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      Prologue

      Fonthill

      Lord Strange’s country estate

      February 19, 1784

      Women have been dressing to entice men ever since Eve fashioned her first fig leaf. Adam was probably irritable after that
         business with the apple, so Eve would have done her best with some leaves and string.
      

      So why was it still so hard to decide what to wear? As her maid tossed a seventh rejected gown onto the bed, Isidore, Duchess
         of Cosway, tried to decide whether her husband would prefer her in a ruby-colored velvet with a low décolletage or a sky-blue
         open robe with a little train.
      

      The decision would be easier if she’d actually met the husband in question.

      “Your Grace looked delightful in the white lustring silk,” her maid said, a mulish set to her jaw indicating that Lucille
         was losing patience with all the tiny buttons, hooks, petticoats, and panniers involved in each change.
      

      “It would be so much less complicated if I only had a few vines to work with, the way Eve did,” Isidore said. “Though my marriage
         could hardly be called Edenic.”
      

      Lucille rolled her eyes. She wasn’t given to philosophical musings about marriage.

      Not only were Eve’s sartorial options limited, but she and Adam went into the wilderness. Whereas she, Isidore, had lured her husband, the Duke of Cosway, out of the wilderness of equatorial Africa, and yet the note she’d received saying he’d arrive tonight sounded just as peeved
         as Adam. Men never liked to be given directions.
      

      She should probably wear the pale yellow gown, the one embroidered with flower petals. It had a disarming air of female fragility.
         Isidore plucked it back off the bed and held it in front of herself, staring into the glass. Never mind the fact that docility
         wasn’t her best virtue; she could certainly look the part. For a while.
      

      “That’s an excellent choice, Your Grace,” Lucille said encouragingly. “You’ll look as sweet as butter.”

      The dress was edged in delicate lace and dotted with pale ribbons. “We’ll put flowers in your hair,” Lucille continued. “Or
         perhaps small pearls. We could even add a bit of lace to the bodice.” She waved her hand in the general area of Isidore’s
         chest.
      

      Masking her bosom (one of Isidore’s best features, to her mind) seemed like taking wifely modesty too far. “Pearls?” she said
         dubiously.
      

      “And,” Lucille said, getting into the spirit, “you could carry that little prayer book from your mother, the one covered with
         lace.”
      

      “Prayer book? You want me to carry a prayer book downstairs? Lucille, have you forgotten that we are currently at the most notorious house
         party in all England? There’s not a guest at Lord Strange’s party who even owns a prayer book except myself!”
      

      “Her Grace, the Duchess of Berrow, has a prayer book,” Lucille pointed out.

      “Since Harriet happens to be at this party incognito—and dressed as a man—I doubt that she will be wandering around with
         her prayer book in hand.”
      

      “It would give you an air of virtue,” her maid said stubbornly.

      “It would give me the air of a vicar’s wife,” Isidore said, throwing the dress back onto the heap.

      “You’re meeting His Grace for the first time. You don’t want to look as if you belong at one of Lord Strange’s parties. In
         that dress you look as young as a debutante,” Lucille added, obviously thinking she’d hit on a powerful point.
      

      That settled it. Isidore was definitely not wearing the yellow gown, nor pearls either. She was no debutante: she was all
         of twenty-three years old, even if she was meeting her husband for the first time, after eleven years of marriage. They’d
         married by proxy, but Cosway hadn’t bothered to return when she was sixteen—or eighteen—or even twenty. He had no right to
         expect that she’d look like a debutante. He should have imagined what it was like to get older and older while her friends
         married and had children. It was a wonder that she wasn’t as dried up as an apple.
      

      A chilling thought. What if he decided that she really was nothing more than a dried-up apple? She was far beyond the age of a debutante, after all.
      

      The very thought made Isidore’s backbone straighten. She’d played the docile wife for years, preserving her reputation, waiting
         for her husband’s return. Longing for his return, if she admitted the truth to herself.
      

