














He understood now. “A swim would be nice.”

Lizzy grabbed two towels and a blanket and moved to-
wards the door.

“Aren’t you going to change?” he asked.

“Fitzwilliam, the pool is far from the house, and it’s sur-
rounded by shrubbery and a high fence since Charles baby-
proofed the house. Everyone else is in bed,” she added for
final emphasis.

A slow grin spread over his face, and Lizzy stepped to-
wards him and placed her hand on his cheek, letting her
thumb rest in one of his dimples. She leaned forward and
kissed him slowly. She took his hand, and he stood to fol-
low her.

Darcy loved Lizzy’s enjoyment of nudity, and he was
learning to appreciate it for himself. At first, he called her a
distraction, because the mere sight of her naked would send
him over the edge. Slowly, she had been coaxing him into
enjoying nudity, as well.

Darcy was a man who had grown up being uncomfort-
able with his body. He was often ashamed of his naked re-
flection, which Lizzy thought strange, since he had always
shared himself freely with her in the bedroom. He claimed
it was because she made him forget himself, but after living
with him for some time, she noticed that even in the privacy
of his own home, he always wore clothes, even shoes and
socks, until he was ready for bed. Lizzy had taught him to
be freer, and tried to make him believe that no matter what
he might think to the contrary, she thought his body was
beautiful, and she wanted him to share these carefree times
with her while they could.
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WHEN THEY REACHED THE poolside, Lizzy moved a few
steps from Darcy towards the deeper end of the water. She
dipped her toes in cautiously.

“It’s still pretty warm,” she commented to Darcy who
watched her take her shirt off slowly and slip out of her
pajama shorts.

“Come on, take your clothes off, Fitzwilliam. Let’s go
swimming.” He disrobed and stood before her naked. Lizzy
crossed her arms over her chest. “Well, that wasn’t so dif-
ficult was it?”

“No, not really. I suppose I was inspired.”

“You're learning to tease back,” Lizzy laughed.

“Not quite to your level yet, but I'm getting there.”

“Do you really not like being naked, Fitzwilliam?”

“I suppose I could try and get used to it; it’s just strange
to me to be without clothes... I'm not comfortable in my
own skin sometimes.” He confessed the last bit softly, after
a long pause.

“You have lovely skin.” Lizzy walked over to him and

placed her fingers on his chest and stroked the taught skin

of his torso. “You are beautiful—everything about you is,
and I mean everything—and you shouldn’t be ashamed of
it.

She looked him over from his dark wavy hair that he had
recently trimmed shorter and was trying to keep tamed to
his head, to the well-defined features of his face and his dark
eyes that looked at her with a strange intensity. His Adam’s
apple rose and fell when he swallowed, his chest shook as
he let out a ragged breath. His strong hands reached out for
her and settled on the curve of her waist just above her hip.
Lizzy’s eyes went lower to the tight muscles of his abdomen
and the first scar down his side. She gazed lower at the dark
hair below his navel, which lead to the tight curls around
his penis. He stirred and grew under her inspection.

“You know, beautiful is hardly a word used to describe
the male figure, Lizzy.”

“I disagree—okay, aesthetically pleasing, then. Either way,
it means the same thing.”

“Men’s bodies are too rigid and awkward to be considered
beautiful.”

“Well, have you thought that perhaps that is why I find
you so beautiful? You have a calculated and precise way
about everything that you do. You know, the ancient Greeks
honored calculation, symmetry and precision in their art
and architecture. They wanted to achieve the ideal human
figure, and your body reminds me of a classical figure.”

“Is art your way of explaining everything?”

Lizzy looked miffed. “And what is life without are? It
shows us that perhaps the human race is not so disgrace-
ful when we see that we are capable of creating things be-
yond industry and destruction. We can create an image of
beauty and harmony, or show desire, or fear, or love all with
a chisel or a brush stroke; it’s very human. Art makes life
more bearable.”

Fitzwilliam simply smiled at her when she calmed down.

“Did you do that on purpose?”

“Perhaps.”

“You're insufferable.”

“You tell me so quite often.” He was absolutely smug now.
“Now, let’s see if I can still do this.”

He smiled as he went over to the deeper end. He paused
briefly then gracefully dove in the water with a gentle rip-
ple.

Lizzy laughed when he surfaced and swam a few laps
obviously strutting his figure for her. She walked over to the
ladder and carefully lowered herself in; she wasn’t going to
attempt a dive that was likely to end in a belly flop with her
ever-increasing awkward figure.

Darcy met her at the ladder and quickly swept her into
his arms. “I haven’t done that in years.”

“Did you take swimming lessons?”

“Not really, only once. I used to sneak off and swim
during the hottest days of summer at a pond hidden on
Pemberley’s grounds. Kind of like your refuge in the woods
at your father’s farm.”
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“Did you skinny-dip there?”

“No, this is the first time I ever have, actually.”

“That was my favorite thing to do in the summer. I'd take
off all my clothes and run into the water and float on my
back,” she said as she pushed herself away from him and
swam on her back a little distance away. “And I’d stare at
the clouds passing by until my fingertips turned to wrin-
kled prunes.”

Darcy swam over to her, and she moved in floating, swirl-
ing circles around him.

“Then I’d lie in the soft grass on the banks in the sun until
I was completely dry. My hair would smell like moss, and
my skin was so brown. I was freckling.”

“Well, ’'m English, Lizzy. Our kind doesn’t fare too well
in the sun for long periods of time. I burn.”

Lizzy laughed as she floated away from him again, and
he followed. She turned on to her back again and let herself
bob to the surface. Darcy came closer and stood to watch
her breasts and stomach float above the surface.

“It feels like there is no weight or pressure on my back at
all. I’s wonderful.” Lizzy sighed as she closed her eyes and
reached above her head and let her hair fan around her in
the water.

Darcy watched her fluid and graceful figure move slowly
through the water. He floated beside her until they came
to the deeper end of the water, where he stood and turned
to face her again. Her perfectly rounded breasts floated
near his lips. He leaned forward slightly and blew a soft
breath of cool air across her nipple, causing it to pucker in
response. Lizzy groaned slightly as goose bumps started to
form on her skin. Darcy blew cool air between her breasts
and returned to her nipple again. This time he drew it in
his mouth and suckled gently, massaging the bud of flesh
between his teeth. Then he pulled back slightly and blew
on her flesh again, causing Lizzy to release a sharp intake
of breath as she groaned in pleasure from his hot and cold
treatment.

