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​Chapter One
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Author’s Note: This book starts at the same time that Midnight Wedding (Book 2 in this series) does. There will be some overlap in the timelines.
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March 1830
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Reginald Bellington, the Duke of Havre, threw the door of the library open and stormed into the room. Lady Carol Bellington jerked, an action which resulted in her spilling tea on the book she’d been reading. 

Reginald went over to her and shoved a missive in her face. “What’s the meaning of this?”

Ignoring the book, she hurried to take the parchment before he snapped at her for being too slow. She placed the cup on the small table beside her and unfolded the missive. He, in turn, folded his arms and stared down at her in that intimidating way he had.

Her stomach twisted in dread. Without reading the thing, she already knew it was going to be horrible news. Though she’d been careful to do everything he wanted, she might have inadvertently upset someone.

It took her a moment to realize the missive wasn’t from a reputable person in London reprimanding her for something she did. Instead, it was a...a...

She gasped. “This is a suicide note.” Her gaze went to the author of the note. It was from the Duke of Augustine.

“Don’t act surprised,” Reginald growled. “He did it to get out of marrying you. I told you that you were being callous to him.”

She opened her mouth to protest, but nothing came out. She hadn’t liked the Duke of Augustine. Truth be told, she detested him. But to be fair, he had detested her. She didn’t need the missive to explain that. She could always tell it by the way he glared at her whenever they were forced to be in the same room.

“You’re to blame for this,” Reginald continued as he paced the room. “All I could do as your uncle was fulfill your father’s wishes. He’s the one who arranged that marriage. Not me. But you told your silly friends I could get you out of the contract if I wanted to.”

Her gaze left the missive so she could look at him. How dare he act like he couldn’t do something? She wasn’t a simpleton. She had read the contract herself, and it granted her guardian—father or otherwise—the right to dissolve the arrangement if it turned out it wasn’t a compatible match. And the match most definitely hadn’t been compatible. But if she pointed that out, then her uncle would know she had snuck into his bedchamber to read the contract. 

Her uncle turned to her and put his hands on his hips. “Well, what are you going to do about this?”

Her eyes grew wide. What could she do? This was out of her control. She hadn’t told the Duke of Augustine to kill himself. He’d done that all on his own, even though he’d made it abundantly clear in the missive he’d done it because he couldn’t bear the thought of being married to her.

“You’re useless,” Reginald spat. “I blame your father for this. He pampered you. All of your life, he gave you everything you wanted, and he told you that you were intelligent and pretty and other nonsense that made you think more of yourself than you should.” He let out a sigh and rolled his eyes. “You better hope someone marries you this Season because if someone doesn’t, I’m sending you to a convent.”

Her hand gripped the missive. While she wasn’t all that excited about marriage, she did enjoy spending time with her friends. And he knew that. Which was why he’d made the threat. 

Without another word, her uncle left the room. She let the missive fall to the floor and slumped back in her chair. It was like this every time he left. She could finally relax. 

She hadn’t realized how good her father had been to her until her uncle became her guardian. Growing up, she’d taken it for granted that the gentlemen in a lady’s life sincerely cared about them. Her two dear friends, Rachel and Lydia, were fortunate that their brothers, who acted as their guardians, had their best interests at heart. She hoped they appreciated it.

She brushed a tear from her cheek. What was she supposed to do to get a gentleman to marry her? She didn’t know the first thing about getting someone’s attention. It was the ladies who knew how to flirt who had suitors lining up to visit them. She hadn’t thought she’d need to develop those skills, so she hadn’t bothered inquiring about them. That was an oversight she was quickly coming to regret.

Her gaze went to the book she’d been reading. The pages in front of her were now damp from the tea. She gently set the book, still open, on the table. Perhaps once the pages dried, the damage wouldn’t be that terrible. 

She stood up. She had more pressing matters to worry about than the condition of an old book. She had her future to consider. Who could help her? Rachel? Lydia? They were the only people she knew well enough to talk to about this. She retrieved the missive. She’d show them the letter and ask for their advice. If they didn’t know what to do, maybe one of their brothers might help. Decision made, she left the townhouse.
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“I shall miss Belladonna,” Miss Amelia Carnel said.

