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      It had been a lovely, and surprising, day at Pemberley for Elizabeth Bennet and her Aunt and Uncle Gardiner. When her aunt and uncle had arrived on Mr. Darcy’s estate, quite unexpectedly, Lizzy had taken comfort in the fact that the gentleman of the house was not meant to be present. But then, much to everyone’s great astonishment, Darcy had appeared. And in spite his past, arrogant behavior, he had been every bit the consummate host for the duration of their stay. The gentleman had given Lizzy and her family a tour of his grand estate, and when they had been alone, he had spoken to her with great kindness and humility. In spite of her previous feelings towards him, she found herself taken with Darcy, much to her own complete surprise.

      For the whole of their carriage ride back to their inn in Lambton, the Gardiners and Elizabeth had been able to discuss little more than the impressive grounds of Pemberley, as well as their most gracious host.

      “I must say, when we were in Meryton, we heard so many rumors of Mr. Darcy’s haughty and impertinent behavior. But the man we met today was nothing like that! He was a true gentleman, exactly the kind you would expect to be the master of place like Pemberley,” Aunt Gardiner said.

      “Quite right, my dear. And his household seemed to admire him so. There is no question; the young lady who is lucky enough to become mistress of Pemberley will live a charmed life, indeed.”

      Elizabeth said nothing for the remainder of their ride back to their inn in Lambton, for she was afraid that if she did, she might say something that would prove regretful. Her aunt and uncle continued to speak most highly of Mr. Darcy and those who had the luck to live at Pemberley, and in truth, Lizzy agreed with them. But she had spent such a very long time expressing her disdain for the gentleman, it felt odd to now admit she was wrong, and that he might be a quite decent man after all.

      The carriage arrived back at the inn and deposited Elizabeth and Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner at the front. It was a lovely day, and Lambton was bustling with locals tending to their business, children playing joyfully, and merchants selling their wares. They had only been in their room for but a moment when Mrs. Gardiner turned to Elizabeth hopefully.

      “It is a beautiful day, Elizabeth. Let us not stay locked up in this room until supper. Come with your uncle and myself on a walk? We can visit the shops, perhaps stop in the park. There is no reason to allow such beauty pass us by.”

      Lizzy agreed with her dear aunt that it was a lovely day, but she was consumed by her concern for two different problems. First, she did not understand her new feelings for Mr. Darcy, and they confused her so. Second, Jane had promised Elizabeth that she would write her every day while Lizzy was away, and she had yet to receive a single letter from her most beloved sister. As much as she knew she would enjoy a walk through the town, she preferred instead to sit in a chair and thoroughly dwell on her troubles.

      “Thank for the offer, dear aunt, but I think I should instead stay behind. I am quite fatigued after our earlier visit.”

      Her uncle and aunt both appeared sad, but they left her to her own devices in their room, going off on their walk alone. Once they had fully departed, Elizabeth took to the desk to write her sister, as she was left with many questions for Jane about the state of affairs in Longbourn. However, no sooner had Lizzy put pen to paper than was there a knock on the chamber door. She hurried over and opened it in haste.

      “Aunt, uncle, do you leave something…”

      Yet, she was unable to finish speaking, as instead of discovering her relations, she found Mr. Darcy on the other side of her door. The piece of paper she was still holding in her hand fluttered gently to the floor.
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      “Mr. Darcy. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

      Darcy nodded in a rigid manner that more closely resembled the man she had met not so long ago.

      “Miss Bennet. I hope I am not intruding.”

      Elizabeth was remiss to open the door with the intention to let a man in her chambers in the absence of her relatives, but neither did she have the ability to tell Mr. Darcy to go. Instead, she stepped aside and allowed him to enter the room, which appeared to be getting smaller by the moment. Darcy walked to the corner of the room, which allowed Lizzy the chance to sit in chair farthest from him. She did not know if it was because he was being a gentleman, or he wished to be as separated from her as possible. She hoped against hope that it was not the latter.

      “Mr. Darcy, if you are here to see my aunt and uncle, I am afraid you have only just missed them. They have gone on a walk. If you wish to catch them up, I am sure that…”

      Darcy shook his head.

      “As pleasant as I believe your relations to be, Miss Bennet, I am here to see you.”

      Lizzy found herself struck with the sudden loss of her ability to speak. Instead, she simply stared at the gentleman until at last, she was able to find the words.

      “Why would you come here with the intention of speaking to me, Mr. Darcy? I do not believe we have anything further to discuss… do we?”

      The smallest of smiles traced across Darcy’s face, before disappearing again.

      “Indeed, Miss Bennet, we have many things to discuss. Such as, your lovely eyes, your goodly heart, and your keen intellect. I have never known your equal.”

      Elizabeth was most surprised by his kind words. She knew not how to respond to such fervent compliments.

      “Mr. Darcy, I am sure I have done nothing to deserve such praise. We have done nothing but quarrel since your arrival in Meryton.”

      Darcy took a measured step toward Elizabeth. She stood though she did not know why, almost as if she were anticipating his own thoughts. Now, they were so close, she could almost feel the beat of his heart in the air between them.

      “Miss Bennet, you deserve my praise merely by nature of granting me the pleasure of your company.”

      Lizzy was lost in the surprise of his compliment when the gentleman reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her forehead, the brush of his fingers sending a shiver down to her toes. She knew it was improper of him to be so close to her, especially while they were alone without her aunt or uncle as a guardian, but the feelings he caused made her lose control of any sense, in spite of the consequences.

      “Might I kiss you, Miss Bennet?”

      His question only succeeded in shocking her further, but before she knew what she was doing, she granted him permission. Darcy leaned forward and pulled her close to his strong chest. When he kissed her, gently and with a passion she had never imagined, it gave her a feeling she had never known before, a kind of aching need deep inside of her. Lizzy wanted more, but Mr. Darcy pulled away from her, and she aware that her entire expression had changed. She felt as if she had lost the most wonderful treasure and the emptiness was killing her.

      “I hope I did not cause offense, Miss Bennet,” Darcy questioned as he kissed her again, his touch as light as a feather.

      “No, Mr. Darcy,” she said. “The only offense I feel is the loss of your lips against my own. I have never known anything so perfect before.”

      The gentleman smiled with gladness as his lithe fingers slid down her long neck and traced the curves of her back, untying the strings of her dress as they went. At first, his touch was gentle and sweet, but the more of her curvaceous figure that he felt, the more apparent his need became. In one tender but powerful movement, he lifted her from her feet, then carried her over to bed. Even as he kissed across her chest, she knew that she should not be with him in this way, but her desire for him was so great, she could not turn back now. Lizzy wanted to be swallowed whole in Mr. Darcy’s wild, passion-filled kiss.

      He moaned against her flesh, his want causing his eyes to sparkle with a kind of desperate beauty. Elizabeth reached up and helped Darcy remove his shirt, exposing the muscular, sensuous body of a man who despite his wealth, still worked his own land from time to time. The sight of his unexpected beauty took Lizzy by surprise. She reached up to run her fingers across, up, and down any part of him she could trace, pausing to feel the foreign sensation of his hardening nipples under her touch. Darcy’s kiss became more passionate as her touch intensified, causing them both to become braver with every moment that passed.

      Without a moment’s hesitation, Elizabeth slid her hand down between them and ran her hand across his powerful manhood. She traced her fingers all around it, relishing both its magnitude and the deep, beautiful sounds he made every time she touched him. Darcy lifted his abdomen away from her grasp, yet the heft of his manhood brushed across her every time he leaned in to kiss her bare skin. As Lizzy was lost in his kiss, Darcy pulled away the top of her dress, allowing him to see her breasts for the first time. She tried to cover them, but he smiled and gently pushed her hands away.

      “You do not have to hide from me, my most perfect beauty. There is no other in all of England who rivals you.”

      Knowing she could not hide from him any longer, nor did she want to, she stared deep into his eyes as he slid the rest of her dress to the floor. Now she was completely bare in front of him. While she felt her cheeks grow pink from discomfiture, he only smiled.

      “You are beautiful, Elizabeth. Do not look away, for it makes me think you have forgotten.”

      Before she could forget again, Darcy leaned his head forward to her each of her breasts, tracing every inch of her, kissing and nibbling lightly at her pert nipples. Elizabeth feared that she might shout out and let everyone in the inn know of their impropriety. Instead, she rested her head in the soft pillow, and covered her face with her arms, hoping that no one could hear her. Just as Lizzy began to grow comfortable with hiding her pleasure, Darcy’s fingers tracked down to her thigh, causing her unimaginable surprise.

      Lizzy moaned yet another time as Darcy continued his sweet attention to her nipples. As his fingers moved further and further up her thighs, she felt her desire increasing, even though she knew not what he intended. With a bracing suddenness, the gentleman moved from her breasts and pulled her whole body neared to him again. Lizzy savored the way his bare chest felt against her own as he kissed her once more, deep and slow.

      He nibbled sweetly at her lips, which only made her more desperate for an experience she did not understand. Darcy ran fingers along the entire length of her thigh, grasping her soft skin after every touch, a feeling which made her whole body quiver. Even though he still wore his trousers, Lizzy felt his manhood between her legs, throbbing and confusing her further.

      It wasn’t long before she began to feel dizzy and pleasured at the same time. That feeling increased tenfold when Darcy’s fingers traced inside of her most intimate place, making the dizziness worse. His fingers slipped inside of her, much to her surprise, causing a sensation that she did not expect. Her entire body began to shake and feeling she had never known spread throughout her like a spark from a flame. The feeling continued on and on, until at last, she calmed and collapsed down on to the bed.

      For a moment, neither of them were able to speak. Darcy only kissed the perspiration away from her bare skin. Finally, Lizzy was able to find the words she was looking for.

      “Mr. Darcy… when I allowed you to stay, I did not mean for…”

      But he reached out and pressed a finger to her soft lips.

      “Hush, Miss Bennet. There is nothing that needs to be said.”

      Neither said anything more until suddenly…

      There was a knock on the door. And both of them were consumed by panic.
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      Elizabeth leapt to her feet and reached for her garments, hastily attempting to get back into them.