He placed a hand on her slick stomach and moved his
fingertips lower towards her sex. He skimmed her wet curls
as he ran his hand between her legs then allowed one finger
and then another to slip inside her. Her back arched slightly
when he began to leisurely seek out and massage her sensi-
tive bundle of nerves. Lizzy nearly slipped below the surface
from the pleasure of his touch, but he placed his other arm
beneath her to keep her afloat. In that way, he could very
easily caress her sex and kiss her breasts. The onslaught had
her squirming in his arms.

“Fitzwilliam, I can’t last long like this, I want...oh God, I
want you inside me.”

He let her drop to her feet.

“I can’t stand here. It’s too deep.”

“Hold on to me, Bella. Like this,” he instructed as he
placed his hands on her arms, raised them around his neck,
then moved his hands to her hips, and her body quickly
floated up and her legs wrapped around his waist.
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He slowly moved them over towards the side of the pool.
As he was walking, his erection pressed between them, and
he moved his hips just enough to allow it to rub against her
aching sex. The soft flesh of his tip took the place where his
fingers had just been and Lizzy went completely limp in his
arms as she clung to him. She leaned her head against his
neck and moaned helplessly in his ear.

“I'm coming...”

“Wait for me, Lizzy. Not yet.”

He jerked his hips up, allowing him to stroke her again
as he moved to an area at the edge of the pool that was a bit
shallower. Once there, he pressed her against the cool tiled
wall and raised her ever so slightly. He leaned in and cap-
tured her lips with his, one hand held her bottom firmly and
the other he used to guide his hard length against her again,
causing shivers of pleasure to pass through her once more.

“Please, this is torture,” she cried, hooking her legs around
him again, spreading herself wide for him.

He smiled. Finally, she admitted that he was torturing
her. In one swift movement, he buried himself deep inside
her. Lizzy’s neck fell back as she cried out upon finally feel-
ing him fill her.

“I want you hard,” she cried.

“Hold on to the wall.” He pressed her hands against the
edge, and let her body float out before him a bit. “Hold
on,” he groaned as he started to move within her. He held
her hips and quickly increased his tempo. Lizzy’s breasts
bounced and floated on the surface of the water. Her body
felt free and weightless. It was absolute heaven. All she felt
was their bodies moving together.

He could feel her beginning to tense around his length,
and he encouraged her on. “That’s it, my Bella, don’t hold
back for me. This is all for you.” His hips splashed against
hers with crushing force as he drove into her again and
again. She tensed again, and she pressed her hips against
his as she felt him even further within her. He pulled her
tightly against him and continued to love her as deeply as
he could.

Her hands were over her head now, and she barely re-
tained a hold on the wall. Darcy felt her pulsing orgasm sur-
rounding him, and it drove him mad. They were in another
place together where sound, vision and reality didn’t exist.
Darcy was nearing his climax, and he gasped and let out a
low guttural groan. He held Lizzy tightly against him, al-
lowing his release to pulse slowly into her, and they sought
comfort and strength in each other’s embrace.

Darcy held Lizzy and moved out to the deeper end of
the pool, allowing both of their orgasms to ebb away and
their breathing to recover. They moved slowly in the water
together letting it rush along their skin, almost as if it were
a strange sort of dance. Lizzy was leaning her head on his
shoulder moaning softly. The sound was like a contented
purring to him as he placed lazy kisses along her brow.
When he finally withdrew from her, she let out a soft cry
and wrapped her arms around him even tighter.



“I hate it when that feeling ends,” she said sadly.

He stroked a strand of wet hair that was plastered to her
face and tucked it behind her ear. “I do, too. Come on, it’s
time to warm you up and dry off.”

They walked to the steps at the shallow end of the water.
When they reached them, Darcy scooped Lizzy up, carried
her the short distance to a double lounge and laid her down
to go get their towels and blanket.

They were wrapped in their towels, cocooned together
in the blanket, facing the night sky. Lizzy leaned her head
against his chest, her hands idly touching her stomach, his
arms securely around her.

Lizzy took a sharp intake of breath and became tense
briefly. Darcy instantly sensed a change in her.

“What's the matter? Are you too cold? Maybe we should
go in.”

“No...it’s...I felt something strange.” She paused as she
moved her hands on her stomach deep in concentration.
“There it is again.”

“What is it?”

“Give me your hands, quick!” She pressed his hands to her
stomach, and they waited and waited.

Finally Lizzy felt something again, and Darcy stared at
her in shock.

“Is that...?”

“The baby.”

He met her eyes, then looked down at her stomach again.
He lowered his head down this time and rested his cheek
against her.

“The baby’s moving?”

“It feels so strange—kind of like a fluttering.” Lizzy felt
her stomach with a slightly confused expression on her face,
but it quickly softened into one of pure amazement.

At that moment, Darcy felt the movements again, and
they both laughed.

“It’s incredible!” he said. “There it is again...that’s Daddy’s
lictle striker.”

“Your what?” Lizzy laughed.

“Striker, forward...” Darcy gave up. “It’s a position in
football.”

“It could be Mommy’s little ballerina.”

“If it’s a girl, she could be a footballer, too. There are wom-
en’s leagues now, as well.

“But we're going to have a boy,” Darcy said decidedly.

“What makes you so sure?” Lizzy smiled at him with a
sparkle in her eyes.

“Darcy men father sons as the first child. I was a first-born
son, my father was, my grandfather and my great-grandfa-
ther. It’s been so for many generations.”

“Well, you never know. We could be the first to break that
tradition.”

“I just have a feeling, a very strong one. He will be my
liccle footballer.”

“What if he likes music and theater instead?”

“He can like whatever he chooses, but I want him to have
the chance to achieve all the things I dreamed of and was
never capable of doing.”

Lizzy stroked Fitzwilliam’s cheek tenderly. “And what
will we call him?”

“Hmm, let me think a moment.”

“Fitzwilliam?”

“No, one childhood of torture with that name is enough.”

“But it’s a wonderful name. Perhaps we could use it as the
middle name.”

“That would be nice.”

“David?”

“Hmm, no...Nathaniel?”

“Nah.”