      And what made Cosway finally come home? Did he suddenly remember that they’d never met? No. It was the news that his wife
         was visiting a house party more famous for its debauchery than its lemon cakes. She should have thrown away her reputation
         years ago, and he would have trotted happily out of the jungle like a dog on a leash.
      

      “The silver with diamonds,” she said decisively.

      Lucille would have paled, but her maquillage didn’t allow for such extravagancies of emotion. “Oh, Your Grace,” she said, clasping her hands like a heroine about to be
         thrown from the parapet, “if you won’t wear the yellow, at least choose a gown that has some claim to modesty!”
      

      “No,” Isidore said, her mind made up. “Do you know what His Grace’s note says to me, Lucille?”

      “Of course not, Your Grace.” Lucille was carefully displacing the pile of glowing silk and satin, looking for Isidore’s most
         scandalous costume, the one she rarely wore after its first airing resulted in an impromptu duel between two besotted Frenchmen,
         fought on the cobbles in front of Versailles.
      

      “It says,” Isidore said, snatching up the piece of stationery that had arrived a few hours before: “I discover I have some missing property. And he added a cryptic comment that seemingly announces his imminent arrival: Tonight.”
      

      Lucille looked up, blinking. “What?”

      “My husband appears to think I’m a missing trunk. Perhaps he considers it too much work to travel from London to recover me
         from Lord Strange’s party. Perhaps he expected that I would be waiting on the pier for his boat to come in. Perhaps he thinks
         I’ve been there for years, tears dripping down my face as I waited for his return!”
      

      Lucille had a hard-headed French turn of mind, so she ignored the edge in Isidore’s voice. She straightened with a gorgeous
         swath of pale silver silk, glittering with small diamonds. “Will you desire diamonds in your hair as well?” she inquired.
      

      This particular dress fit so closely that Isidore could wear only the smallest corset, designed to plump her breasts and narrow
         her waist. The gown was sewn by a dressmaker to Queen Marie Antoinette, and it presupposed that its owner would grace the
         mirrored halls of Versailles—a far cry from the smoky corridors of Strange’s residence. Not to mention the fact that she would
         be rubbing shoulders with everyone from dukes to jugglers. Still…
      

      “Yes,” she said. “I may lose a few diamonds by the end of the evening. But I want my husband to understand that I am no stray
         trunk that he can simply throw into his carriage and transport to London.”
      

      Lucille laughed at that, and began to nimbly lace the proper corset. Isidore stared in the mirror, wondering just what the
         Duke of Cosway expected his wife to look like. She looked nothing like a pale English rose, given her generous curves and
         dark hair.
      

      It rankled that Cosway had spent years jaunting around foreign lands, while she waited for him to return. Had he even thought
         of her in the past ten years? Had he ever wondered what had become of the twelve-year-old girl who married him by proxy?
      

      She had a strong feeling that to Cosway she truly was nothing more than a piece of forgotten property. It made her feel slightly
         crazed: that she had spent so many years wondering what sort of man she’d married, while he wandered around looking for the
         source of the Nile, never giving her a second thought.
      

      “Lip color,” she said to Lucille. “And I’ll wear the diamond-heeled shoes as well.”

      “La Grande Toilette,” Lucille said, and then laughed, a Frenchwoman’s sudden laugh. “The duke won’t know what happened to him!”
      

      “Precisely,” Isidore said with satisfaction. “I had it wrong, Lucille. Eve isn’t the right model. I should be thinking about
         Cleopatra.”
      

      Lucille was wrestling with Isidore’s panniers and just mumbled something.

      “Cleopatra sailed down the Nile in a ship plated in gold,” Isidore said dreamily. “Mark Antony took one look at her and lost
         his heart in a moment. And it wasn’t because she looked like a modest wife.”
      

      Lucille straightened up. “Modest will not be the word that comes to the duke’s mind when he sees you in this gown.”

      “Excellent,” Isidore said, smiling at herself as Lucille dropped a shimmering veil of silver over her head. The bodice fitted
         as if it were sewn to her body which, in fact, it had been. The fittings had been tedious, but worth every minute. At the
         waist the silk pulled back in soft billowing folds, revealing an underskirt of blue watered silk. One might not immediately
         notice the tiny diamonds sewn all over her bodice and skirts, but they made the gown luminescent. It was a gown that turned
         its wearer into a queen.
      