      “One moment,” she called out the door. It could not have been her aunt or uncle, for they both had keys to unlock the door. But it mattered not who was on the other side. If anyone discovered Mr. Darcy and her in such a state, the scandal would be more than she or her family could bear.

      Once she was properly clothed once more, and Darcy was as well, Elizabeth confirmed she looked acceptable once more and finally opened the door. A steward was standing there with two letters, both addressed to Lizzy.

      “Miss Elizabeth Bennet?” he asked, any suspicion he may have had well-hidden. Elizabeth did her best to seem calm.

      “I am.”

      “These are for you, miss,” the steward said, handing her the letters.

      Lizzy took both and saw they were from Jane. She was so surprised by their arrival, she forgot for a moment what had just transpired in the room. Elizabeth ran to the table and opened each letter in haste. The first only informed her of events in Meryton, and their mother’s latest gossip. But the second letter…

      She had not even finished reading it before she almost fell to the floor in horror. Darcy rushed to her side, catching her before she could fall.

      “Miss Bennet? What is the matter? What news from Longbourn?”

      Elizabeth gathered herself, but only enough to explain.

      “It is news regarding my sister Lydia. She has disappeared with George Wickham. My parents fear the worst, that they have run to London to be married or… worse. Oh, Mr. Darcy. What will we do? The scandal alone…”

      Elizabeth realized that the mention of Wickham had inspired a rage in Darcy that looked much different than he had only a few moments before.

      “George Wickham is a scoundrel of the highest order. I regret that I did not properly warn your family of his wickedness before he could behave shamefully once again. This is my fault as much as George Wickham’s.”

      Lizzy reached for his hand and shook it softly.

      “No, Mr. Darcy. This is Wickham’s fault alone. I must return to Longbourn at once. Might you fetch the steward to find them in town? I need to alert them of my departure.”

      Darcy nodded.

      “I shall, miss. And when they return, I will ask your uncle to come with me to London. We will find your sister and that villain before he is able to do anything shameful. I barely rescued my sister from this man and I refuse to allow your sister to befall such a fate.”

      Elizabeth appreciated his valor in a moment of fear for her entire family, but it was entirely impossible for her to just return to Longbourn while Darcy searched for her own sister. Lydia might have been her silliest sister, but she did not deserve to have her reputation destroyed by a man such a George Wickham.

      “I will go with you to London, Mr. Darcy.”

      The gentleman was so shocked by Lizzy’s words, he stopped where he stood.

      “Miss Bennet, I appreciate your desire to assist in the search, but your father would never approve of you traveling alone with a man, gentleman or not, to a city such a London. We cannot compound one impropriety with another.”

      Elizabeth gathered her things and put them in her bag, hardly listening to a word spoken by the man. When her attention finally returned to him, she sighed as she turned in his direction.

      “Mr. Darcy, while I appreciate your assistance in this matter and accept it happily, it is not your responsibility alone to save my sister’s reputation. We shall both go to London, you in one carriage, me in another. We will stay in different inns. No one shall know that we are in London together, let alone searching for my wayward sister. My aunt and uncle can return to Longbourn to comfort my parents and we will bring Lydia home. There is nothing more to discuss, sir.”

      Darcy smiled at her in surprise, pleased at both her passion and her cleverness. He knew he was bested and acknowledged it willingly.

      “As you wish, Miss Bennet. I will send the steward to find Mr. and Mrs. Gardiner, and then we will begin our search for your sister.”

      Mr. Darcy left the room in search of the steward while Elizabeth continued to pack her things. Just as she had been not so long ago, she was consumed by two separate fears. First, the fear that her feelings for Darcy were causing her to lose her senses; and now…

      That her young sister had done something so foolish, they would all suffer for her actions. Could Mr. Darcy even save them if he tried?
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      As her carriage rumbled into London, only a few lengths behind Mr. Darcy’s, Elizabeth noticed how much brighter the city was at night. It had been ages since she had been to London and this was, quite possibly, the worst reason imaginable to visit. Yet, she refused to allow her foolish sister Lydia to make a mistake that could ruin both her life, and the lives of her entire family. It was selfish and exasperating for Lydia to be so careless with her own reputation that it might pull the Bennet name itself through the mud. Lizzy could not understand why her sister would act so silly as to run away with a blackguard like George Wickham. It might very well have broken her heart, had Mr. Darcy not offered his assistance in preventing the imprudence to continue.

      The carriage came to a stop in front of The Royal Blossom Inn. Lizzy knew just from the sight of it that it was far too proper a place to allow a man to rent a room with a young woman who was so obviously not his bride. Even though she suspected her young sister was going to be somewhere near, it made her ill to think of her spending yet another night in the company of Mr. Wickham, a man who so clearly did not have her best intentions in mind. Elizabeth knew Lydia was a silly young thing, but she never believed she might be so indifferent to her reputation or her future.

      Lizzy waited in the carriage until Mr. Darcy came to retrieve her, as that was their plan. He was going to rent separate rooms for them while attempting to get information on Lydia’s whereabouts from the innkeeper. However, the longer Elizabeth waited in the carriage, the more worried she became. Had the innkeeper grown suspicious of Mr. Darcy’s motives? Had he actually found Wickham and Lydia inside? She was not sure how much more anticipate she could manage when the carriage door opened. It was the driver waiting to help her down from her seat, not Darcy, so she continued to wonder what had transpired inside of The Royal Blossom Inn since their arrival.

      The driver escorted Elizabeth inside of the inn, then returned a moment later with her trunk. She did not see Mr. Darcy anywhere, but if she were to inquire about his location, it might influence the suspicions of the woman who was waiting to welcome her.

      “Miss Bennet, welcome to The Royal Blossom Inn. Your room has been prepared on the second floor. I hope that will not be too much of an inconvenience.”

      Lizzy looked about the room one more time, except all she saw were a collection of gentlemen preparing to go to a pub, one man reading a book while smoking pipe, and a young couple who were, indeed, not Lydia and Wickham. As she could not find a familiar face, she turned back to the innkeeper with a false smile.

      “Thank you for your hospitality, madam. I am sure the room will be more than satisfactory. I am quite eager to get some rest, so if you might show me to my room, I would be grateful.”

      The innkeeper nodded politely. “Of course, miss. This way.”

      Elizabeth followed the woman up a small flight of stairs, and the driver followed Lizzy with her trunk, until they were standing in front the last door at the end of the hall.

      “Your key, dear,” the innkeeper said, handing Lizzy a small key on a ring. Elizabeth thanked her, as well as the driver, and once they departed, she locked herself in the room with an exhausted sigh. The room was pleasant and comfortable, with the kind of comforts that were generally reserved for gentlemen of Mr. Darcy’s consequence. She was grateful for his generosity but there was no possibility that her sister and Wickham would be staying there as well. As long as Lydia and that scoundrel continued to travel together and share a room without the benefit of marriage, neither of them had any money. The gossip indicated that Wickham had gambled away his money and Lydia would not be entitled to hers until marriage. If they were anywhere in London, it would be somewhere that did not require funds.

      Lizzy lay on her bed in frustration, wishing that she had Jane or Mary or even her mother might have accompanied her on this journey. It was not that she did not trust Mr. Darcy to find Lydia; in fact, if anyone were capable of it, she was sure it was him. But to find Lydia without anyone to aid Elizabeth in convincing her sister to come home? It frightened Lizzy so.

      Elizabeth woke with a start to the sound of knocking on her door. It was still dark out, and the candles were still lit, so she thought she must have only been asleep for a few moments. But who would be visiting her besides…

      Oh no, it cannot be him, she though in horror. He would never do such a thing, would he?
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      Lizzy took a nervous step in the direction of the door, afraid of who she might find on the other side. Before she opened it, she hoped that her whisper might be enough to determine who had knocked.

      “Who is out there?” she said quietly, concerned she was too quiet to be heard.

      “It’s Mr. Darcy, Miss Bennet. Might I come in?”

      She was shocked but did not allow Darcy to know it. He would not have the upper hand in this strange situation.

      “Mr. Darcy, I know that you may be believed otherwise and perhaps that is partially my doing, but you may not come into my room while I am unaccompanied. We already have one scandal we must deal with; my family would not survive another.”

      There was a slight pause before Darcy finally said something.

      “I can assure you, Miss Bennet, there is no one here. The innkeeper is outside shouting at her husband and there are no other guests at this Inn tonight. I made sure of it.”

      What does that mean? Elizabeth wondered. But she also was curious as to the nature of his visit and if he had heard news of Lydia. So, as quick as she could, Lizzy unlocked the door, ushered Mr. Darcy into her room, then shut the door again.

      “Did you hear where Lydia and Whickham have gone?”

      Darcy shook his head.

      “I am sorry if I misled you, Miss Bennet. I came to your room to see you tonight.”

      Darcy reached out toward Elizabeth and traced his fingers along the edge of her cheek. She felt that she should have expected this, yet she did nothing to prevent it. The closer he stood to her, the more she felt her resolve weakening, and the greater her desire became to close the space between them.

      When Lizzy finally spoke, her words barely came out in a whisper.

      “Why did you wish to see me, if not to discuss my sister?”

      He laughed lightly as he kissed her softly on the forehead.

      “You cannot imagine another reason why I might want to be in your glorious presence?”

      His eyes fell upon her, the flickering of the candlelight magical against her skin, and he lost all concept of propriety.

      “Can I kiss you this evening Miss Bennet?” Darcy whispered, pulling her closer to his chest. No part of her wanted to say no to him, even though she knew she should have. Even as he ran his hands through the fabrics of her skirts, searching for the softness of her skin, Lizzy found herself unable to resist his charms. All she wanted what the chance to feel his touch, to really feel it just one more time.

      Darcy took her hand and lead her to the soft bed, helping her lean back against the mountain of quilts and blankets. With a gentle hand, he slid her skirts up, baring her legs to him one-at-a-time. He kissed his way from the bottom of her ankle to the top of the stockings on her thigh, then traced the tops with smaller, slower kisses that made her heartbeat quicken. Languidly, he rolled her stockings away, and she could feel his cheek brushing against them delicately. Lizzy wished to say something meaningful, something poetic that he might remember all his life. Instead, the only thing she could think to say was,

      “Oh, my sweet Mr. Darcy…”

      She thought he might mock her for her childish exclamation, but instead he only smiled at her more fervently.