“Henry?”

“My father’s name?” Lizzy’s face brightened immediately.

“I like it. My grandfather was called Henry, as well.”

“It’s a good family name, then. Henry Fitzwilliam Darcy?
I think it has a nice ring to it.”

“That was easy.”

“Now if it’s a girl?”

“It will be a boy.”

Lizzy laughed, “Humor me, then, if you're so insistent.”

They argued a bit longer over a girl’s name, but finally set-
tled on Ellenore Anna. Lizzy thought it would be adorable
to have Nora as a nickname, and Anna was her grandmoth-
er’s name. She also wanted to honor Fitzwilliam’s mother’s
memory by using it.

They finally dressed, returned to the house, and settled
comfortably in bed together. Fitzwilliam kissed Lizzy good
night, and then wished their baby good night.

“Good night, Henry Fitzwilliam,” he yawned.

“Good night, Ellenore Anna.” Lizzy gently jabbed his
stomach with a smile. He kissed her again, and they fell
into a peaceful slumber together.
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Chapter Ihirty-five

he weekend at the Bingleys with both sides of the

family gathered together ended with little confron-

tation. The Hursts’ evil child managed not to de-

stroy everything in the house; only a wall in the
kitchen showed his “artistic expression,” It was also dis-
covered, not surprisingly, that if he received just a little at-
tention, he started to behave himself better. He especially
showed his love of his Aunt Jane, since she always had a
treat and a kind word for him if he showed good behavior.
Jane wished his parents would show more interest in him
or at least seek a professional’s opinion since their child was
displaying signs of attention deficit and dyslexia, but such
problems seemed not to matter to them, and Jane’s sugges-
tions only went so far into Louisa’s martini-soaked head.
She pitied her nephew for having such parents.

Caroline on the other hand seemed not to need treats or
coddling to behave herself around her brother and his in-laws.
She reappeared at breakfast perfectly composed and greeted
Elizabeth formally—slightly withdrawn—but without her
usual hauteur. Darcy watched her with a sharp eye; however,
she would not dare meet his. She kept her head down most of
the morning and only ventured into the conversation when
Mrs. Bennett complimented her fine manicure and bracelets.
At least that was a subject she could command with superi-
ority. She was seen later, drowning herself in cosmopolitans
with her sister who gave her some pointed advice about men.
In her drunken haze, Caroline started pouring her heart out
to her sister, and her sister shared her advice.

“Carrie, you're the type of woman who doesn’t need a
man,” she slurred, poking her sister in the shoulder while
trying not to spill her glass. “You're a fashionista! You don’t
need men; they want you. Besides, youre young yet. At
your age...”

“Thirty-six!” Caroline sobbed dramatically into her glass.
She was older than her brother but went out of her way to
never bring that point up.

“Oh, I forgot you were that old now. Well, there are sur-
geons to take care of that. They did a good job on your
boobs, and that hair color you've chosen is lovely. Men
aren’t all they’re cracked up to be and neither is marriage.
I mean, look at Jason.” Louisa looked over at her husband
who was cracking open another beer and started scratching
his stomach. “He barely looks at me, let alone touches me.
Ever since we had a child, I've been used goods to him. I say
enjoy the field while you can; because, when you’re married,
there are less opportunities to do so.”

“Less?” she sniffled between sips.

“I'm not a saint, Carrie, and neither is that pig over there.”

“But I don’t understand what I did wrong—how that art-
less, frumpy, unfashionable woman could secure a man like
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that! I made sure I always looked perfect in front of him,
and when I had my boobs done, he definitely noticed but
never said a word. What's she have that I don’e?”

“Trust me, Caroline, just because he’s rich doesn’t mean
he has taste! She’s got nothing on you. Who could honestly
leave the house dressed like that?” Louisa patted her sister’s
hand as they looked over at Lizzy, wearing a simple white
linen tunic dress over her pregnant belly and bathing suit. “I
don’t think you two would have worked out anyway. I mean
he would have been nice to secure for sure, but look at him...
Yeah, you're right, he is bloody gorgeous. Mmm! Mmm!
Break me off a piece of that!” Louisa snapped her fingers.

“You're not helping, Louisa.”

“Oh, oh sorry. Right, now where was I? Look, Carrie, why
don’t you and I plan a little shopping excursion to Paris.”

Caroline’s blotchy face brightened, “Shopping!”

“I have a few ‘friends’ in the city. Trust me, Frenchmen
know what a tongue is for—that will help get your mind
off of things.”

“Louisa, did I ever tell you that you are a wonderful sis-
ter.” Her mind was suddenly more agreeably engaged at the
prospect.

“To the Superior Sisters,” Louisa toasted with a drunken
laugh and hiccup. Their glasses clanged and they took un-
steady sips. They were later seen passed out in the sun. The
next day, one-half of their bodies were covered in a red glow
of sunburn, and they had horrible sunglass tan lines.

Fortunately for the rest of the party, they were spared
their brain cells by not listening to their conversation.
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MRs. BENNETT, LIKEWISE, KEPT from embarrassing her fam-
ily by conveniently keeping her mouth shut around Lizzy
and Darcy. She was too distracted and happy, spending time
with her grandson. She and Mr. Bennett lavished their at-
tention on him and spared little time for anyone else.

“Such a sweet-tempered baby, Jane!”

“He must take after his mother, Mrs. B, because my mom
always told me I was a terror,” Charles replied as he kissed
his wife’s cheek.

“Oh yes, Jane was a sweet girl, she always was. Never a
peep from her. Now Lizzy, oh I hope that girl knows what
she’s in for with her baby if it takes after her. My poor nerves
have never recovered.”

“But she turned out just fine, Mom,” Jane made sure to
interject.

“Lizzy was a sweet girl,” Mr. Bennett commented fondly
as his grandson giggled in his arms. “I remember how she
used to laugh and laugh when I made faces at her, and her
curly-cues went all over the place. You could grab one and
it would spiral around your fingertip. Hopefully, this little
one will have more hair soon, Jane,” Mr. Bennett laughed as



he stroked little Charles’s sparse feathery blond hair. “And I
could hold Lizzy’s diapered bottom in the palm of my hand
like this little guy, and you too Jane, and the same with
Mary, Kitty, and Lydia. Oh, how the years have passed.”