Grant Carnel, the Earl of Wright, glanced at his sister as she came into the drawing room. Like her, he was going to miss their cousin. Belladonna had been good for Lucinda. With his sister entertaining suitors, he hadn’t felt it right to ask her to watch his two-year-old daughter when he had to tend to his investments. But Belladonna was content to be single and had been delighted to take care of Lucinda. Unfortunately, her trip wasn’t meant to last forever. She would have to return to Canada where her parents waited for her.

“I’m sure she’ll be glad to return home,” Grant told Amelia before he made sure Lucinda’s bonnet was on correctly. 

Lucinda grimaced and pushed her bonnet until it fell off of her head.

“You have to leave it alone, Lucinda,” he said as he put the bonnet back on.

“Not like, Papa,” Lucinda replied.

“You can’t go outside without something on your head. You do want to see Belladonna get to the ship, don’t you?”

Lucinda nodded in excitement and stopped fiddling with the bonnet. “Be good.”

Grant smiled. Lucinda was so young that she spoke her mind. If only all people were like children. Then Grant would know whom he could trust and whom he couldn’t.

“Why, don’t you look pretty!” Belladonna called out as she came into the room. “Lucinda, you’re going to be a beautiful lady someday. Gentlemen better watch their hearts when you’re around.”

Lucinda ran to Belladonna and hugged her legs. “Stay.”

Belladonna smiled and gathered her into her arms. “I can’t stay. I have too much to do back home. There are unfortunate children out there who don’t have anyone to take care of them. My job is to help raise them. Now,” she continued as she set her back down, “I want to give you something to remember me by.” She undid the strings of her reticule and pulled out a cameo. “I bought this for you when I was in the market.” She pulled out a matching cameo. “I also bought one for myself. When I look at this, I’ll think of you, and when you look at yours, you can think of me.”

Grant felt a smile tug at his lips, but along with it came a sting of regret that Lucinda’s mother hadn’t had the warmth Belladonna and Amelia did. He forced back his tears so no one would notice. “I believe it’s time to go. Thank you for coming to visit us, Belladonna. It was wonderful having you here.”

“It really was,” Amelia agreed. “Tell Uncle Josiah and Aunt Esther that we’re glad they let you come to London.”

“I will,” Belladonna promised as she gave everyone a hug. “Thanks to you three, I have many good stories to tell the others when I get home. Amelia, you’ll write me when you finally decide which of your suitors you’ve decided to marry, won’t you?”

A blush crept up Amelia’s cheeks. “When I decide, I will let you know.”

Belladonna turned to Grant. “I wish you the best of luck in finding a wife. You can’t let what happened at the Duke of Creighton’s dinner party discourage you. There will be other ladies out there besides Miss Hamilton.”

Grant resisted the urge to grimace. To his dying day, he wouldn’t understand why Miss Lydia Hamilton had taken a fancy to Lord Quinton. He had offered to pay her a visit after the ill-fated dinner party since she had seemed like a pleasant lady. Unfortunately, she’d declined his offer, saying that she had decided to marry the other gentleman.

Amelia gave him a sympathetic smile. “The right lady is out there.”

That was easy for someone who had gentlemen lining up to court her to say. He couldn’t believe how easy it was for ladies to find someone. They didn’t have to work at finding a husband. All they had to do was look attractive, and gentlemen lined up to talk to them. 

“I better go so I’m not late,” Belladonna said, drawing him back to the present. 

“See ship, see ship!” Lucinda jumped up and down in excitement.

Amelia chuckled and picked Lucinda up. “There’s no point in making the poor girl wait longer than she can bear.”

Belladonna laughed, and Grant smiled so he wouldn’t ruin the mood. He wanted Belladonna’s last day here to be pleasant. He could dwell on his frustrations another time. He escorted everyone out of the townhouse. Sooner or later, he was bound to find a wife. Lucinda wasn’t going to be without a mother forever. Maybe if he told himself this often enough, he’d start to believe it.
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Carol had never felt more alone in her entire life. She had written to Rachel and Lydia to tell them what had just happened. Then she asked them if she could visit them, only to find out they were both gone. Rachel—Rachel’s brother had written back to her—had eloped to Gretna Green with the butler. Then the footman had sent word that Lydia and her brothers had left London to go to their country estate. Carol had no other friends she could confide in. She could understand one of them being gone, but why did both of them have to be gone at the same time?

Carol sat alone in her bedchamber. She was too scared to leave the safety of her room. Her uncle never bothered her when she was here. If she was anywhere else in the townhouse, he would likely hunt her down.