      Queen Cleopatra, to be exact.

      But all the diamonds in the world couldn’t stop the cold fear that gripped Isidore’s heart when she descended the stairs some
         time later. She was going to meet her husband. For the first time.
      

      What if he were ugly? Well, he was certain to be weather-beaten, at the very least. Likely there wasn’t good hygiene in Africa,
         Isidore told herself. Cosway might be missing some teeth. He might be missing an eye! He might be—
      

      But she stopped herself before she began lopping off his limbs. Whatever he was and however he looked, she would finally have
         a real husband. She could have children. She could be a real duchess, rather than a woman known to some as the Duchess of
         Cosway, and to others as Lady Del’Fino. She’d longed for this event for years.
      

      The thought sustained her as she strolled into Lord Strange’s sitting room. There was a vivid moment of silence as the gentlemen
         in the room took stock of Isidore—or perhaps more precisely, Isidore’s tiny bodice—followed by such a concerted rush in her
         direction that she actually flinched. No duke was among them. Cosway had yet to arrive.
      

      Men were men, she kept telling herself whenever she felt a pulse of nervousness about her husband. French or English, explorer
         or juggler, the silver gown brought them all to their knees.
      

      But the sensuality of the gown felt different this time. In the past, she’d ignored men who gaped at her bosom. Now she suddenly
         realized that a husband’s response involved more than just a lustful gaze. To put it bluntly, Cosway had every right to drag
         her straight up the stairs.
      

      To bed.

      Bed!

      Of course she wanted to sleep with her husband. She was curious, she wanted children, she wanted… she wanted to throw up.

      Her friend Harriet took one look at her and pulled her out of the sitting room—when it happened.

      The front door was open and snow was blowing in. The butler was saying something about unseasonably cold weather, and then…

      A man laughed, and in that instant, Isidore knew. It was Cosway. She could only see his back: he was enormous, wrapped in
         a greatcoat with a fur hat. She panicked. “I have to go upstairs!” she whispered, stepping backwards, nearly tripping in her
         eagerness to flee.
      

      “Too late,” Harriet said, holding her arm.

      And it was. The great mountain of a man turned and then, as if there were no one else in the entry, his eyes met hers and
         he recognized her. He didn’t even glance at her dress, just looked into her eyes. Isidore gulped.
      

      Black hair tumbled over his collar as he pulled off his hat and handed it to a butler. But he didn’t take his eyes from hers.
         His skin looked warm, a honey-dark color that no one could call weather-beaten.
      

      Without saying a word he swept into a deep bow. Isidore’s lips parted to say—what?—as she watched him bow and then she curtsied,
         a moment too late. She felt as if she were caught in the acts of the play. He was—
      

      If Cosway were Mark Antony, Cleopatra would have fallen at his feet, rather than the other way around. He didn’t look like
         an English duke. He didn’t have powdered hair, or a cravat, or even a waistcoat. He looked untamed.
      

      “My duchess, I presume,” he said, catching her hand and kissing it.

      Isidore managed to pull herself together enough to introduce him to Harriet, but her mind was reeling. Somehow in all her
         imaginings, she’d forgotten to imagine—a man.
      

      Not a nobleman, with delicate fingernails, and powdered hair. Not a ruffian, like many of the men attending Lord Strange’s
         house party. But a man who moved easily, like a lion, who seemed to swallow all the air in the entry, whose eyes ranged over
         her face with a sense of ownership… Her heart was beating so quickly that she couldn’t hear anything.
      

      He wasn’t one-legged, or toothless. He was probably one of the most beautiful men she’d ever met. She had lost track of the
         conversation.
      

      “The duchess and I leave in the morning,” he was telling the butler.

      In the morning? Isidore was gripped by a sense of fear so great that she couldn’t imagine even walking to the carriage. If
         she were utterly honest, she had imagined a man who would be slavishly grateful to discover that his wife was so beautiful.
         But now…
      

      She thought she had all the power. She didn’t.