Mrs. Bennett suddenly felt a little twinge of guilt when
her husband spoke so fondly of Lizzy, for she could never
claim such memories. She had always been so hard on her
second daughter and for no good reason. Now she was old-
er, her youth was only a memory, and she realized she had
missed so much over the years with Lizzy. In the beginning,
she never meant to ignore Lizzy, but she had three younger
children to raise after her, and it was hard to balance time
with all her daughters. She wanted to help Lizzy understand
that it wasn’t her fault, and she wanted to repair their re-
lationship. Fran wasn’t sure if she could repair things, but
she had to try before it was too late. When the weekend
ended and as everyone was departing, Mrs. Bennett pulled
Lizzy aside. She looked at her and simply gave her a hug and
squeezed her hand.

“I should have said this sooner, Lizzy, but I am proud of
you.”

Lizzy looked shocked, and Darcy held her shoulder to
comfort her as well. She didn’t know what to say to her
mother. It was a beginning for them, though. From that day
forward they tried not to get on each other’s nerves. Lizzy
knew she was going to need her mother during this time.
Jane relied on her so much for advice as a new mother, and
Lizzy knew it would be the same for her when their baby
was born. When the baby had a cold, or was teething, or
when it came down to potty training, Lizzy knew she could
turn to her mother for advice now.

Lizzy also knew that pretty soon her entire world was
going to be feedings, diaper changes, and sleepless nights.
Where did her job fit into this equation? How often was
Darcy going to be able to spend time as a family with his
job, and how was this going to affect her relationship with
him? And why did she feel that she would have to be the
one to make the sacrifices with her career? These were ques-
tions that worried her greatly and ones for which she did not
have any real answers, and she hated not having answers.
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THE FOLLOWING WEEKEND, AS
promised, Charlotte came to visit
= Lizzy so they could do some shoe
shopping and indulge themselves
in their favorite treats at Ferrara’s,
an Italian bakery in Little Italy.
Charlotte couldn’t have come at a
better time since the World Cup
was going on, and Darcy was lit-

erally non-responsive to anything

Lizzy said since his eyes were constantly on the T'V. She did
sit and watch a match and admitted to him it was exciting,
but she didn’t understand some of the rules, so they had to
have an extensive lesson—at half-time, of course—on the
off sides rule, free kicks, penalty kicks, and corner kicks. As
much as Lizzy enjoyed spending time with Darcy, spending
the day inside glued to the TV on a perfect summer after-
noon wasn't her idea of fun.

So she and Charlotte ventured out in very light cloth-
ing and comfortable shoes for an afternoon together, Darcy
barely acknowledged them as he waved goodbye from the
sofa. Lizzy couldn’t help but laugh at his behavior. Any
other day, he’d want to know every detail of where she was
going and would insist that she call for Jacobs if she felt
fatigued.

Charlotte was amazed when she laid eyes on her friend’s
pregnant stomach. She couldn’t believe that her childhood
friend was six months pregnant now, and she looked posi-
tively beautiful. Her complexion was rosy, and she had a
healthy glow about her. Her eyes, which were always sharp
and sparkling, seemed to be a bit softer. From behind, no
one could tell she was pregnant, but walking was becoming
more awkward and tiresome for Lizzy, so they hailed a cab
to the bakery.

“The doctor is glad I've been gaining weight. I lost a bit
early on because of morning sickness. She was beginning to
be worried that I wasn’t gaining enough, but I think after
we pig out on cookies and gelato, I'll be just fine.” Lizzy
patted her round belly as they sat down in the outdoor café
seating outside the bakery.

“Why don’t you wait here, Lizzy, and I'll stand in line for
us. What can I get you?”

“The biggest gelato they have, chocolate, coffee, and
strawberry...oh and a cannoli. Oh! And some of those anise
cookies, or maybe some tiramisu. I can’t decide.”

“Is that all, Lizzy?” Charlotte raised an eyebrow at her.

“I think that'll be enough.” Lizzy leaned back and rubbed
her stomach. Charlotte simply nodded and laughed and
said she’d be right back.

Lizzy ate almost everything before her, to Charlotte’s sur-
prise. She was never a hearty eater in the past. “You have to
excuse me, I have to eat for two now. This little guy wears
me out if I don’t have enough.”

“Is it a boy?”

“We're not sure. We want to be surprised, but Darcy in-
sists we're having a boy.”

“Wouldn't it be nice to have a son? They have to be a lot
easier than girls.”

“Perhaps, but if he’s anything like his father, he’ll be the
most complicated man on earth.”

Charlotte laughed, “He can’t be that complicated, Lizzy.
You know exactly how to get him to bend to your will, it
seems.”

“Perhaps when it comes to me, but with other things, he’s
very difficult. But for some crazy reason I love him for it.”
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“I know it’s none of my business, but has he proposed
yet?”

“Not really...”

“Not really? Does that mean he has or he hasn’t?”

“Well, when I first told him the news, he blurted some-
thing out about getting married, but it was far from ro-
mantic, but in May, he planned a lovely dinner for us,
and he started acting strange, and he got down on one
knee.”

“And...you refused him?”

“No, he didn’t get a chance to say anything because I got
sick, right at his feet. It was so embarrassing. I cried half the
night, I was so mortified.”

“Poor Lizzy...poor Darcy! I bet he was planning to pro-
pose.”

“I guess I'll never know really because he hasn’t brought
it up since.”

“If he does, will you say yes?”

“I'm not sure.”

“You're kidding! Why aren’t you?”

“Im... I've just been thinking a lot...about the future.
And I'm worried.”

“What about?”

“How we can be a family. He works a lot, and I know
sooner or later he’s going to need to go back to London for
his job, and I suppose I'd be expected to follow him there
which means I have to give up my job and leave my family
and friends. I don’t like the idea of having to be the one to
give up my career. 'm going to have to take maternity leave
soon enough, anyway. And if he’s working all the time, who
is going to help me take care of the baby? How are we going
to be a proper family if he won’t be able to spend the time
with us.”

“IF Lizzy, IF and that’s a big IF. You need to talk to him
about your concerns.”

“I know.”

“You've done everything with him short of saying, ‘T do’.
He has a right to know what you're worried about, espe-
cially if the poor man waltzes in expecting to propose to
you, and you end up tearing him a new one in true Lizzy
Bennett style.”