It was the most frustrating thing in the world to be born a lady. Her entire life was dictated by the gentlemen around her. She couldn’t get her own townhouse, and thereby be relieved of living with her uncle. She had no female relatives to take her out, and the last thing she wanted to do was pretend to be happy while her uncle tried to shove her off to the first gentleman who happened to come along. Her only hope was that one of her friends might offer to let her live with them. But even then, who knew if her uncle would allow it? 

A light knock came at her door. She frowned. She wasn’t supposed to eat a meal this time of day, nor had her uncle set up a social engagement for her to attend. Why would the maid be knocking?

Maybe her uncle wanted her to start packing for the convent. While he’d only made the threat three days ago, he was also horribly impatient. He might not allow her the rest of the Season to find a husband. 

She reluctantly stood up and went to the door. She opened it a crack and peered behind her lady’s maid to make sure she was alone. She relaxed when she didn’t see her uncle, but only slightly. “What is it?” Carol asked.

“His Grace wishes to see you in the drawing room,” the maid replied. “I am to tell you to put on a pretty gown and fix your hair first. Would you like my assistance with that?”

Her stomach tensed. What was Reginald planning? He wasn’t the spontaneous type. He didn’t like going to a social event unless he had it planned out well in advance. With an uncertain breath, Carol opened the door farther and gestured for the maid to come into the room. It must be important if her uncle had involved her lady’s maid. Carol had relieved her of her duties for the afternoon since she didn’t think she was going to need her for anything.

This particular maid was young, probably thirteen or fourteen. Though she didn’t know much about styling hair, Carol didn’t trust her shaky hands to do a good job. She’d been on pins and needles since finding out the Duke of Augustine hung himself. Yes, she would be spared a marriage to him, but the inquiries her uncle had been making about convents let her know just how serious he was about getting rid of her.

Her uncle had purchased several black gowns for her to wear. She put one on, even though it seemed to mock what her relationship to the duke had been. He hadn’t loved her, nor had she loved him. In truth, they detested each other. But her uncle was determined to make it appear as if his death caused both him and her a deep sorrow. And with her uncle, appearances were everything.

The maid, as it turned out, did a fine job with her hair. Carol was so surprised she even commented on it. The maid seemed pleased by the compliment before she hurried to leave the room.

Carol braced herself for whatever occasion her uncle had in mind. She just prayed it wasn’t a trip to the priest’s so he could find out more about convents. Or worse, she hoped he wouldn’t throw her on a carriage so she could live in one. No. He wouldn’t throw her out of here without having her clothes packed first, would he?

When Carol made it to the drawing room, she saw an unfamiliar gentleman, who looked to be in his early thirties, talking to her uncle. Her uncle seemed unusually happy with the visit. Was it possible he was a clergyman from another parish? 

Upon noticing her, the two gentlemen stood, but it was her uncle who hurried over to her. “This is Lady Carol, my dutiful niece. Carol, my dear, this is Lord Wright.”

Lord Wright? She tried to place the title. She’d heard it before, but for the life of her, she couldn’t remember where. At least, the gentleman wasn’t a vicar or priest who was here to discuss life as a nun with her. She offered him a polite greeting, which he returned, then sat in the chair her uncle gestured to.

“I can’t tell you how heartbroken she was when news came of her betrothed’s untimely parting from this world,” her uncle said as he handed her a cup of tea. “Of course, I’m also upset by the situation. It was such a shock. No one knew the Duke of Augustine didn’t want to live.”

She didn’t know what to say. If her uncle wanted her to play the part of the sad lady, she couldn’t follow along with it. She settled for taking a sip of her tea.

“Death is never pleasant, no matter what the circumstances are,” Lord Wright commented. “I hope the pain isn’t too great.”

Noting that he directed the last statement to her, she glanced his way. She was struck by the tenderness in his expression. Besides her friend’s brothers, she couldn’t recall the last time a gentleman looked upon her favorably. Except, Lord Wright had something else in his expression that she didn’t recognize. She took a closer look at him. He was attractive. Dark hair, bright green eyes, full lips. She’d never felt a stirring of attraction for any of the gentlemen she’d come across, but she did with him.

As soon as the thought came to her, she shoved it aside. She was certain that, whoever this gentleman was, he was already married. Therefore, she had no right to think of him in such a way.