      “And you, are my darling Elizabeth.”

      The words made her tremor down to her very core; they were so passionate, she thought she might find her pleasure from his sweet words alone.

      As she listened to the soft sounds of his jagged breath while he explored her hips and thighs, Darcy pulled her closer so he could explore the bounds of her womanhood. He let his tongue trace along her inner thighs as she moaned softly in response. She knew this would not be their first time in each other’s company, but each time he kissed her, it felt like the first time. His tenderness brought her such joy, enveloped her in sensations she never thought possible. And when he gathered her close to him, he knew he had at last found his home.

      Bare before him and safe away from discovery, for the first time, she felt she could truly experience what it meant to be with the man she had grown to care for so much. The first time, she had been afraid, only because she did not know what to expect. Now, when his long, masculine fingers slid inside of her, it brought her nothing but an all-encompassing pleasure that she wished would never end. As he moved his fingers in and out of her, she kissed his strong muscled shoulders, savoring every taste of him. His scent was clean and gentlemanly, like tobacco and soap. It was the most wonderful smell she’d ever known in her life.

      As his fingers explored her, she moaned softly, the machinations of his fingers making her mind drift away to imaginary lands. She wished to cry out even louder, but Lizzy still was not sure she believed they were alone in the hotel. It was one thing to have managed to get him the room, but it would be quite another if someone heard them and thought something was amiss. In truth, though, it did not take long for these worries to disappear from her mind when Mr. Darcy’s lips were on her own, kissing her with a hungry, desperate passion.

      Elizabeth was consumed by Darcy’s own frantic need for her; it made her feel wanted and cared for in a way she never expected. Suddenly, Darcy slid another if his strong fingers inside of her, and combined with his kisses, that was all it take to drive her over the edge of pleasure. She became dizzy for the gentleman. Lizzy had never been drunk, though she imagined this was what it was like. As his fingers danced inside of her, Darcy reached up to her and lavished a new sort of attention on her breast through her dress, gently squeezing until Lizzy was shivering from her head down to her toes.

      As Elizabeth relaxed down on to the bed, Darcy lay besides her, kissing her cheek and her collarbone over and over again. She did not know how many more of his sweet kisses her body could handle. Slowly, the light in the candles began to dim, and they both knew they could not remain like that much longer.

      “I only wish I could spend the night in your arms, Miss Bennet,” he said.

      “I wish that, too. But an hour more and we would be in more trouble that my sister.”

      Elizabeth did not mean to ruin the moment, but she could not stop thinking about Lydia, and what foolish thoughts must have driven her from their home. Or what kind of terrible man would run away with a girl who he had no intention of making his bride. As if Darcy could sense what she was thinking, he reached out and took her hand in his.

      “The difference between that scoundrel Wickham and myself is that from the first moment I saw you, I intended to make you my bride. I only wish that George Wickham had the same sort of honorable motives, for your sister’s sake more than anyone else’s.”

      Lizzy only felt more charmed by his kind words and the sweetness within him that she never imagined possible. He had already done more for her family than was required of him and she adored him for that. But she also knew that if he were to stay the night in her room, agreement with the innkeeper or no, word of their behavior would reach Longbourn before she could reach the breakfast table in the morning.

      “I would never compare you to Wickham, sweet man. But for both my sake and yours, you must return to your room.”

      He kissed her on the forehead and did as she asked, leaving her to fall asleep, dreaming of all happiness he had brought her. And happiness in the face of true sadness was the most wonderful gift a man could give to a woman that he, maybe, in some small way…

      Loved?
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      The morning sun streamed through the curtains of Elizabeth’s room in The Royal Blossom Inn, waking her with a gentle stir and a smile. For the first time since she received news of Lydia’s abhorrent decision, she felt a sort of lightness and joy she barely understood. Could it be true? Could she be on the verge of seeing Mr. Darcy as a true gentleman and not a prideful rogue, as she once thought him to be? Even as she slept, her mind dreamed of him, of laying with him in fields off wild flowers or sitting in front of the fire on a snowy evening. It was clear that her heart knew what she wanted, but was she willing to admit it to the gentleman herself?

      As she tried to dress for their day ahead of searching the streets of London for Lydia, Elizabeth’s mind continued to drift back to Darcy. She knew she should not be thinking of such things when her sister was in trouble, but were it not for his assistance, Lizzy might never had known where to find her at all. He was perplexing her so and Elizabeth was not used to being puzzled by any person. Of one thing she was sure…

      She was going to ask Mr. Darcy’s of his intentions with her, once they found Lydia, of course.

      Lizzy was just about to complete her packing when there was a knock on her door. At this time of day, however, anyone could be on the other side so there was no danger in opening it without a whispered conversation like the night before. She hurriedly closed her trunk, then crossed over to answer the door. Elizabeth wasn’t entirely surprised to see it was Mr. Darcy but she was surprised to see the look panic in his eye. Ever since he offered to assist her in this journey, he’d remained calm in a way not a single Bennet would have managed. If it had not been for his subtle approach to their journey for her wayward sister, Elizabeth would most likely had returned home without so much as a word of Lydia’s well-being.

      She ushered Darcy into her room with haste and no thoughts for whether or not they were seen by the innkeeper.

      “Mr. Darcy, what has you so distressed? Did you hear anything of my sister?”

      Darcy gestured for Elizabeth to sit before he gave her the news, which only made her all the more worried.

      “Miss Bennet, I have received word from a former schoolmate who now lives in Scotland and he has confirmed what I suspected to be true when we arrived in London last night…”

      “What, Mr. Darcy? What is it?”

      He took her hand in his own and attempted to speak in a soothing voice. “Lydia has gone with Wickham to Gretna Green. She and George intend to be married there. I fear we may even be too late to prevent the union.”

      For a moment, Elizabeth thought she must have heard him wrong. But by the sadness in his eyes, she knew it must be true. How could Lydia be so thoughtless? How could she behave so childishly, without regard for her family’s name? But worst of all…

      How could she tell her mother and father what they had discovered?
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      As their coach arrived in Gretna Green, Elizabeth felt she was almost on the brink of falling asleep. Due to the long ride, Darcy had seen no benefit in them arriving separately, especially when they were there on the same business. They only intended to arrive in Scotland, find Lydia, and take her home before she had the opportunity to make a mistake from which she would never recover. As far as Lizzy was concerned, they could fling Lydia in the back of the coach and go directly back to Meryton, leaving that scoundrel Wickham right where they found him.

      Too exhausted to worry about decorum or the further surprise of family secrets to Mr. Darcy, Elizabeth rubbed her fingers at the corners of her head, where a deep pain had begun to set in.

      “If Lydia had wished, so desperately, to marry George Wickham, I am sure father would have done what he could to acquire a special license. At the very least, how could she not wait for the banns? It would have taken little more than a fortnight and she could have been married the proper way. Instead, she runs away like a child, simply to satisfy this immature need for defiance. How could she?”

      Darcy took her hand in his and tried to bring her some comfort.

      “Miss Bennet, your sister is, as you said, behaving as a child, but that is because she is a child. Old enough to marry, perhaps, but certainly not enough a woman to make such a momentous decision without her family’s consideration. And I fear I must play my own part in your current predicament.”

      Elizabeth turned to Darcy in surprise.

      “How could you have in any way influenced my sister’s inconsiderate behavior?”

      Darcy looked out of the window of their coach as if lost in a memory.

      “Wickham once tried the very same scheme on my dear sister, Georgiana. He courted her and then tried to convince her to run away with him, all with the intention of gaining access to her money. If I had only told of his behavior then, perhaps it would have saved your sister Lydia any embarrassment. If I had only informed people of what he had done, but when it occurred, I was thinking only of my own sister. And for that, dear Miss Bennet, I am truly sorry.”

      Lizzy knew she had the right to be distressed by what Mr. Darcy had just revealed to her, but she also realized that he had only been protecting his sister’s reputation. They both had been put in the same predicament, only Elizabeth’s sister was reckless enough to follow through with the act. At least Georgiana Darcy had the good sense to mind her brother’s advice and wait to marry a gentleman. And there was no longer any question…

      George Wickham was no gentleman.

      Their coach rolled to a stop in front of an inn in Gretna Green, an inn known for providing sanctuary to runaway young ladies and their would-be husbands, or otherwise, as the case may be. Lizzy did not know what they would find inside. She only hoped they had arrived in time to save her sister from destroying her reputation…

      And that of her entire family.
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      Darcy and Elizabeth burst into the inn where it was believed that Wickham had taken young Lydia when they ran away from Longbourn. The innkeeper was an aged man who appeared to be of both bad health and bad humor. Darcy approached him as amiably as he could manage but Lizzy could see that the gentleman was already prepared for a verbal quarrel.

      Darcy kept his voice calm when he spoke to the innkeeper.

      “Sir, I beg that you tell me. Is a Mr. George Wickham staying at your inn?”

      The innkeeper laughed but it was a spiteful, unpleasant laugh that gave Elizabeth a chill.

      “People do not come to my establishment to tell me their life stories, son. They pay for their room and I do not see ‘em again until they leave or pay for a second night. So, unless you want a room for you and your missus there, I suggest you be on your way.”

      To the inexperienced eye, Mr. Darcy still appeared calm. But Elizabeth could see one vein bulging in his neck, and she knew he was about to lose his manners with the innkeeper. Darcy took a step closer to the desk, then his gentlemanlike smile disappeared in an instant.

      “Innkeeper, I will tell you once and then not again. I am looking for a scoundrel in your hotel by the name of Wickham. He would have arrived here with a young woman who was taken from her home without her father’s permission. If I must ask you again, I will be forced to involve the constable and I am quite sure that you would not want me to do that, would you?”