      She had to take command. Cleopatra, she thought desperately. Cleopatra would not allow herself to be transported like a piece of luggage.
      

      “I myself do not plan to leave for several days,” she said, smiling at him even though her heart was thundering in her chest.

      It wasn’t just that Cosway wore no cravat. He wore a gorgeous jacket of pale blue, but it was open straight down the front.
         Long cuffs fell over his hands, the wrist button undone. He looked as if he were ready for bed. The very thought stoked her
         nerves.
      

      He took her hand in his, and raised it to his lips again. Isidore watched his lips touch her glove and felt herself shiver.

      “Ah, but sweetheart,” he said, “I am all eagerness for our wedding.”

      For a moment, Isidore just thrilled to the sound of that sweetheart, to the way his eyes warmed her, to the secret shiver she felt in her legs.
      

      But then she realized what he had said. “We are wed,” she pointed out, withdrawing her hand from his. He looked amused, so
         she added: “You may have ignored the fact for years, but I assure you that it is true.”
      

      That’s where it all went wrong.

      It started there… and it ended with Isidore alone in a bedchamber that night.

      Not to mention, Isidore, still a virgin, on her way to London the next day.

      He might as well have labeled her, the way they did trunks:

      Isidore, property of the duke.

   
      Chapter One

      Gore House, Kensington

      London Seat of the Duke of Beaumont

      February 21, 1784

      “He’s a virgin.”
      

      “What!”

      “He’s a virgin and—”

      “Your husband is a virgin?”
      

      “And he won’t bed me.”

      Jemma, Duchess of Beaumont, sank into a chair with a look of almost comical dismay on her face. “Darling, if there ever were
         grounds for annulment, these are they. Or this is it,” she added with some confusion. “Is he some sort of monk?”
      

      Isidore shook her head. “Not that I’m able to see. He says he will bed me eventually—just not until we’re married.”

      “But you are married!”

      “Exactly. I may call myself Lady Del’Fino, but the truth of the matter is that in the eyes of the law, I’m Duchess of Cosway.”
         Isidore dropped into a chair opposite her friend. “We’ve been married for eleven years, last I counted. And it’s hardly my
         fault that my husband is still a virgin. If he hadn’t been chasing all over Africa looking for the source of the Blue Nile,
         we could be utterly bored with each other, like other well-bred English couples.”
      

      Jemma blinked at her. “It’s unbelievable. Un-believable.”

      “I spent the last seven years fending off lechers in every court in Europe, waiting for him to return home, and what does
         he do? Decide we’re not truly married.”
      

      “So why didn’t he fall directly into your bed, virgin or no?”

      Isidore glanced at herself in Jemma’s glass. Men had lusted for her ever since she turned sixteen, and the particulars hadn’t
         changed: black hair, pale skin, generous bosom. In short, something short of Venus, but delectable enough to send most men
         into a lustful frenzy.
      

      “One has to assume that Cosway is fascinated by the exotic,” Jemma continued, “and you have such a deliciously un-English
         look about you. Your eyes are a gorgeous shape, not like the little raisins most of us have.”
      

      “I don’t think of myself as exotic,” Isidore said, “and more to the point, he seems to want someone more skilled in a domestic
         capacity. Not more than ten minutes after we met—for the first time!—he inquired whether I had been doing any weaving lately.
         Weaving? Was I supposed to whip out a spindle and sew a fine seam?”
      

      “Even I know that one doesn’t sew with a spindle, which implies that Cosway has a gross disappointment in store if he’s counting
         on your domestic skills,” Jemma said, laughing. “Perhaps he’s the type that babbles when faced by a desirable woman. It’s
         a surprisingly common affliction.”
      

      “Believe me, I was watching him closely, and he gave no sign of being overcome by lust.”

      “Even Beaumont, who hardly notes anything outside the House of Lords, told me after my masquerade that you had the most beautiful
         mouth of any woman in England.”
      

      “Beaumont said that?” Isidore said, feeling a little thrill of pleasure. “That’s nice. Though I have to say, Jemma, I shouldn’t
         like my husband to praise other women to my face.”
      