“Death is never pleasant,” her uncle spoke in a thoughtful manner. “And it’s even worse when the person is so young. The Duke of Augustine was like a son to me. I was looking forward to making him a part of the family.” With a regretful shrug, he drank his tea.

Carol couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Her uncle might have gotten along with His Grace well enough, but in no way did he think of him as a son. Resisting the urge to point this out, she took another sip of her tea.

“My dear,” her uncle began in a sweet voice that let her know he expected her to be obedient in what he wanted, “Lord Wright is acquainted with the Duke of Creighton. Isn’t the Duke of Creighton your friend’s brother? What is the name of that friend?”

Not sure where he was going with this, she answered, “Lady Rachel.”

Her uncle nodded. “That’s the one. Lady Rachel is lovely. She comes from a reputable family, too. I think if the Duke of Creighton were to recommend someone for you to marry, that recommendation is worth noting.” 

“I don’t mind making the proposal myself,” Lord Wright spoke up. 

She turned her attention back to Lord Wright. He wasn’t already married? He was here to discuss marrying her? 

Lord Wright placed the cup on the table and shifted in the chair. “I met the Duke of Creighton two months ago. At his dinner party, I met Lady Rachel. As your uncle said, she is a lovely lady, but I could tell she was interested in another gentleman who happened to be in attendance at that dinner party.” He paused. “I’ll be upfront with you, Lady Carol. I am a widower of a two-year-old girl who needs a mother. I’ve been searching for a lady who is willing to take on that role. The Duke of Creighton sent me word about your situation. He said that you have a kind and giving heart. Based on that, I asked your uncle if I might pay you a visit and see if you’d be willing to marry me.”

Carol dropped her cup. Her uncle reached out and grabbed it before it fell on the floor. Thankfully, there was so little tea in it that she didn’t make a mess. 

She couldn’t believe it. She needed a husband, and she’d had no idea where she was going to find one. Now, out of nowhere, Lord Wright came to save her from being dragged off to a convent. She’d be a fool to turn down the offer, especially when she didn’t get that horrible sensation of doom with Lord Wright that she’d gotten around the Duke of Augustine. 

“I will marry you,” she hurried to reply.

Lord Wright didn’t hide his surprise. He hadn’t expected her to say yes, at least not right away. But she saw no reason to delay the answer.

Her uncle laughed and set her cup on the table. “I told you she’s always wanted to be a mother. I knew that as soon as she heard about the little girl she couldn’t say no.”

He knew no such thing, but she kept the comment to herself. Her uncle was just as eager to get her out of there as she was to leave. Lord Wright was offering both of them that opportunity.

“Wonderful,” Lord Wright said after he overcame his shock. “I’ll arrange for a special license so we can marry.” He glanced at her uncle. “Given the situation with the Duke of Augustine, it might be best to make the marriage a private affair. Undoubtedly, people are talking about the way he died.”

Reginald nodded. “You make a good point. There’s no sense in encouraging more gossip. We’ll go with a special license.”

Grant turned his gaze to her. “Is that all right with you?”

“I’m fine with having a quick wedding,” she assured him. “We don’t even need to go through the formality of a wedding breakfast. To be honest, I don’t like large gatherings.”

It was true. She didn’t like large gatherings. She felt most comfortable with her friends. The only reason she hadn’t panicked at the balls was because she didn’t have to worry about attracting a suitor. It left her free to talk with her friends. 

“All right,” Lord Wright agreed. “As I said, I’ll arrange for a special license. I would like for you to meet my daughter before we marry. She’s only two. I don’t know how much she’ll understand about what’s going on, but I’d like for her to know you’ll be her mother before we exchange vows. I think it’ll make things easier for her.”

Carol nodded. “That sounds sensible. I’d be happy to meet her.”

“I’ll introduce you to her at my dinner party,” Lord Wright said. “When will be a good evening for me to host it?”

“Lady Carol has no pressing engagements on her social calendar,” her uncle answered for her. “You can host it at your earliest convenience.”

She joined the two gentlemen as they rose to their feet. Her uncle mentioned how glad he was that Carol wouldn’t have to endure the burden of spinsterhood as he saw Lord Wright to the door. Lord Wright glanced back at her, as if he had wished she was the one leading him out instead of her uncle. She didn’t know how to respond to that. The Duke of Augustine never looked back to see her when he was leaving.