      The innkeeper gave a nervous cough, then looked down at a book in front of him covered in notes scrawled in haste. He could not seem to read his own handwriting, so he grasped for a pair of spectacles and put them on. After a moment of fumbling, he finally gained purchase of his book and was able to see it.

      “Ah, yes. A man came here a few days prior and paid for the week. He said the misses with him was his bride, but I knew something twasn’t right. He looked all a fright, but she would not stop her girlish giggles. It did not exactly give ‘em an air of respectability. What do you want with ‘em?”

      Elizabeth stepped forward to answer the question, strictly out of concern that Mr. Darcy might be losing his temper and that would get them nowhere.

      “Sir, not only is my sister’s virtue at stake, but so is the reputation of my entire family. She is young and reckless and must be saved from herself. We cannot achieve any of this without you, sir. Please, help us.”

      The innkeeper muttered something under his breath, then tapped the notebook.

      “Room four. Top of the stairs. Far as I can tell, they have not left except for a meal now and then. Should be in the room still. Just asking that you do not cause a scene. I do not want my other guests knowing I gave you the information, you hear?”

      Darcy was already making his way up the stairs before the innkeeper finished his ultimatum, so Lizzy was left to offer their thanks. Once she had, she followed behind Darcy and met him outside of room four. There was no noise coming from inside, which worried Elizabeth.

      What if they already left? What if it was too late?
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      Elizabeth felt that they should approach the situation with caution, but Darcy had no intention of waiting. He raised his fist to knock on the door in fury, but Lizzy took hold of his arm to stop him.

      “Do not approach them in anger. If you frighten them before Wickham has even opened the door, they may not open it at all.”

      For a moment, Mr. Darcy looked as if he would not heed Elizabeth’s advice. Then, he took a breath, and knocked on the door with a gentle hand. At first, nothing happened. There was no answer from inside. Finally, after a second knock, the door swung open, and Lydia was standing on the other side. In the seconds before she realized who was there, she appeared as joyous as a new bride. But then, she saw Elizabeth, and she attempted to close the door again with haste.

      “Do not dare close that door, Lydia Bennet,” Lizzy said, blocking the door with her foot. “You will let us pass.”

      Lydia glanced behind her, then turned back and glared at her sister.

      “You just want to ruin this because you are unhappy. George and I are to be married. You will see. And then I will be more respectable than all of you.”

      Elizabeth suppressed the urge to give her sister the slap she deserved. Instead, Darcy, detecting the distress that formed between the sisters, pushed the door open in spite of Lydia’s feeble attempts to stop him. When they got in the room, they discovered Wickham, already packing his bags, as if he intended to climb out the window while Lydia was engaged with Lizzy. The terror on his face only enraged Elizabeth further. The scoundrel did not have the courage to stay and face the consequences of his horrible behavior.

      Darcy took a step toward him, which caused Wickham’s cheeks to turn pink from fear.

      “And where do you think you are going, George? Did you intend to leave this young woman behind and escape the results of your actions?”

      Even Lydia looked betrayed.

      “Georgie, dear. Were you really going to leave me?”

      Wickham gave a nervous laugh.

      “Of course not, dear. I was… just packing our bags for the trip back to Meryton. I thought I would hurry things along, my love.”

      Elizabeth sighed in relief.

      “You have not married yet, then? There is still time?”

      Lydia’s brow furrowed.

      “Time to what? Lizzy, you will not change my mind. I love George and he has promised he will marry me.”

      Elizabeth and Darcy both turned to face George at the same moment; Elizabeth was positive they were having the same thought, though it was Darcy who spoke.

      “Oh, yes, Miss Bennet. Mr. Wickham will marry you. In fact, you are going to come back to Longbourn with us, discuss the matter with Mr. Bennet himself, and then you will be married in the church in front of God and her family. Am I being understood, George? Is my meaning clear enough for you?”

      Lizzy knew it was hardly the time to consider such things, but as Mr. Darcy stood up to Wickham, it made her desire him all the more. She had to force the thoughts from her mind, even as she saw the way his eyes shined when he became passionate.

      Lydia stared at Elizabeth as if she had lost her mind, but the look of terror in Wickham’s eyes returned anew.

      “How silly! Of course, we are to be married. As if there were ever any question about it. I would be happy to marry at home if that is what papa wants. But we did not believe he would have approved the union. Would he really allow it, Lizzy?”

      Elizabeth tried to control her tone, but had little luck doing so.

      “You did not give him much choice, did you Lydia?”

      If Lydia realized that her sister was grieved, she showed no sign of it. Instead, she packed her travel case with great joy. Elizabeth turned to Darcy, incredulous, but he was focused solely on Wickham.

      “Do not take your eyes off of him, Miss Bennet. He is apt to leap from that window should we do so.”

      They continued to watch each of the couple with care until, at last, they finished packing and were able to leave the room. As Lydia and Elizabeth climbed into the waiting carriage, Darcy stayed outside with Wickham for a moment. Lizzy could only just hear what Mr. Darcy was saying.

      “Listen and make sure you hear every word, George. Whatever you convinced that young girl of to get her here with you, we both know that your promises are worth nothing. If you attempt to abandon her, now or at any point in the future, you will have to contend with my own anger, as well as her family’s. When we return to Meryton, you will marry Lydia Bennet, you will be a faithful and attentive husband, and you will provide for her in any way she needs. Do you understand me?”

      Elizabeth could not hear Mr. Wickham’s answer, but when he stepped into the coach, he looked pale and uneasy. Darcy followed him in and sat beside him, so close that Wickham could not move.

      “Is all well?” Elizabeth asked.

      Darcy nodded, his expression unchanged.

      “It will be, Miss Bennet. It will be.”
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      Events unfolded with haste after the coach arrived at Longbourn. It was barely an hour before Mr. Bennet was calling for the clergyman, though much of that hour was filled with shouting, from both Mr. and Mrs. Bennet. In the midst of all the tumult, Darcy asked Elizabeth to slip away with him. She followed him up the stairs and into the room she shared with Jane. It was rare that she was grateful for her sister to be away, but this was one of those occasions. Lizzy shut the door behind them, then turned to Mr. Darcy with a smile.

      “Where would we be without you, Mr. Darcy? I cannot even imagine what might have happened to Lydia had you not intervened. This family is forever in your debt sir.”

      Darcy reached out for Elizabeth’s hand, then took it to his lips and kissed it with a gentle touch.

      “You owe me no debt, Elizabeth. I only wish I had done something sooner. I only wish that I…”

      Lizzy took a step closer to him.

      “What do you wish Mr. Darcy?”

      He brushed her hand against his cheek with a smile.

      “I wish that you would do me the honor of allowing me to be your husband.”

      Elizabeth did not know what to say; she was in awe of Mr. Darcy and was surprised by his sudden proposal.

      “Do you mean it?”

      Darcy pulled her nearer to him, so near that she could feel his strong heart beating. It fell in rhythm with her own. Lizzy set her head upon his shoulder, her legs growing weak every time he kissed her on the top of her head. She felt as though she had sipped too much punch at a dance.

      Darcy tilted her chin up, so they were look into one another’s eyes.

      “I never speak a word I don’t mean, Elizabeth.

      She allowed herself to collapse into Mr. Darcy’s arms. He reached out and caught her, holding her close, then set her down on the bed with an easy touch. When she was laying before him, Darcy leaned in and ran his fingers along the length of her body, from her cheek, all the down to her ankles. Elizabeth felt a flame burning through her with each touch, as if he were leaving fire behind on every inch of skin he traced. at the top of Even though Darcy was still fully clothed, Lizzy could see his manhood growing stiffer, a sight she had come to appreciate and desire in a way she never imagined.

      Lizzy could hear the argument continuing downstairs, so she knew that no one would be interested in their location, which was why she allowed him to strip away all of her clothes until she was left in her underthings. For a moment, Darcy seemed to be admiring her body, all the way from the top to the bottom, before he brushed against her and gave her a deep, powerful kiss. He tasted delicious, like the most perfect piece of cake or the most delicious strawberry. His hands were touching her the entire time they kissed, his tender touch made her whole body shake. Elizabeth found that when his hands left her body, she missed them desperately. The idea that she might feel this way for the rest of her life only brought her greater joy.

      She no longer looked upon Fitzwilliam Darcy as a prideful man with no manners. She now saw all of the good in him, the kindness, and it made her love him deeply. Elizabeth Bennet loved Fitzwilliam Darcy… it was a sentence she could scarcely believe she was thinking.

      “Mr. Darcy,” she whispered into his ear, “I do believe I have fallen in love with you.”

      Darcy pushed away a strand of air from her eyes, his handsome smile making her hear skip a beat.

      “Can you not call me by my given name now? I believe it is customary when two people are in love.”

      Elizabeth could not help but laugh, which only made her want him more. Darcy leaned forward once again and kissed her, their tongues tangled with a powerful passion. As they kissed, Darcy’s hands slid up and down her thighs, inciting a warmness in her that traveled over her entire body and settled in her womanhood.

      While they kissed, Darcy pressed against her, and she could feel the weight of him on her thigh. It made it impossible to concentrate, because she wanted to feel him entirely. Darcy loved every smile he elicited from her; her pleasure gave him even more of his own. A moment later, the gentleman slid his fingers back up her thigh and let his fingers drift inside of her with a lazy curiosity. She moaned with pleasure, but he wished to experience her fully, and he could not wait much longer.

      As they continued to kiss, Lizzy could not wait any longer; she slid her hand down Darcy’s chest and on to his pants, tracing and exploring the heft of his manhood. He sighed softly into her mouth each time she touched him, a reaction that provided her even more pleasure.

      It seemed as if Darcy totally lost control of senses as he peeled away Elizabeth’s undergarments. He was desperate to touch her, to kiss every part of her. When her breasts were bare before them, he traced her pert nipples with his tongue until she began to shiver beneath him. A long, lustful moan escaped her lips, which she quickly hid behind her arm. They may have still been shouting down stairs, but neither Lizzy nor Darcy wanted to chance being found, especially on a day such as today.