      Jemma shrugged. “According to your own assessment, as a well-bred English couple, we are merely adhering to type. I don’t
         think you should panic, Isidore. I expect Cosway is madly attracted to you and he’s just conveying his deep respect by holding
         a ceremony in front of a bishop.”
      

      “He’s deranged,” Isidore said flatly. “It must have been all that sun in Africa. We married by proxy, but it was still a marriage.
         I was only twelve years old, but I remember it perfectly well.”
      

      “Well,” Jemma said, rallying, “maybe the duke wants a romantic ceremony now that he’s returned.”

      “And maybe he’s utterly mad and bizarre,” Isidore said, putting her fear into words. “What sort of man stays a virgin until
         he’s near to thirty? That’s almost disgusting. How am I supposed to introduce him to the bedroom, Jemma? Men do this sort
         of thing on their own. Honestly, if he’s never used his equipment—well, who’s to say that it will function at all?”
      

      Silence answered her.

      Isidore could feel her eyes growing hot. “I just want to have my husband go to bed with me so that I can be a proper duchess,
         use my title, and have a child. Is that too much to ask?”
      

      Jemma reached over and took one of her hands. “No. I’m sorry, darling.”

      Tears started sliding down Isidore’s cheeks. “I was never unfaithful to Cosway. The Comte de Salmont told me—in rhymed couplets—that
         I was more delicious than a 1764 cognac, and given his cellars, that was a true compliment. I finally returned to Italy because
         Salmont was so extravagant in his pursuit, but I didn’t sleep with him, even when he threatened to kill himself.” She sniffed,
         and Jemma handed her a handkerchief.
      

      “I kept to my part of the bargain, although any woman in her right mind would expect her husband to show himself when she
         came of age.”
      

      “Childhood marriages are a huge mistake,” Jemma said. “I shall never allow Beaumont to arrange one for a child of ours. People
         should be adults when they marry.”
      

      “I’m not fussy. Truly I’m not. I may have flirted with men as handsome as Salmont, but I like men of other types too. Even
         short ones. I’ve told myself for years that no matter how Cosway looked when he finally staggered out of the jungle, I would
         do my marital part charitably if not enthusiastically. But—”
      

      “Is he unacceptable?” Jemma asked with some curiosity.

      “Oh, oh—no,” Isidore said. “That’s not the point. His looks are irrelevant. He’s manifestly odd. Odd!”

      “I have another idea. Perhaps Cosway is just too intelligent to have interested himself in carnal matters.”

      Isidore gave her a watery smile. “Show me the man who’s too intelligent to use his tool, and I’ll show you a dunce.” The words
         came out more harshly than she intended.
      

      “The most obvious explanation is that he’s following some sort of religious law. Did he say anything about going to church?
         Likely he’s a Puritan. Aren’t they terrifyingly severe when it comes to base appetites?”
      

      “I spent almost no time alone with him,” Isidore said, “and if he has converted to a puritanical sect, he neglected to inform
         me. He arrived at the house party, scooped me up as if I were a parcel he’d left behind, announced that we were to be remarried,
         and dropped me in London.”
      

      “What do you mean, dropped you in London?” Jemma said, frowning. “Dropped you where?”

      “At Nerot’s Hotel,” Isidore said dispiritedly. “We stayed there last night. I hardly need say that we didn’t share a room.
         He told me—without asking my opinion—that I should wait in the hotel until he returned from his estate.”
      

      Jemma cleared her throat. “Obviously Cosway is not au courant as regards English customs. What did you reply?”
      

      “Not as much or as sharply as you might expect. He assumed that I would unthinkingly obey him, and though I can hardly believe
         it, I did. Now all I can think of are the cutting things that I should have said.”
      

      “You’ve discovered one of the primary activities of married life, and so quickly too,” Jemma said. “I’ve lost weeks formulating
         the witty remarks that I should have said to Beaumont.”
      

      “I did manage to tell him that I would stay with you rather than remain in the hotel.”

