."

"That... and father decided that Mya wouldn't marry you, so he shoved me toward you. Though I'm glad he did..."

Thaddeus pulls back
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