“Hey!”

“It’s true. You can have an explosive temper when you
want to.”

Lizzy sighed, “You're right, but he does too, believe me.”
At that moment the baby started kicking, and Lizzy placed
her hands on her stomach. “Feel this, Charlotte. The baby’s
active again.”

“It’s incredible. Does it hurt?”

“No, it’s just strange feeling the baby doing somersaults
inside me.”

“You know, Lizzy, if you're too afraid to ask for yourself,
at least think of the baby.”

Lizzy bowed her head as Charlotte’s words sank in and
stared at her stomach intently.
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WHEN THEY RETURNED TO the loft, Lizzy barely had her
keys in the lock when the door was opened, and they were
stopped by Darcy.

“Where were you? I tried to call.”

“You knew where I was, you just forgot. Your head was
stuck in that game.”

“I guess you didn’t get my message.”

Lizzy pulled out her phone. It was on silent, and she had
a voicemail.

“Look, Richard’s showed up unexpectedly. He came by to
watch the game with me, and he’s still here. I thought I'd
warn you in case you came home, and he wasn’t gone. But I
think he was intent on staying because he wanted to speak
with you.”

Lizzy didn’t know what to say. She looked at Charlotte,
whose lips formed a thin line.

“I see.”

“I’'m sorry, Lizzy. I tried to warn you. I know this kind of
stress is the last thing you need.”

“I can handle it.”

Darcy leaned down and kissed her tenderly. “How was
your afternoon, then. Did my boy give you too much trou-
ble?”

“Elenore was very active this afternoon, but she seems to
have calmed down now.”

Darcy smiled widely and placed a strong hand on her
stomach.

“Come on, let’s get this meeting over with.”
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L1zzY WALKED INTO THE room alongside Darcy, holding
his hand for comfort and reassurance. She saw the back of
Richard’s sandy blond hair. He quickly rose from the chair
and turned to face her. He offered a very timid smile. Lizzy
tried to let go of Darcy’s hand, but he clasped it and brought
it to his lips. Finally, she looked up at him and smiled and
mouthed the words “I'm okay,” and he released her.

Lizzy stepped forward and held her hand out to Richard
in welcome.

“Hello Richard, it’s nice to see you again.”

Richard looked surprised at Lizzy’s greeting, but his tim-
id smile grew a bit stronger.

“It’'s wonderful to see you again. You look very well.”

Richard suddenly saw Charlotte move from behind Darcy,
and his breath caught in his throat. Charlotte quickly ex-
cused herself, murmuring something about giving them all
some privacy and vacated to the guest room. Richard stared
after her retreating form intently, and Lizzy saw a look of



longing in his eyes. Finally, she understood what had hap-
pened between her friend and him.

“I was wondering, Elizabeth, if perhaps I could speak
with you in private?”

Lizzy turned to Darcy, who nodded and she accepted.
They went into Darcy’s study and shut the door.

“Thank you for welcoming me into your home,
Elizabeth.”

Lizzy nodded silently in acknowledgement.

“I suppose you're surprised to see me here. You see, the
thing is, Darcy and I have a tradition of watching the World
Cup together, but that’s not my only reason. I wanted to try
and repair relations with you. I know we never exactly got
off to a good start.”

“I wonder why?”

“I know... I know. Please, I must explain myself. I'm as-
suming you are well acquainted with Darcy’s past?”

“Yes, he’s told me everything.”

“And he told you about his past love life?”

“In some ways, yes, but he’s a discreet man and does
not ‘kiss and tell,’ so to speak. But I know what he’s been
through.”

“So you know how his last relationship ended with that
horrible woman?”

“Yes.” Lizzy’s thoughts were pained when she thought
over that night when they bared all about their past rela-
tionships. The woman was cruel and horrid.

“After that, he didn’t seem to be the same person. She
cut him deeply, whether he wanted to admit it or not. They
weren’t serious per se, but the fact that she voiced his inse-
curities and threw them in his face hurt him badly. He’s
always been unsociable and quiet, but that just made every-
thing worse for him.”

“I know, but he’s learning to deal with it now.”

“All thanks to you, I'm sure.”

“Thank you.”

“I know this is probably the worst excuse you've ever
heard and I've gone and mucked things up terribly, but I
was concerned about Fitzwilliam that day I came to you. I
only said what I did for his sake. I love him like a brother,
and I would do anything to make sure he’s happy.”

“At least, in that, we have something in common.”

Richard smiled slightly. “I was wrong, though, to treat
you in such a way—very wrong. My mother would smack
me upside the head if she knew I said such things to a lady.
Sorry, I'm getting off topic.” He cleared his throat. “I want
you to know that what I said was only out of concern for
him, but I went about it in completely the wrong way. I
should have gotten your side of things and forced the two
of you to talk, but instead, I was a complete idiot, and I
ruined everything. I didn’t realize how deeply he felt for
you, because I've never known him to be in love in the
past. He never seemed to ever let anyone that close to him
before.”

“I know.”

Richard nodded and cleared his throat again. “I came
here today to explain myself, although there is no justifi-
cation for my despicable behavior, but I also must apolo-
gize to you, Elizabeth. I was very wrong about you. You
are a remarkable woman, and I've seen how happy you
make Fitzwilliam. I have to apologize for all the trouble
I've caused; and, although I don’t deserve it, I hope one
day you can forgive me, and I hope that perhaps you'd
consider me to be family, too, but that may be asking too
much.

There was a long pause; the air in the room was filled
with tension. Finally Elizabeth spoke.

“I accept your apology. Thank you for offering it.”

“Really?” Richard beamed, “Thank you, you have no idea
how relieved I feel.” He impulsively went to Lizzy and gave
her an awkward hug.

“Just don’t ever try something like that again,” Lizzy
warned sharply.

“No, never, of course not. Oh, that reminds me, when
Fitzwilliam told me the news, I went out and bought a gift
for the baby.”

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“Yes, I did. I'm very happy for you both, you know. The
rest of Fitzwilliam’s family is very curious to met you.”
Richard went out into the hall, and Lizzy followed him.
Darcy was peeping around the corner, and when she smiled
at him, he sighed in relief.

“Come on, you should both open it.” Richard was as ex-
cited as a boy at Christmas as he handed Lizzy the box.