      “Why didn’t you discuss this hotel business on the way to London from the house party?”

      It was humiliating to admit the truth of it. “He barely entered the carriage before he fell asleep.”

      “Cosway fell asleep after meeting you for the first time? Meeting his wife for the first time?”
      

      Isidore nodded. “I believe the truth of it is that I am not what he expected, Jemma, and certainly not what he wanted. When
         he arrived, the night before, he seemed taken aback by my gown. I was wearing my silver gown. Do you remember that costume?”
      

      “No one could forget the twist of cloth pretending to be a bodice. I’ve seen larger diamonds.”

      “It seemed to me that from the view of convenience, not to mention desire, that the gown was the perfect welcome to a missing
         husband,” Isidore said with a deep sigh. “When I wore it in Paris, the Comte de Salmont said—well, never mind what he said.
         My husband just asked if my taste was always this unorthodox. I did not take that to be a compliment. He then retired to bed.
         By himself, one hardly need add.”
      

      “Few men could resist you in that gown,” Jemma said, a frown pleating her forehead.

      “The following morning,” Isidore said with a sniff, “he ordered everything packed up and I barely said goodbye to Harriet
         before he bundled me into the carriage. Whereupon he went to sleep rather than talk to me. I’ve married a monster!”
      

      “If he is indeed a monster, then you needn’t stay married to him,” Jemma said practically.

      “How can I not? He’s planning a wedding celebration in the chapel at Revels House. Which means that I have the prospect of
         seeing my mother-in-law, a pleasure that I have carefully avoided for years.”
      

      “He is?”

      “Oh, Jemma, I forgot to tell you this part! While he was in Africa, he went to the wedding of a princess. It lasted four days.
         Or perhaps fourteen, with constant feasts and entertainments. I have a terrible suspicion that he’s planning something like
         that for us.”
      

      “He really doesn’t seem very English, does he?”

      “That’s not the most unusual aspect of it,” Isidore said, putting down her handkerchief. “I gather the wedding culminated
         in an orgy, though given Cosway’s lack of interest in acts of intimacy—at least with me—I would surmise that he does not plan
         to mimic this particular aspect of the royal wedding.”
      

      “What?”
      

      “An orgy. Not to mention the fact that the participants drank warm blood from a sacrificed cow as part of a fertility ritual.”

      Jemma’s mouth fell open. Then she said, “Cosway is holding the wedding celebration at his estate, at Revels House?”

      “I expect the Archbishop of Canterbury would look askance at warm blood, don’t you think?”

      “And his mother will be there?”

      Isidore nodded again.

      “Warm blood,” Jemma said. She covered her mouth but a giggle escaped. “Can you just see him passing a cup of that to his mother?”
      

      “The dowager is one of the most upright, English—”

      “She could be the queen!” Jemma said. “The queen! She’s that rigid. I know this is really crass, darling, and obviously you’re
         going to have to annul the marriage on grounds of pure insanity, but may I have an invitation to the wedding, please?”
      

      “It helps to laugh about it,” Isidore said with a sniff.

      Jemma got up and perched on the arm of Isidore’s chair. “Marriage is a great destroyer of logic, but I do think it’s a benefit
         to begin with a sane husband.”
      

      “You should have seen the way he was dressed. No wig, no hair powder. No cravat! He had a lovely coat, but it was open down
         the front, with no waistcoat.”
      

      “I can’t wait to see him,” Jemma said. “I’ve always thought it unkind to pay a visit to Bedlam just to laugh at the patients,
         but if a madman is walking among us… Truly, at this point you should probably visit a solicitor, Isidore. Beaumont’s offices
         are in the Inns of Court so he’s surrounded by men of that profession. He can point out a good one.”
      

      Isidore sniffed again. “I wish my mother were alive.”

      “I could lend you my mother-in-law, if you like,” Jemma offered, giving her a hug.

      “Is she the one who populated your house with pictures of Judith holding Holofernes’s head?”

      “Exactly! She obviously had a fractious relationship with my father-in-law and came up with creative ways to express herself.
         She might be just what you need to give the wedding celebration an extra little something.”
      