      Darcy could not drag himself away from Elizabeth’s breasts, so he let his fingers probe her womanly depths once again. Just as she seemed close to the edge, he pulled away from her and slipped from his trousers and underclothes. All at once, his strong, powerful manhood was in front of her. It was unlike anything she had ever imagined, and she wanted more.

      “May I?” he asked with a sweet smile. Elizabeth simply nodded and then, he entered her, filling her up entirely. There was pain at first, but it quickly turned to pleasure. With each thrust of his hips, the joy he was providing her only intensified, until one look at his handsome face pushed her totally over the peak of her pleasure. She was dizzy with it… and she never wanted it to end.

      It felt as if she were being carried away on a cloud of happiness and Darcy was her only guide. He was the only thing in the world she needed to be blissful, which she had never expected. All at once, they both exploded together in a kiss, and everything else in the world disappeared. The waves of it went up and down, until finally, they settled together, the room coming into focus once again.

      It took time, but at last, they both were able to speak.

      “Elizabeth, my love, you never gave me an answer. Will you be my wife?”

      Lizzy laughed and turned to him with a kiss.

      “Of course, I will Fitzwilliam. Nothing in this world would bring me more joy.”

      Darcy reached down and took her hand in his, kissing it once again.

      “Once your sister is married, we can speak to your father. I believe your parents have enough to concern themselves with right now.”

      Elizabeth pulled him as close as she could, then set her head on his shoulder.

      “I know they are as grateful as I. You have not just saved my sister, Fitzwilliam. You have saved my family. And now, you shall be a part of it.”

      He kissed the top of her head with a smile.

      “I only wish to be yours, sweet Elizabeth. I only wish to be yours.”

      
        
        ~The End~
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          The Proposal Disaster

        

      

    

    
      
        
        We open on Elizabeth’s room at Hunsford...

      

      

      “You have said quite enough, madam. I perfectly comprehend your feelings, and have now only to be ashamed of what my own have been. Forgive me for having taken up so much of your time, and accept my best wishes for your health and happiness.”

      And with these words he hastily left the room, and Elizabeth heard him the next moment open the front door and quit the house.

      Lizzy stood frozen in place, shocked at the arrogance Darcy had shown in believing she would actually marry him. How could he even consider such a disastrous proposal would be enough to win her heart? She was just about to sit down to write Jane of the incident when the door to her room opened once again.

      Mr. Darcy had returned.

      “Did I not make my position quite clear a moment ago, sir? What possible reason could you have to return here?”

      The gentleman took a confident step forward, his shoulders squared and his cheeks red with the fire of convictions.

      “Miss Bennet, I must insist that we discuss this matter further. I understand that you have your quarrels with me, and I will not determine today whether or not they are justified. However, what I will do is make it very clear that no one will ever love you as I do.”

      Elizabeth scarcely knew what to say. She believed that he had said all he intended to during his first attempt to woo her and it had been less than successful. Neither could Lizzy believe that he was putting forth this much effort to win her over. Since the first moment she saw him, he had done little more than insult, degrade, and belittle her, as well as her family. Why would a gentleman such as Darcy wish for her to be his bride?

      “Mr. Darcy, I do not understand what it is you are trying to tell me. That is, of course, I understand the words for they are quite plain. But how is it possible that you love me when every interaction we have had has been unpleasant, unkind, and most infuriating. Now, you come to me with this proposal and expect me to believe that it is honest?”

      Darcy sat in a chair on the other side of the room, as if he meant to give Elizabeth the space to consider what he was about to say.

      “I know it might seem unexpected, but you must believe that I have not been able to cease thinking of you since the evening we met. You, too, have driven be mad. You are independent and wilful and you speak without considering your words, but these are the qualities I have come to admire in you, Miss Bennet.”

      Elizabeth could not help but laugh in spite of her desire to remain immune to his overtures.

      “Sir, if those were meant to be compliments, I am afraid I did not understand them as such.”

      Much to her surprise, Darcy stood from his chair and crossed the room, then knelt in front of her. He took her hand in his and kissed it, his lips brushing against her skin with such delicacy, Elizabeth felt a shiver all through her. If he were only playing a trick on her, surely he would not kiss her as he did now? There would be no purpose to it. Was it possible that he truly did wish to marry her?

      When she recovered from her shock, Lizzy pulled her hand away.

      “Mr. Darcy, really. I do not think it is proper for you to be…”

      The gentleman did not allow her to finish her sentence. Instead, he stood to his feet once again, but this time, he pulled Elizabeth into his arms and kissed her.

      For a moment, her head became dizzy and she could think of nothing else but his touch.
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      Elizabeth faltered in his arms and Darcy was forced to use one arm to hold her aloft as her legs shook. They continued to kiss, with passion and no small amount of desperation, as if they were both dying of thirst and the other was a cool glass of water. Darcy slid his hands up her legs and underneath her skirts. Elizabeth ran her fingers up and down Darcy’s back, enjoying the soft shiver her touch elicited from him, even as she shivered herself. She knew they should not be doing it, that it was inappropriate in every way, but neither could she stop. The feelings he drew out from her were unlike anything she had ever experienced and she never wanted it to end.

      When she was still distracted by their kiss, Darcy grasped her hand in his and took her over to her bed, setting her gently back onto the pillows. Before she was sure what was happening, he inched his fingers up her leg, sliding up her skirts as he went, until her long, soft legs were bare before him. Darcy traced a fingertip from the tip of her toe up to the top of the stocking, sending a shiver through her entire body.

      Just when she thought she might break apart from the sensations, Darcy kissed along the top of her stockings with sweet, soft kisses. With each kiss, Elizabeth didn’t know what she wanted to happen, but her desire for it grew every time he touched her. When she was quite distracted, Darcy began to slip away her stockings, with a slow pace, so slow it felt like an eternity. As each stocking slid down, he would kiss a path behind it, until he at last reached her ankles once again. Elizabeth tried to speak, she tried to say something sweet and passionate to mimic the emotions he had stirred in her, but all she could say was,

      “More, my darling. More.”

      Darcy gave her a wicked smile then repeated the process with the second stocking.

      “Your wish is my command, sweet Miss Bennet.”

      Just the implication that he might give her anything she wanted brought her a surprising sort of pleasure, because he seemed to care only for hers. He wanted her as much as she, so unexpectedly, wanted him.

      Elizabeth loved the sound of his passionate moans as he kissed his way back up her thighs, then pulled her in nearer to him so he could at last explore her precious womanhood. His tongue moved expertly from her inner thigh to core, tasting and exploring her in such a way that she thought she might lose control right there in that moment. She did not know what to expect when he introduced herself to him in this way and Darcy had more than proven his desire for her.

      When one of his long, strong fingers entered her slowly, at first, she was surprised. But as he began to move in and out of her, drumming a rhythm against her most sensitive place as he did, he provided her with an consuming pleasure that she hoped would last their entire lives. Elizabeth pulled him and kissed him with desire, an all-consuming desire that she felt from her head all the way down to her toes. She tried to kiss Darcy in way that reflected the feelings he was providing her, but was sure she did not even get close.

      His fingers continued to explore her innermost depths and she sighed softly, the twists and turns of his fingers sending her spinning off into another world. Lizzy would have cried out louder, but if anyone happened to be walking by, they might call for help and then all would be discovered. It was a concern that should have worried them both more, but they were too entrenched in their desire for one another to even consider the consequences. All they knew was that their kiss gave them life, and should they separate, it might mean the very end of them.

      It only made Elizabeth more dizzy to see the way that Darcy desired her; she never imagined that a man wanting her could be such an intoxicating thing. But it was, and with every kiss, she was more lost in their newly-discovered need. Elizabeth was lost in the thoughts and feeling she was experiencing when Darcy slid a second masculine fingers inside of her. The combination of this sensation with his perfect kisses, drew her over the edge of pleasure. All at once, it was like she was drunk on champagne, her head filled the bubbles she’d seen in the beautiful glasses of it. His fingers played a symphony inside of her, one that only reached its crescendo when Darcy gently squeezed and massaged her breast. It was just enough to drive her over the precipice of pleasure, her whole body shivering through the end of it. Even before it was over, she missed the closeness she felt with Darcy as he touched her.

      Elizabeth collapsed back down on to the pillows, her body exhausted from the joy he had brought her. Darcy lay down beside her and kissed her softly on the lips over and over again. She wasn’t sure how many more of his perfect kisses her body could handle; he’d already pushed her over the edge once.

      “If you keep kissing me like that, Mr. Darcy, I may never allow you to leave my bed,” Elizabeth said, tracing the line of his jaw with her fingertips.

      “I would stay here forever, Miss Bennet, but we both know we will not be along for much longer. Mr. and Mrs. Collins shall be home at any moment. But perhaps there is still enough time for you to tell me whether or not you have considered my proposal.”

      Lizzy turned on to her side to face Darcy and examined his expression for signs of deceit. She still did not know his reasons for hurting her dear sister so, nor did she understand what might motivate him to behave the way he had in the past when he was clearly a good and decent man under it all. Even as she looked at him, his passion for her clouding his eyes, she could not find any expression of falsity.

      And yet… she did not know if she was ready to forgive him. Not yet. Not when there was still so much to answer for.

      “I can not give you my answer yet, sir. The past is still a painful wound and until it heals, I see no way for us to move forward. You must somehow convince me that your heart is true, that your aim is true. If you can do that, we can discuss a marriage.”

      The sound of a carriage began to echo from a distance. It was faint, but enough to send Darcy to his feet and searching for his jacket.

      “That is the sound of my departure, Miss Bennet. But before I go, I can promise you this. I will do everything in my power to show you I have atoned for my mistakes, whatever it takes. I love you, Miss Bennet, and I will prove it to you.”

      As Darcy ran from the room and down to his horse, Elizabeth dashed to the window to watch him ride away. He disappeared into the trees toward Rosings, knowing that Collins and Charlotte would enter from the other way. She had just enough time to get dressed again herself, and the whole time she did, she remembered every touch of the gentleman’s fingers.