She opened it carefully, and Darcy leaned over her to
watch. “Oh look, Fitzwilliam, it’s sleepers.”

“Not just any sleepers,” Darcy commented with a smile
on his face, “those are Manchester United sleepers! Look,
matching caps and booties, too, and a tshirt. That’s bril-
liant, Richard! Thank you.”

“I figured the baby had to get a head start supporting the
correct team.”

“They’re very cute. I suppose I'm going to have to get used
to this football fanaticism, aren’t I?”

“Yes, you are, Lizzy,” Darcy leaned over, kissed her smugly
and nuzzled her nose with his.

She turned to Richard and offered him a smile. “Thank
you so much, Richard; this was very thoughtful of you. I
know these will get good use.”

“Im glad to hear it. I supposed I should get going. Don’t
want to overstay my welcome, and all.” Richard didn’t fail
to notice that Charlotte didn’t once come out of the guest
room the entire time.

“Look, tomorrow’s another game, Richard. Why don’t we
all order in some take-out and sit around and watch it to-
gether?” Darcy suggested.

“You order take-out now, Darcy?” Richard looked at him
skeptically. He had forgotten how more easy and laid back
his cousin was now that Lizzy was part of his life.

“Sure, why not?” he shrugged.
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“Well, all right, then, if it’s okay with you, Lizzy? I think
it would be fun.”

“Yes, I think it will be fun, as well. You'll have to explain
the off sides thing to me again, though.” Lizzy shrugged her
shoulders in confusion, causing Darcy to laugh.

“We’ll have you set straight by the end of the game, not to
worry,” he laughed. They all said good night, and only after
the front door closed did Charlotte return.

“He’s coming back tomorrow, Charlotte. You can’t hide
in there all night.”

“No, but I could go home.”

“Please don’t leave. I don’t want your stay to be cut short
because of him.”

Charlotte looked away sadly, and Lizzy folded her arms.
“You know you always complained I never shared things
with you, but I think it’s your turn to start spilling it.”

Charlotte sighed in defeat and related everything about
her relationship with Richard to her that evening. Lizzy felt
guilty for having Richard over if it meant her friend was going
to be so uncomfortable, but she couldn’t help but think that
perhaps they needed to talk, and this might be the chance
for them to work things out between them. Whether it was
for good or for bad, they needed to set things straight.

L g

RICHARD STOPPED BY EXTRA early the next day with some ale
that he brought back from London as a gift for Darcy. Lizzy
was in the kitchen fixing a vegetable tray when he arrived and
greeted him warmly. Charlotte, unaware that he had arrived,
came from the guest room and stopped in her tracks, then
looked around nervously. Richard looked a lot better than
she remembered—tall, well-built; a lock of his sandy blond
hair fell loose and wisped across his forehead. His piercing
blue eyes gazed at her intently until he finally spoke up.

“Hello, Charlotte.” He stood with his hands behind his
back lest he dare to reach out and touch her. To touch her
would be his undoing.

“Hi, Richard. You look well.” She offered as a quiet re-
sponse.

“Charlotte,” Lizzy coughed snapping them both back to
reality, “could you help me with the vegetables?”

“Is there anything I can do to make myself useful?”
Richard offered.

“Well, here, you can put out the chips and dip.” Lizzy
handed him a bowl and a bag of chips, and he left the kitch-
en area.

“Lizzy, this isn’t working,” Charlotte whispered harshly
under her breath. “We can’t even stand to be in the same
room together.”

“Look, just try for a few hours and then he’ll be gone.
He’s Darcy’s cousin, and they were very close growing up.
He’s trying his best to fix things between them.”
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“Yeah well, what about with you? I can’t believe you're
even letting that ass in this house.”

“Char, please! He apologized, and I accepted. It’s time
we moved on. Darcy and I are together now despite every-
thing, and I was told Richard was the one who put the bug
in Darcy’s ear that I was in London in the first place. He’s
trying...and I'm trying to be the better person here and
forgive him.”

“Ugh, I know. I just don’t know if I can forgive him for
what he did to you.”

“You don’t have to. I already did.”

“I'm sorry, Lizzy.”

“It’s all right. Look, obviously you two need to talk.”

Lizzy handed Charlotte the vegetable tray and shoved her
out of the kitchen into the living room. Lizzy then went to
join Darcy in his study where he was finishing up some last
minute correspondence.

£ g

RICHARD WAS CAUSALLY LOOKING at some books laid out
on the sidetable when Charlotte walked in front of him and
placed down the vegetable tray next to the bowl of chips.
She shifted on her feet slightly, then smoothed out her re-
laxed floral tank top and shoved her hands in the pockets
of her crop pants. She looked just as beautiful as he remem-
bered. Her figure was slight and delicate, but she looked
wonderful in her little summer ensemble. She had grown
her hair longer, and he liked the look on her. However, her
dark eyes barely met his, whereas before they would chal-
lenge him, and she kept her head down which she used to

always hold high.
“So...” Charlotte started.
“So...”

“Lizzy had to help Darcy with something in his study.
They should be out soon.”

“I see.” He pushed the chip bowl towards her. “Crisps?”

“Thanks,” she responded and took one to nibble on. “So,
explain this World Cup thing to me. It’s a big deal, I guess?”
Charlotte knew about it, but was desperate to make small
talk.

“Well, yes! It’s better than the Olympics! About two-hun-
dred nations try to qualify, but only thirty-two actually
make it to the World Cup.”

“And naturally you hope that England wins.”

“Of course, but there’s some tough competition... Look,
I’d rather not talk about sports right now.” Richard ner-
vously ran his finger around the rim of his pint glass. “How
have you been? It’s been so long since we've talked.”

Charlotte finally sat down in a chair at a comfortable
distance from him. “I've been well. I'm still an assistant
professor, but I've taken on a few more first-year classes and
doing a little bit of my own studying at night—seminar



courses, mostly to keep my memory fresh on poems and
poets.”

“That’s good...and you're well...otherwise?”

Charlotte wasn’t sure how to answer. “I'm fine. Quiet
mostly. I adopted a kitten. She’s very sweet-tempered.”

Richard smiled tentatively at the image of Charlotte play-
ing with her kitten. “That sounds nice.”

“How have you been?”

“I've been living in London, working for my father’s com-
pany. I was in accounting, but after about a month of that, I
found out I had a hidden knack for security, so 'm working
there.”