      Isidore leaned her head against Jemma’s arm. “I didn’t realize how desperately hopeful I was until Cosway walked in the door.”

      “Is it instantly apparent that he’s mad?”

      “No. He looks like a muscled explorer, all browned by the sun, and rather wild. He has a big nose, but he looks all man, if
         you know what I mean.”
      

      Jemma nodded.

      “But then he turned out to be so very unmanly. The virginity, for example, is so disconcerting. I’m afraid he might tell everyone
         at the wedding,” she burst out.
      

      “He wouldn’t!”

      “He’s not ashamed. He says it’s the best gift he could have brought me. I’m going to be the laughingstock of all England.
         Isidore, the Virgin Duchess.”
      

      “Now I think of it, Isidore, if my husband had been a virgin when we married, he wouldn’t have had a mistress.”

      “One has to assume not.”

      “If that were the case, we would have had a chance at a decent marriage,” Jemma pointed out.

      Isidore sighed. “I certainly won’t have to fend off other women. Believe me, once the ton gets wind of his odd ideas, there’ll be no competition for his dubious charms.”
      

      Jemma’s arm tightened around her. “I don’t know whether it would be better to initiate annulment proceedings now on the grounds
         of nonconsummation, or just get the marriage annulled later, on the grounds of mental instability.”
      

      “Cosway is probably going back to Africa in any case,” Isidore said dispiritedly. “He won’t be around for the proceedings.”

      “Is there a Red or a Green Nile to trace?”

      “Who would know? I thought the Nile was in Egypt somewhere, but he talked of Abyssinia. I can’t say that I had much education
         in geography.”
      

      “If he’s really going back to Africa,” Jemma said, “then you might want to stay married.”

      “Because of the title, you mean?”

      “Precisely. Let’s hope he’ll stay around long enough to create an heir, and then he can wander off for a decade or so.”

      Isidore got up, walked a few nervous steps before she blurted out her darkest fear. “If he’s capable of making an heir.”
      

      “If he’s not, then you know what you have to do. Your first duty to the title is to produce an heir, and if the duke isn’t
         capable, then you find a man to do the deed. That’s a fact of life.”
      

      “Speaking of that,” Isidore said, “didn’t you move back to England precisely to give Beaumont an heir?”

      “Beaumont doesn’t want to engage in heir-making activities until I finish the chess match I started with the Duke of Villiers.
         But Villiers is still recovering from brain fever and his doctor won’t allow him to play chess. Which is actually a good thing.”
      

      “Why?”

      “Oh, Beaumont and I are getting to know each other,” Jemma said lightly.

      “And yet not intimately?”

      Jemma started laughing. “You would put up with the warm blood, the orgies, and the unpowdered hair, if only your husband would
         take you to bed, Isidore. Isn’t that the truth?”
      

      Isidore felt a pulse of humiliation, but after all, Jemma was her dearest friend. “I’m twenty-three,” she said. “Twenty-three!
         I’m curious! You should see the way Harriet acts with Lord Strange when they think no one is looking. I came across them kissing
         in a corridor, and the air fairly scorched around them.”
      

      “Poor Isidore,” Jemma said, meaning it. “Though I feel compelled to tell you that the whole bedroom experience is rather overrated,
         in my opinion.”
      

      “It would have been easier if Cosway expressed the slightest interest in the occasion. At this rate, I’m going to terrify
         the man if we ever get to a bedchamber.” She took another nervous turn around the chamber.
      

      “I think you should probably prepare for the worst,” Jemma said. “It seems very likely to me that incapability lies at the
         heart of this situation. It would explain why he’s a virgin, and also why he’s making such a fuss out of the wedding.”
      

      “Why do you think so?”

      “Another wedding delays the inevitable. Perhaps he’s thinking that although he may not have functioned in previous attempts—”

      “Sharing a cup of warm blood will make it all better?” Isidore couldn’t help it. She started laughing again, a kind of laughter
         halfway between joy and despair.
      

      “Yes,” Jemma said. “That sounds just like something a man would think up.”
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