      What have I gotten myself into, she thought, slipping back into stocking. Have I really become entangled with Fitzwilliam Darcy?
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      Mr. Darcy had only just left Hunsford, departing moments before Charlotte and Collins returned, which did well to distract Lizzy from what transpired in her room only an hour before. She tried to engage herself in conversation with Charlotte, or listen as Collins prattled on about Rosings and Lady Catherine De Bourgh, but she could not think of anything but Darcy. It was almost time for supper but as the hour drew nearer, she found herself quite restless. Instead, she walked outside into Collins’s gardens and hoped to find inspiration to solve her problem among them.

      Elizabeth breathed in the smell of the flowers and the grass and the dirt where Collins planted his vegetables. The fresh air did offer her a sense of comfort, but as she expected, there was no answer to Mr. Darcy’s proposal hidden amongst the carrots. She was just about to walk out of the gate and into the surrounding meadow when the door opened and Charlotte’s voice called out to her.

      “Dear Lizzy, what are you doing? The table is set and it is almost time to dine! Certainly, you do not intend to go for a walk now?”

      Charlotte walked down the path after Elizabeth and met her at the end of the path. Lizzy took her friend’s hand in her own.

      “Oh, Charlotte. I have so much to tell you and yet I can tell you none of it. Not now. And perhaps you would not believe me if I told you.”

      Charlotte gesture for Elizabeth to join her on the bench that sat at the edge of Collins’s garden. When they sat down, Elizabeth took a deep breath.

      “It involves Mr. Darcy and a surprising offer I received from him only this afternoon.”

      Charlotte leaned forward in curiosity, though she was rarely the type to express excitement over gossip. Even so, Lizzy could see her friend was ready to hear the story.

      “It began this afternoon with a knock on my door…”
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          A Letter Arrives

        

      

    

    
      Elizabeth told Charlotte everything that had transpired with Mr. Darcy, while leaving out the portions that would shock her friend into an early grave. By the time she finished, the sun had almost set and Lizzy was quite sure that Collins was fussing over his dinner becoming cold. Yet, Charlotte sat next to her friend in utter shock, as if she might stay in that same seat forever, staring at her friend.

      “Charlotte? Did you hear what I said? I cannot tell.”

      Finally, Charlotte reached out and took Elizabeth’s hand in her own, holding it tight and patting it gently at the same time.

      “Lizzy, dear, this is quite the turn in events, is it not? It was only a few days ago you were telling everyone you met that you believed Mr. Darcy to be a scoundrel and a brute. And now you tell me he loves you? What might have turned his heart so in such little time?”

      Elizabeth wished she knew the answer to that question herself. In truth, she was still in a state of surprise at Mr. Darcy’s confession. She was even more shocked at what had transpired between them but she was afraid if she lingered on the memory, she might begin to blush. Even the slightest blush and Charlotte would know that something was amiss; they had been friends for many years and the only person who knew Lizzy as well as her sisters was Charlotte.

      “I do not understand what changed, Charlotte, but I know that I must convince him to explain to me his motivations. He certainly can not be interesting in marrying me for my family name, nor our vast wealth, so is it possible that he might truly love me? After all of the terrible things he said?”

      Lizzy stood up and began to pace back and forth across the garden, her nerves almost causing her to shiver in frustration. What did Mr. Darcy want?

      She had to know.

      “Charlotte, I’m sorry, but please dine without me. I must go to Rosings and speak with Mr. Darcy before I go mad.”

      “But Elizabeth, it’s almost dark! You should not be walking through the woods alone at such an hour.”

      Lizzy touched her friend’s face with the utmost affection. There were few who cared so deeply about her safety and she adored Charlotte all the more for it. But she could not grant her dearest friend’s wish.

      “I am sorry, Charlotte. But I must get my cloak and go to Rosings. I can not wait until morning.”

      Elizabeth turned to walk back into the house to retrieve her cloak when the sound of a rider approaching drew not only her attention, but the attention of the entire household. Even Collins joined them outside to see who the sudden arrival might be. When the rider jumped down from his horse and walked through the Hunsford garden gate, Collins clapped his hands together in joy.

      “Oh, a letter from Rosings! It must be communication from Lady Catherine de Bourgh!”

      But the rider shook his head then turned to Elizabeth.

      “Apologies Mr. Collins, but I arrive with a letter for Miss Bennet from Mr. Darcy. He said it was of the utmost importance and must be delivered immediately.”

      As the rider handed Lizzy the letter, everyone turned to stare at her in surprise. Her hand shook as she tucked the letter into her skirt pocket and nodded her thanks to the rider.

      “My thanks to you, sir. Are you to wait until I read it?”

      He shook his head.

      “I must deliver another correspondence from Lady de Bourgh to the apothecary in town before he closes for the evening. Would you like me to return tomorrow to pick up your response?”

      Collins hunched over and looked at Elizabeth with a combination of confusion and a mild amount of distrust. Neither became him, as they made his forehead wrinkle and his already pinched nose even more defined. Lizzy tried not to look at him, instead focusing all of her intention on the rider.

      “No, sir. But I thank you for the offer. If I have any response to the gentleman, I shall deliver it to him myself”

      The rider nodded and made his way back to the horse, but even his absence was not enough to end the attention his arrival had brought to Lizzy. She could almost feel Collins’s eyes boring a hole through the core of her. Rather than allow the uncomfortable emotions in the air to linger, without another word, Elizabeth turned on her heel and ran back into the house. Once she was in the safety of her room, she opened Mr. Darcy’s letter…

      And she could not believe what she saw.
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      Dearest Miss Bennet, the letter began, which sent her heart racing with such a sudden urgency, she thought she might faint dead away. He started by explaining all of the mistakes he made in regards to her sister Jane’s attempt to know Mr. Bingley better, and he even apologized for the way in which he interfered in the progress of their relationship. But then his tone changed in such a way that it made Lizzy feel faint all over again.

      I know that my behavior brought you much pain, and perhaps what happened between us earlier has only inspired further confusion, which I would never wish upon you in two lifetimes. I am not accustomed to sharing my feelings with anyone, least of all a young lady who brings me so much joy. In truth, I have never been in such a situation before. What I mean is, I have never loved anyone as truly and as wholly as I love you.

      I am sure that this is confusing for you, and I wish to assure that it is just as strange and new to me. I have spent many a year worrying exclusively about protecting my dear sister Georgiana, and focusing on the care of Pemberley. Until I met you, I never considered that there could be a woman that would distract me from these duties. My intended marriage to Anne de Bourgh was simply one of convenience, not one of love. But now, I cannot imagine marrying for anything but love.

      My dear Miss Bennet, I hope you take this letter in the spirit in which it was intended: one of care, affection, and the deepest fondness. If you truly cannot forgive me for my transgressions, I understand, and with a word from you, I shall leave you alone forever. But if you can find it in your heart to forgive me, I shall spend the rest of my life doing everything I am able to show you that you made the right choice.

      Regardless of your answer, I ask that you respond with haste, Miss Bennet, for I fear my heart could not take the absence of your reply.

      With affection,

      F. Darcy

      

      Elizabeth read and re-read the letter at least five times before folding it up again with care and tucking it back into her skirt. She knew that she should write him a response right away, but she could not make her legs stay anchored to the floor. Before she even became aware of what she was doing, Lizzy was taking her cloak and wrapping it around her shoulders, then running down the stairs with such haste, she almost slipped and fell. She hoped she might make it out of the door without being seen, but as she worried, Charlotte was able to spot her from her chair at the dining table.

      “Elizabeth! Where are you going? I thought you were staying in tonight!”

      Lizzy barely paused as she threw the door open and took a focused step into the night.

      “I cannot, Charlotte. I must go see him tonight before I lose my nerve to speak to him.”

      Collins leapt to his feet with such speed, he knocked his chair back onto the floor. Elizabeth could not recall ever seeing the rotund pastor move so quickly.

      “Now, cousin Elizabeth, I must insist that you do not go running off to Rosings at this hour. Lady Catherine de Bourgh will find it most improper. You may even disturb her rest. No; you must stay here. I insist.”

      Lizzy kept a smile on her face, though she found herself feeling less than charitable toward Mr. Collins.

      “As I am sure you remember, Mr. Collins, I am not your bride, so I am sorry to say I will not take orders from you. Though I am, of course, grateful for your hospitality. I shall return before long. And I think your time would be better spent eating your supper before it grows cold.”

      Elizabeth did not linger to hear Collins response, as she suspected it would not be respectful, nor befitting a man in his position. Instead, she ran out into the night, hoping the lights from Rosings would guide her way...
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      Lizzy did not make far into the darkness of the woods between Hunsford and Rosings before she realized she might have made a rash decision. She could not see light in either direction and she was not even sure how to get to the village from where she stood. With a frustrated sigh, Elizabeth screamed out,

      “CURSES!”

      She did not expect to hear any kind of response except the rustling of the trees. Instead, a humored voice from very near her called back,

      “Is that any way for a proper young lady to speak?”

      From the dark of the wood, Mr. Darcy appeared, leading his horse behind him. Elizabeth knew there was much to say but at that moment, she felt enraptured by his handsome figure as it strided toward her. He seemed aware of her discomfort, but rather than shy away from Lizzy, he only stepped closer. When he stopped in front of her, she felt as if the entire woods lit up around him. The darkness simply disappeared.

      “Apologies, Mr. Darcy. But as you might have deduced, I became a bit lost in the trees.”

      He patted his horse gently and smiled down at the ground.

      “I had, indeed, deduced that, Miss Bennet. Still, the question is, what were you doing out here?”

      She took his letter from her pocket and lifted it to where he could see it, but kept it just out of his reach. Mr. Darcy nodded calmly, but Elizabeth could see in his eyes that he was pleased.

      “When I said I was anxious to hear from you, I did not mean for you to go running out into the night and subject yourself to potential harm on my behalf.”

      Elizabeth tucked the letter back into her pocket. Even from a few paces away, she could feel the tension between them, building with every breath she took. She wanted to close the space that separated them, but she also did not wish to be any more improper than she had already been in his presence. Instead, she looked all around them, in an attempt to make it clear she intended to leave.