“That sounds very interesting.” Charlotte was sincere in
her reply. She was glad Richard found something he en-
joyed. Before, he always seemed a bit lost, not wanting to
grow up and using humor as a cover for his insecurities.

“I really enjoy it, actually. I never thought work could be
enjoyable, but I enjoy this.”

“I am glad for you.” Charlotte paused and looked at her
lap. “And you...you're well?”

Richard wasn’t sure if he should lie and sugarcoat his
personal life or be bluntly honest. The truth was he was
miserable because he couldn’t stop thinking about how he
really messed things up between them. “I...”

“Well, match is starting in a few minutes,” Darcy called
from behind them, oblivious to what he was interrupting.
“Lets place the take-out order, shall we?”

“Yes, Lo Mein for me.” Charlotte stood and followed
Darcy into the kitchen. Lizzy looked at them both apolo-
getically.

The time passed with ease and friendliness among all
present. Richard and Darcy were naturally very engrossed
in the game, and Lizzy and Charlotte pretended to follow
it. Lizzy’s eyes were growing heavy after eating the take-out,
and she started to doze in Darcy’s lap until he and Richard
stood, screaming at a goal that was scored and high-fived
each other. After the game, they sat around and chatted
pleasantly for quite a while. Richard told many anecdotes of
his new job in security or cracked playful jokes. He seemed
to be the same old, unaffected Richard, the one Lizzy only
had a glimpse of knowing that night at the bar so long ago.
She did enjoy his company then, and she was sure she could
learn to know him better and enjoy his company now.

When Richard stood to take his leave for the evening,
Charlotte stayed a good distance away, but he approached
her and asked her quietly if she might walk him out. She
nodded. They needed to finish their conversation.

“Im sorry we were interrupted earlier. You never got a
chance to tell me how you were.” Charlotte stood in the
hall with Richard. He hadn’t reached for the elevator but-
ton yet.

“There’s nothing much to report.” He smiled softly yet his
eyes had a look of sadness in them. “No kittens or anything
exciting like that. I just work a lot now. It helps the time
pass. Will you be in town long?”

“Just till tomorrow evening.”

“So short a visit?”

“Yes. I have to return to the college for meetings with my
department on Monday.”

“I have vacation time, and I'm working on a project here
for my father for the time being, so I don’t have any real
fixed plans to return to London.” His eyes searched hers
hopefully.

“I hope you have a nice stay, then,” Charlotte turned dis-
tant again.

Richard took a step towards her, and for a second,
Charlotte closed her eyes because she thought he was go-
ing to lean down and kiss her, but then she exhaled a deep
breath and opened them again. He was watching her every
move, almost as if he were committing every bit of her to
memory.

“Charlotte...I...I was wondering if perhaps you would
join me for dinner tomorrow before you leave? I'd like to
try and start over. I'd like to get to know you better—the
real you, and I'd like you to get to know me.”

Charlotte’s shoulders slumped. “I don’t know if that’s a
good idea. I don’t think we can start over.”

“Did anything that happened between us ever mean any-
thing to you?”

“I don’t know.”

He placed his hands softly on the sides of her face. “That
last night we were together, that meant something to me.
Couldn’t you tell? You meant a lot to me, Charlotte, a lot
more than you think you did.”

“Richard, please...don’t.” Charlotte tried to turn her head
away, but she couldn’t take her eyes off of his. He leaned
in closer to her, his breath was mingling with hers, his lips
brushed against hers for the briefest of touches. He pulled
back slightly and whispered her name, but when he leaned
in again, his lips met her cheek.

“Richard, please don’t do this.”

“Do what? I don’t understand.” He quickly backed away
from her because her body language was screaming hands
off. He rubbed his hands over his face. “Christ, I'm sorry.
I'm really screwing things up again, aren’t I2”

“Richard, I have to be honest with you. I owe you that
much. Our sex was great, you were great in bed, but that’s
all our relationship was about. Sex. I don’t see, after ev-
erything that’s happened between us, how we can try for
something more than that, and I don’t want to fall back
into where we were before.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“Nothing, Richard. We cant see each other again.
Sometimes you just can’t pick up where things left off, and
even if we did try, we’d probably fizzle out very quickly.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do know that, Richard. We’ve never had a decent con-
versation, ever.” Charlotte looked over at him. He was lean-
ing against the opposite wall his hands in his pockets, and
his face was contorted with sorrow. Charlotte had to end
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this conversation now. She stepped over to him and took
one of his hands. “Richard, one day youre going to make
some woman very happy, and you’ll be an excellent lover for
her, but it’s not today, and that woman just isn’t me. We had
our time, and it has to be over now.”

Richard wanted to grab hold of her and scream at her all
at the same time. How, how does she know we can’t have a
decent conversation if we don’t try? How does she know that
1 can’t make her happy? That I can’t be her lover? Why is she
making this decision for us? She’s not even giving me a chance.
He was too filled with shock and sorrow to protest, though.
He felt his heart wrenching in his chest. The pain he had
last winter was nothing in comparison to this. At least then
there was hope, now there was only loneliness ahead of him.
He swallowed, took a deep breath and slowly pulled his
hand out of hers.

“I'm sorry for taking up so much of your time. I...I hope
you have continued health and happiness.” He didn’t even
wait for her response or the elevator. He pushed open the
door to the stairwell, and all Charlotte heard was it clicking
shut before she went back into the loft.

L g

WHEN RICHARD RETURNED TO his penthouse, he felt as
if he were in a daze. When he finally stopped moving and
actually had time to think of the events that had just taken
place, he simply felt numb inside. Charlotte had destroyed
all the hopes that had helped him survive for the past two
months. He poured himself a large tumbler of scotch. His
fingers gripped the glass tightly as he looked into the amber
liquid. He almost brought it to his lips, remembering the
soothing comfort he had found in it many months ago. He
thought back to who he was then and who he was now.

He let out a vicious scream of anguish and threw the
glass violently from his hand, smashing the crystal to pieces
against the far wall of his kitchen. The liquid ran down the
wall in streaks.

“Fuck! Why? Why God? You're not even listening to me,
are you?” He paced like a mad man, and then he grabbed
the entire bottle of scotch and dumped it down the drain.