Once the two gentlemen were out of the room, she decided to hurry back to her bedchamber so she wouldn’t have to face her uncle until dinner.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter Three


[image: ]


“She said yes? Right away? Without taking any time to think over your proposal?” Amelia asked Grant later that day as they took a stroll through Hyde Park.

Lucinda stopped to study something in the grass nearby, so they stopped, too.

Grant turned to face his sister. “Do you think something is wrong with her?”

Amelia paused for a moment. “Well, no. It doesn’t mean something is wrong with her. It’s just that if a stranger came to visit me and offered marriage, I’d have to take some time to think it over.”

“Maybe she likes the idea of being a mother. Her uncle did mention how much she wants a child.”

“I want a child, too, but I also want to know the gentleman I’ll be marrying. Marriage is for life. Why wouldn’t she want to find out if you’re going to be a good husband?”

“Perhaps it’s because she trusts the Duke of Creighton’s judgment. I trust his judgment. He thinks she’ll be a good match for me. He said Lady Carol is kind and considerate and that she cares about people.”

She arched an eyebrow. “If she’s so wonderful, then why doesn’t he marry her?”

“He thinks of her as another sister.”

“He wrote that?”

“Yes, he did.” Grant paused then added, “Lady Carol is good friends with his sister. We met his sister at his dinner party. You like Lady Rachel.”

Amelia considered his argument and nodded. “You’re right. I do like her. She thought Lord Quinton was as strange as you, Belladonna, and I did. That proves she has good sense.”

“Her brother shows good sense, too.” He glanced at Lucinda to make sure she was still nearby before saying, “Her brother apologized for inviting Lord Quinton to the dinner party. He said if he had known Lord Quinton was going to insist on exchanging partners, he never would have asked him to come over. Lord Quinton ruined things for all of us.”

“That’s not true for all of us. Mr. St. George ended up being my escort, and I think he wants to be my suitor.”

“What about Lord Compton and Mr. Everson? I thought you liked them.”

“Yes, I suppose they’re all right.”

“You’re a lady, and as a lady, you have your pick of gentlemen to choose from. I advise you to take your time in selecting the best one.”

“I am taking my time.” She gave him a pointed look. “This is why I can’t believe Lady Carol accepted your proposal right away. You’d think she would take her time, too.”

He was sure she would if she hadn’t just learned her betrothed hung himself. He didn’t know the details of the gentleman’s death, but the whole thing was marked with scandal. All of London was talking about it. He suspected she was eager to marry because her prospects had suddenly diminished. Not many gentlemen wanted to court a lady whose betrothed committed suicide. 

“Well,” Amelia began, “if Lady Carol is a friend of Lady Rachel’s, then she must be nice. Miss Lydia Hamilton is Lady Rachel’s friend, and she’s nice.” She chuckled. “She might be strange for liking Lord Quinton, but she is nice.”

Grant shook his head. He didn’t like the reminder that Lord Quinton appealed to Miss Hamilton more than he did. He didn’t consider himself to be a vain gentleman, but his pride had been pricked by that situation. He’d like to think he was a better prospect for marriage than Lord Quinton. At least he didn’t make it a habit of complaining about every little thing around him.

“I hope this marriage will go better for you than your first one did,” Amelia said in a soft voice.

Grant met his sister’s gaze and noted the sympathy there. He hadn’t given her any details of his marriage to Fiona. He had only said that it was a shame Lucinda didn’t have a mother, though, as he thought on it, Fiona hadn’t even cared that she’d had a child. That wasn’t surprising, Grant supposed, since she hadn’t cared that she’d had a husband.

“Papa, Auntie Ama,” Lucinda called out.

Amelia smiled at her attempt to say her full name, and at once, Grant felt his mood lighten. 

Lucinda came over to them with a caterpillar in her hand.

“Be careful with that,” Amelia said as she loosened the girl’s grip on the insect. “It’s a small creature. You don’t want to squash it.”

The caterpillar walked across her hand, and Lucinda laughed. “Feels funny.”

“I’m sure it does.” Amelia helped the girl hold the caterpillar so it didn’t fall to the ground.