      “Mr. Darcy, perhaps if you could just direct me back to Hunsford, we could discuss this tomorrow. I believe I made a mistake when I left the house and perhaps I should return.”

      Mr. Darcy tied his horse to a nearby tree, then turned back to Elizabeth, his expression serious but his eyes playful.

      “I think perhaps we were meant to meet in this small meadow, Miss Bennet, shrouded in moonlight with the smell of wildflowers in the air. Can you think of a lovelier location to tell me your answer? For if you refuse me again, I will at least have the memory of this perfect night to sustain me. And if you say you will consider my offer, it will only make the words all the sweeter. Now, I must ask you, Miss Bennet… what is your answer?”

      Elizabeth did not know what came over her, but all at once, she was consumed by the desire to kiss the gentleman, and she allowed that desire to take control of her senses. Lizzy closed the space between him and stood up on the tips of her toes to give Darcy a quick, soft kiss. As soon as she did it, she felt embarrassed and ashamed, but when she looked into his eyes, she could see that he did not mind. In fact, Mr. Darcy wrapped his strong arm around her waist and pulled her even closer, then kissed her slow and sweet, sending the sensation of desire all the way down to her feet.

      Much to her surprise, when he pulled away from her, he took off his jacket and laid it down on the ground underneath a large shady tree. The stars and the moonlight twinkled through the leaves, casting his face with such a brightness, Elizabeth found it impossible to look at anything else. With a gentle hand, Darcy helped her down to the grassy and leaf-covered forest floor, then ran his fingers along up her left arm, across her collarbone, then back down her right arm. She knew she should resist, but all of the resolve she might have had before that stemmed from the way she detested Mr. Darcy had long since melted away.

      “Did you find anything in my letter that persuaded you to change your mind about my offer?” Darcy asked as he kissed Elizabeth’s cheeks. She felt the warmth of his touch spread throughout her body and it made her shiver.

      “Mr. Darcy, I believe you made your offer with sincerity. But I do not see how we can be together when you are still bound to a promise made to Anne de Bourgh. Think of what people will say if you abandon her. Think of your reputation and...”

      But Darcy did not allow her to finish her sentence. Instead, he untied the laces of her cloak and let it fall away.

      “The only thing I am thinking about right now, Elizabeth Bennet, is you.”

      Darcy rested his hand upon her leg, then slid it down toward her ankle, pulling it up slowly so he might see her long, soft legs. Lizzy looked away, afraid that if Darcy saw the desire in her eyes, he might think her too desperate. Instead, when she at last relented and looked back at him, his expression mirrored her own, which made her feel stronger. She no longer felt guilt over their affections, or that their behavior was wrong, but instead, she was consumed with a passion for Mr. Darcy unlike anything she had ever imagined possible.

      “Oh, Mr. Darcy… I do. I mean, I will, consider your offer, that is. I just need some time to speak to my father.”

      He laughed softly as he slid away her skirt, then untied her corset, leaving her practically bare in front of him.

      “Sweet Elizabeth, perhaps we might avoid speaking of your father at this moment? It makes it a bit more difficult to give you the attention you so deserve.”

      Lizzy could not do anything more than listen now, so she nodded as he began to kiss his way down her stomach, his hands gently squeezing her breasts as he did. She moaned, louder than she intended, and hoped that there was no one passing by on the path who might hear her and come investigate. But only the darkness surrounded them and Elizabeth discovered that she preferred it that way. In the dark, she could touch the respected gentleman in ways she could never if they were  bathed in sunlight.

      As Mr. Darcy kissed his way back up to Elizabeth’s lips, she reached down and let the back of her hand brush against his strong, pulsing manhood. She wanted to see him, to feel him, but she knew she could not ask for such a thing, not now. But then, as if he anticipated her thoughts, he leaned against her hand just a little bit harder. This time, they both moaned in the pleasure they brought to one another.

      “Oh, Elizabeth,” Darcy whispered as he kissed her forehead. When he was sure she was well and truly distracted, he began to explore her womanly depths. Lizzy’s entire body shifted at his touch and she shivered with the same desire he had introduced her to the night before. She had never been so desperate to experience something for a second time in the whole of her life.

      As Darcy slipped two fingers into her welcoming womanhood, Lizzy let her hand travel past the waist of the gentleman’s pants and finally felt his powerful heft for the first time. Her own sex ached for him in a way she did not entirely understand, but she knew what she needed and it was him.

      They continued to to touch and trace and stroke one another until suddenly, at the same moment, they were overcome by the pleasure they found in their closeness. Elizabeth rolled and rocked, her eyes blinking as wave after wave of delight swept her away. She could see on Mr. Darcy’s face that he had reached the same apex as her. There was a sparkling sheen of sweat across his forehead that made him look as if he’d just been working in his own field, strong and exhausted, and Elizabeth found it intoxicating. Without thinking, she leaned up and kissed the droplets away from his skin.

      “You are an angel, Elizabeth. I hope you know that,” Darcy whispered. Elizabeth felt the blush climb to her cheeks.

      “I am simply a woman in love… I believe so, that is.”

      Darcy laughed and took her hand in his, then kissed the top.

      “You are going to keep me guessing as long as you are able, are you not, Miss Bennet?”

      Lizzy brushed her lips across his, then kissed him on the cheek.

      “Until the very last moment, Mr. Darcy.”
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      Elizabeth crept through the front door of the Collins’s home in the hopes that Charlotte and Collins had already retired for the evening. Instead, she heard her cousin’s voice from the drawing room.

      “Elizabeth… please come here.”

      She thought, perhaps, she might be able to run up the stairs and shut her bedroom door behind her before Collins had a chance to stop her. But she would still have to face the same problems tomorrow, for she could not live the rest of her life hiding at Hunsford. She even considered crawling out of the window in her room, yet if she broke her leg, she would only be trapped at Hunsford that much longer. Her only choice was to speak to Collins and pray that he did not suspect what she had done.

      Elizabeth walked into the room where her cousin had a book in his lap, but did not appear to reading it.

      “Yes, cousin?”

      He pointed at the chair across from him.

      “Sit down, Elizabeth. We must speak.”

      Lizzy revisited the idea of running, perhaps out the front door instead, but she felt as if she were frozen to the chair. She remained silent, waiting for him to say what he meant to say.

      “I know what you’ve been doing Elizabeth, and if you continue, it will be the ruin of our entire family.”

      Elizabeth’s face turned a sickly shade of green and she cast her glance down to the floor.

      Oh, goodness, she thought in a panic, what will I do now? What will I do now?
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          A Visitor at Longbourn

        

      

    

    
      Elizabeth had returned to Longborn days ago, but had yet to hear a word from Mr. Darcy about his promise. She knew that his words were true and that he wished to marry her, but wishes would not protect Elizabeth nor her family from the gossiping of Mr. Collins. Of course, if Mr. Collins intended to spread the word about his suspicions to Lady Catherine De Bourgh, the whole of Meryton would hear of them in short order. It was more than Elizabeth could bear. Even the memories of Mr. Darcy’s sweet letter and his gentle touch were not enough to assuage her fears.

      Several more days passed and the entire Bennet household was more than aware of Lizzy’s nervous behavior. It was rare for her to chatter on endlessly nor run from room to room without purpose, but that was precisely what she did, and it was not long before she drove both her parents to the brink of madness. Even her father, who gave Lizzy the most room to behave as she wished inside the walls of Longbourn, felt that he might lose his wits entirely should his daughter continue to behave like her younger sisters.

      Elizabeth had just walked past his study for the eleventh time that morning when he was at last forced to put his foot down.

      “Elizabeth Bennet, if your intention is to wear a path in the floor outside of my door, then you must surely be close to accomplishing your task! Would you please come in here and sit down at once?” he shouted.

      Lizzy took a deep breath, at once aware that her erratic behaviors were more obvious to her family that she first realized.

      “Of course, papa. I am sorry to have disturbed. If you would prefer that I return to my chambers, I am willing…”

      Mr. Bennet did not allow Elizabeth to finish her sentence.

      “Lizzy, come now. Sit down and tell me what is troubling you. I would prefer you do so before the sound of your feet pacing on the floor drives the entire household mad.”

      She knew she could not avoid her father now, so Lizzy did as he asked and took a seat across from where her father sat, reading a book. At first, neither of them spoke, as if they were waiting to see which of them might break first and begin the conversation. Yet, Elizabeth knew this game well and she also knew that it was hers to lose. Only a few more moments passed before her father gave in, as she expected.

      “Elizabeth, dear, ever since you returned from Hunsford, you have been acting strangely. Since you are the only one in this house I can count on to be sensible, I would prefer that you tell me what is troubling you so that we might face it together.”

      Lizzy was overwhelmed by the urge to embrace her father but knew that would only cause her to cry, which would then draw her mother and sisters, and the resulting spectacle was clearly not what Mr. Bennet had in mind. Instead, she took a long, deep breath, and prepared to tell her father almost everything that had transpired with Mr. Darcy while she stayed at Hunsford.

      “Papa, I am sorry to have kept this from you, but now I must tell you before it overwhelms me entirely. You see, papa, I…”

      But once again, Elizabeth was interrupted, this time by the housekeeper, Mrs. Hill.

      “Yes, Mrs. Hill? What is it?” her father asked with a growing impatience.

      “Sir, sorry to disturb you, but you have a visitor.”

      Mr. Bennet’s brow furrowed with curiosity.

      “A visitor? Who might it be, Mrs. Hill?”

      The housekeeper paused for a moment before she answered, as if she were surprised she were even saying the name.

      “Mr. Darcy, sir. Mr. Fitzwilliam Darcy has asked to speak with you.”

      All it took was the mention of his name for Elizabeth’s heart to leap into her throat.

      He’s here, she thought. At last… he’s here.
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      Elizabeth ran from her father’s study with an unladylike speed, something she was sure to hear about later from her mother, to try and arrive at the door before the rest of her family. It was with great disappointment that she saw her mother and youngest sisters had already trapped the gentleman in a circle and were assaulting him with questions.

      “Whatever brings you all to way to Longbourn in the dark, Mr. Darcy?” Lydia asked.

      “May we get you some tea, Mr. Darcy?” Kitty interrupted.

      Mrs. Bennet waved them both away.

      “Pardon their behavior, Mr. Darcy. They are quite enamored of guests. So, Mr. Darcy, what brings you to Longbourn at this late hour? Shall I have Mrs. Hill get you some tea?”

      Jane and Elizabeth both did little to contain their laughter, yet all Mr. Darcy did was nod with an air of politeness.

      “I do apologize for the hour, of course, but I was in town on unavoidable business and was unable to return until now. Mr. Bennet, might I speak with you for a minute?”

      Mr. Bennet gestured for Darcy to join him in his study but Mrs. Bennet took hold of Mr. Darcy’s arm with haste. The gentleman almost fell to the floor at her sudden grasp.

      “Surely you are not here to speak to my husband about business! Whatever you wish to say, Mr. Darcy, it can be said over a cup of tea in the sitting room?”

      Elizabeth looked to her father to end the madness that her mother was encouraging, but she knew quite well that once Mrs. Bennet set her sights on something, she could not be stopped. Lizzy’s father simply shook his head. Darcy, however, searched Elizabeth for a savior.

      “Mama, please. Mr. Darcy just arrived. Must we overwhelm him so?”

      Even as the rest of the Bennet women hurried him into the sitting room, Mr. Darcy stood firm and turned to Mr. Bennet.

      “Sir, if I may. I was in the city meeting the gentleman in charge of my accounts. He was also in possession of one of my mother’s most treasured pieces of jewelry, her wedding band. I bring it today to show you that I, with my entire being, wish to marry your daughter, Miss Elizabeth Bennet. If she will have me, I will give her this treasured band, along with my whole heart.”

      The room became heavy with the silence of both the unanswered question and the total surprise of Mr. Darcy’s proposal. It was not so long ago that Elizabeth professed her extreme disdain for the gentleman to anyone who might hear and now… he proposed marriage? They all turned to Mr. Bennet who, to Elizabeth’s great shock, did not seem to be disturbed at all.

      “Mr. Darcy, I think it quite honorable that you came to me for my daughter’s hand but I think as we are all quite away, my dear Elizabeth will have the final say in who she marries. If it is my permission you want, you must get that from Lizzy, but if it is my blessing you would like, then indeed, you may have it.”

      Without a thought for propriety, Elizabeth threw her arms around her father and kissed him on the cheek.

      “Oh, papa. Thank you. Your blessing is important to me.”

      Mrs. Bennet let out a great haughty huff from next to the fireplace.

      “I suppose my feelings do not matter in the slightest then. Perhaps I should dine with the chickens or the horses. They might find my advice worthwhile, as my daughters see no further use for me.”

      Elizabeth decided it better to indulge her mother than cause an argument.

      “Of course, your opinion matters. If you do not believe that Mr. Darcy is a worthy suitor, mama, then we can just tell him to return to Pemberley and…”

      All of the color disappeared from Mrs. Bennet’s cheeks.

      “No! What I mean to say is, no. Mr. Darcy is a more than acceptable suitor for you, Elizabeth. I believe it would be a most sensible marriage.”

      Lizzy could see that her mother was doing her utmost to hide her joy, but she could hardly blame the woman. Even as she looked upon Fitzwilliam Darcy, her intended, her love, Elizabeth could not believe how lucky she was.

      She could not believe that she would soon be Mrs. Elizabeth Darcy.
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      The rest of the household had long gone to sleep following the excitement of Elizabeth and Mr. Darcy’s engagement, but Lizzy was still so full of joy, she could not will herself to calm and drift off herself. After hours of staring at the ceiling, she finally realized that her attempts at sleep were futile. She tried not to disturb Jane as she slipped from her bed and put on her housecoat and slippers, then snuck from the room with as much silence as she could muster. When she glided into the hall and saw only a few of the hall candles remained lit, Lizzy used the comforting cloak of darkness to make her way to the kitchen. On evenings when she could not sleep, she would often alight to the kitchen for a cup of milk and a piece of Mrs. Hill’s delicious breakfast bread.

      Elizabeth turned the corner into the hall and all at once, ran directly into Mr. Darcy, who was leaving the kitchen himself, a piece of bread and a cup of milk in hand.

      “Miss… Elizabeth,” he stumbled, “I hope I did not disturb. I was having difficulty sleeping and thought a small meal might aid in my rest. Can I assist you with anything?”

      Lizzy did not know what came over her, but she suddenly found herself reaching out to touch the handsome gentleman’s cheek. She let her fingers trace along the lines of his jaw and allowed herself a moment to appreciate how strong and gentle he was at the same time. Darcy reached up and placed his hand over top of Elizabeth’s, causing a shiver to travel from her hand all the way down her back.

      “Oh, Elizabeth, my sweet girl, I love you,” he whispered into her ear. Just the sound of his words caused Lizzy to collapse against him. Darcy caught her in his strong arms, then held her close, before he picked her up in one quick motion. Before she knew what was happening, her gentleman carried her over a pile of tablecloths in the corner and set her down with the greatest of ease.

      “Fitzwilliam, what if we wake the household?” Lizzy asked out of propriety, though her desire was quickly taking control over her good sense.

      “Now that you are mine, Elizabeth, I would be willing to wake the world if it should make you happy.”

      It was all she needed to hear to wake her body from the dreamstate it had been in until that moment. Elizabeth lay before him, allowing him to do as he wished, desperate for him to do so. Darcy kissed her with the softest of touches, then traced his fingertips from the knape of her neck, down her chest, and along her stomach. A fire burned within her with every breath, his fingers causing her to moan quietly. Darcy pressed against her with greater fervor and suddenly, she felt the heft of his manhood pressing against her leg. It only made her desire him more, desire the feel of him against her… perhaps even, inside of her.

      All of her concern about being discovered disappeared entirely and she did not so much as whisper an argument as he began to strip away all of her clothing. Darcy took in her entire form, kissing and tasting her bare skin with every piece of dress he peeled away. Elizabeth was almost surprised when Darcy’s lips returned to her own and enveloped her in a long, passionate kiss. Every time he kissed her, it was like the first time, and it only made her desire him more. He explored and experienced her entire body, which made her grasp at his clothes and try to tear them away as well. She wanted to feel her skin against his own; the desire was almost too much to bear.

      “Mr. Darcy,” she moaned in his lovely ear, “I want you to make me your own.”

      Darcy pulled away from her neck with a last kiss and smiled at her with a knowing, deliriously happy smile.

      “Did you not already make me your own when you agreed to take me for your husband, my brilliant girl?”

      Elizabeth’s heart raced at the mention of their wedding, at the reminder of how deep his love was for her, against all odds. While she considered how mad it was that she was about to marry a man she had been so angry with only a few months before, Darcy leaned toward her again and kissed her slow and deep, their tongues dancing together in a passionate dance. While they kissed, Darcy’s hands traced all along her thighs, his touch sending a shiver directly to her most private and womanly area.

      Darcy shifted his weight on top of her and all she could feel was the heft of his strong body, and the hardness of his manhood. She could think of nothing else but his closeness, and how it would feel to have him inside of her. Meanwhile, Darcy found joy in each shiver he drew from her; the happiness he brought her only increased his own ten-fold. Just as Elizabeth began to grow dizzy from the desire, her sweet gentleman traced his fingers back up along her thigh and then let them slide inside of her with a few languid turns. Lizzy covered her face to prevent her moans from being heard by the rest of the house, but she wanted to experience him entirely, and she was not sure how much longer she could contain herself.

      As their kiss remained unbroken, Elizabeth knew she wanted more; she traced her hand down Darcy’s bare chest and inside of his pants, suddenly feeling the full weight of his manhood. He moaned softly into her mouth as they kiss, something that only made her want him more..

      The touch of her hand against Darcy seemed to make him more desperate to taste every part of her. Her breasts now bare before them, he kissed around her pert nipples and traced them with his tongue, causing her body to writhe beneath him. A low, powerful moan poured from her lips, which she hastily tried to hide again. They may at last be engaged, but Lizzy still did not wish to be discovered by any of the household in such a way, especially not by her mother or father. Her cries of passion could be saved for Pemberley; for now, she was content to be quiet in her dearest’s arms.

      Darcy seemed to lost in his own cloud of passion, unable to pull himself away from her full breasts, so he probed within her womanly depths once again. Just as she seemed she might reach the apex of her pleasure, he desperately began to kick free of his trousers and underclothes. Suddenly, she could see the heft of his manhood waiting to take her, and she’d never wanted anything more in her life.

      “With your permission, my love?” he asked with a throaty whisper. All Elizabeth could do was nod dreamily and then, Darcy filled her up entirely. It was nothing like she ever imagined, but any pain she felt at first turned to pleasure in moments. Every thrust of his hips filled her even more, the rapture intensifying, until all at once, she was overwhelmed with the joy of it. As far she was concerned, the feeling could continue forever, as long as she could stay in his arms.

      It was not long before she saw a look of peace and pleasure wash over Darcy, and suddenly, they both crossed the precipice of satisfaction together, wrapped in a kiss. It was almost as if the whole world disappeared. Hours may have passed as far as Elizabeth knew. The one thing she was sure of is that she could have stayed in that kitchen corner, in that pile of tablecloths, forever.

      Eventually, just as the sun began to rise, they were finally able to speak.

      “Just think, Lizzy. It could be like this forever.”

      Lizzy gave him a kiss on the cheek, then laughed lightly.

      “We could certainly try and do nothing else for the rest of our lives, but I suspect polite society might wonder what became of us.”

      Darcy laughed in turn and took Elizabeth’s hand in his.

      “Damn polite society. Your’s is the only opinion I care about now.”

      If Fitzwilliam Darcy had uttered such a thing to her only a few weeks before, she might have thought him mad. But now, with his family ring on her finger and his arms wrapped around her, she believed it possible for the first time…

      She had found love and she found it with the most unlikely of men. A man whose heart was free of pride and filled only with passion for his future wife: the perfect man.

      
        
        The End
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