Grant noticed Mr. St. George approaching, so he took the caterpillar from them and set it on the ground. When Lucinda protested, he whispered, “You need to let the thing go. We can’t take it home with us.” He took Lucinda by the hand. “There’s someone who looks like he wants to talk to your aunt.” He hadn’t told Amelia, but Mr. St. George had expressed an interest in being her suitor.

When Amelia noticed Mr. St. George, a blush crept up her cheeks. She fiddled with the curls poking out from under her hat. Grant blinked in surprise. Yes, she had just told him she fancied Mr. St. George, but Grant hadn’t realized just how much she fancied him. Her face glowed with the anticipation of talking to him. It was a shame no lady had ever looked at him that way. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. St. George,” Grant greeted. “How is your day going?”

“It’s going well.” Mr. St. George’s gaze went to Amelia, and his smile widened. “I just took a stroll through the market. I saw the ad you mentioned in the newspaper from someone who is trying to sell his wife.”

Amelia gasped. “You didn’t believe me when I told you there was such an ad?”

He shrugged. “You have to admit it’s absurd that someone would sell his wife. I didn’t think such a thing was legal.”

“It’s rarely ever done, but there are such ads from time to time, and it’s usually from someone not from nobility,” Grant inserted.

“That explains why the newspaper was in a discreet place,” Mr. St. George said. “I doubt many from the Ton would see it.”

“Did you go to Sir Elton’s shop to find it?” Amelia asked.

He nodded. “And that shop has a lot of odd things in it like you said.”

“I’m a bit insulted you didn’t take my word for it. I’d like to think you would trust me.”

Though Amelia offered a pout, Grant caught the flirtatious spark in her eyes.

Mr. St. George put his hand over his heart. “I promise to never doubt you again.”

“Make sure you don’t,” she replied.

After a moment, he asked, “What is your favorite oddity Sir Elton sells?”

She paused for a moment as her gaze went upward to the right. “It’s not my favorite, but it’s what I think of first when someone mentions his store. That is the shrunken human head. Sir Elton claims it’s real, but I hope it’s not. Can you imagine having something like that in your home?” She shuddered.

“I didn’t see that anywhere in the shop.”

“Maybe he had to get rid of it. It was a monstrosity.”

“Or he could have sold it,” Grant inserted.

“Who would want such a thing?” she asked in shock.

Grant shrugged. “There are some strange people out there.”

“The strangest thing I saw in his shop was the tie pin made from someone’s tooth,” Mr. St. George said. “Sir Elton swore the tooth belonged to King George III. I didn’t purchase it. I did purchase the tie pin made from a ruby, though.” He reached into the pocket of his waistcoat and showed it to them.

“Toy, toy,” Lucinda said and raised her hand toward it.

“No, that’s not a toy,” Grant replied and urged her to put her arm down. He picked her up so she wouldn’t run over to Mr. St. George. “That’s a gentleman’s tie pin. He’s going to wear it. Being a girl, you have your pretty cameo.”

Lucinda pointed to her new cameo and told Mt. St. George, “From Bella.”

Amelia turned to Mr. St. George. “Belladonna is on her way back to Canada. She gave my niece that as a gift to remember her by.”

“That’s a nice gesture,” Mr. St. George replied. “I’m sorry I wasn’t able to say goodbye to her before she left.”

“We would have enjoyed your visit.” Amelia gave Grant a hopeful look.

Picking up on the hint, Grant spoke up. “I’ve recently become engaged, and I thought I’d have a dinner party to introduce the lady to my family. Why don’t you come so that my sister has someone to escort her?”

“I’d be delighted to attend,” he replied. “In fact,” his gaze went to Amelia, “I have something I wish to speak to you about. The dinner party would be the ideal time to do that.”

Noting the excitement on his sister’s face, Grant promised him, “I’ll send you an invite after I find out when my future bride is able to attend.”

“I’ll keep my schedule clear,” Mr. St. George said before he wished them a good day and headed down the path.

Lucinda wiggled in Grant’s arms. “Down, down.”

He set her down, and the girl started off down the path. Since her little legs made her slow, he and Amelia quickly caught up to her.

“What does Mr. St. George want to talk to me about?” Amelia asked in a low voice.

He took a good look at the excited expression on her face and shook his head. “This is for him to say, not me.”

“Oh, don’t be like that. You can give me a hint.”

He laughed. “No. I’m not going to ruin this for him. You’ll just have to wait.”

When she groaned, he laughed
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