“I have to conquer this. This is a test. Charlotte is not
mine, and she never will be. I must learn to accept this.”
The best way for him to cope was to simply plunge himself
back into his work.
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Chapter Thirty-six

ichard’s work for his father in the security office

had mostly been background checks of prospec-

tive employees and occasionally investigations to

make sure that current employees were not

stealing from the company. He found he enjoyed the work

because he was naturally an inquisitive person, and he liked

knowing that he was helping keep his family’s hard work
and livelihood safe.

As part of his job he had access to a lot of private records,
and was often asked to pull files for the security director. One
afternoon, he had discovered an old file in the basement re-
cords room of the security office, one that hadn’t been touched
in ages. The pages were yellowed and smelled of mildew. He
probably did not have permission to remove the file, but he
brought it with him when he came to America as it contained
information that might be of some importance. Seeing his
cousin and watching the World Cup wasn’t his only motive
for the trip. He had more important work to accomplish.

He opened the folder and sifted through the first two
pages. It was a background record of Col. George Wickham
Sr., Ret. that was gathered when he was hired as George
Darcy’s head of security. Born in 1940, he entered the
Marines in 1958, and wed to one Jacqueline Bertram in
1968. However, Miss Bertram’s birth certificate was missing
from the file. He thought it odd and decided to investigate
Wickham’s mother. Although they knew that Wickham
was not hiding with her due to previous surveillance, he
suspected that she had to know something of her only son’s
current whereabouts and that if perhaps he investigated her
family, he might find a connection.

Richard traveled to America and spent his days working
with Mr. Briggs, the investigator that Darcy had hired to
find Wickham, who had, so far, been unsuccessful. They
looked through old microfilms in the public records office
at the courthouse in the town where Wickham’s parents
were married. Richard was able to pull the wedding cer-
tificate and finally the birth certificates required to file for
the license. Jacqueline Bertram was born Jacqueline Younge
in 1946 in East Orange, New Jersey. Further investigation
found that she was adopted at age three by the Bertram
family in Madison, New Jersey.

This, he believed, was the missing piece to the puzzle in-
volving the Younges and Wickham. Richard had a feeling
that Georgie running into Wickham that night at the pub
in Ramsgate wasn’t a coincidence and that something more
had been planned. What if this connection would lead to
Wickham’s location? Now they had a potential location for
relatives in the general area.

Mrs. Bertram-Wickham insisted she had neither seen
nor heard anything from her son in years and that he never



knew any of her biological relations, since they were all sup-
posedly dead. Her adoptive relations did not remain close
with her family after she turned eighteen. They were able
to gather little information from the aging woman, so Mr.
Briggs and Richard returned to the New York area and
continued their search into Wickham’s past and that of his
family. The only thing that confused Richard was how the
Younges ended up in England, and if the Mrs. Younge who
was Georgiana’s appointed guardian was really married,
then she was not directly related, unless she had kept her
maiden name.

They didn’t have to wait long for answers because
Wickham was clever but not very intelligent. When they
were investigating the Bertram family in Madison, they
found out that Wickham had an uncle whom even his
mother never knew existed. The Bertrams did not adopt
the older brother of Mrs. Wickham; so, although he moved
in and out of foster homes until he was eighteen, he kept
his last name.

He eventually had a son of his own, who worked over-
seas for a bank, but unfortunately, his taste in women was
questionable. He married an English lady who worked as a
nanny—the same woman who was hired to be Georgiana’s
companion. Darcy had always suspected the woman of hav-
ing a previous connection with Wickham after Georgie’s ac-
cident, but her husband seemed far too intelligent a man to
associate with someone like him, and he could never prove
a connection. Now the truth was slowly unraveling. An
association with Mrs. Younge through his cousin allowed
Wickham to become reacquainted with Georgiana Darcy.

When they were leaving the public records building,
Richard stopped in his tracks. He saw the familiar face of a
woman across the street walking out of a beauty parlor.

“Well, well... She can’t be that dumb, can she?” Richard
turned to the investigator, Mr. Briggs.

“Mrs. Younge, I presume?” Mr. Briggs scratched at his
beard.

“Now, let me ask you this: what would an English lady
married to an ex-pat be doing in East Orange, New Jersey?
It’s not exactly top on the list of places to visit in America.”

“Not visiting her father-in-law, either, I assume?”

“He’s been dead for four years. She couldn’t have been
that attached to him. They still own his property, but it’s
been rented since he passed. He was the last living rela-
tive—that they knew of, of course.”

“You've been doing your homework, Mr. Fitzwilliam.”

They quickly went to their car and followed Mrs. Younge
to a run-down neighborhood. She went up a flight of side
stairs in an old building and did not come out right away.

“You think he’s up there?”

“It’s a strong possibility. Wickham would be able to recog-
nize you, wouldn’t he?” Briggs asked.

“Yes, we knew each other when we were younger.”

“I’ll have to handle this from here on out. If you're seen,
Wickham might cut and run. T'll find a way to bug that unit

up there and report back to you as soon as I hear something.
It might be some time before you hear from me because I do
legally need to obtain a warrant. Any information I gather
without one won’t hold up in court if we catch the bastard.”

“How long exactly would it take?”

“Can’t say for sure, but I do have some very good friends
in the NYPD. I'm a retired homicide detective and used to
run wiretaps and sting operations with the DEA.”

“Why did you retire so young?”

Briggs pulled up the back of his shirt and his pant leg
and showed Richard two exit wounds. “Can’t keep up with
them like I used to.”

“Sorry... I didn’t mean to bring it up.”

“Forget about it. Look, I'll make something work, and it
won't be long before 'm back in touch with you.”

Richard accepted, but he was loath to leave the investiga-
tion just as they were starting to make progress.
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Two WEEKS LATER, MR. Briggs called and asked Richard
to meet him with Darcy at Darcy’s New York office. Mr.
Briggs seemed unsettled when they met, and he pulled a
tape player out of his briefcase.

“I assume all the proper paper work went through, Mr.
Briggs?” Richard asked.

“Turns out, sir, that I didn’t have to wait long at all. There’s
a huge drug bust operation in the works—trafficking Class
A narcotics into the city, and turns out our mark is a suspect.
They were already on to him.”

“Figures,” Darcy commented darkly. “So perhaps he
might rot in prison here and in England.”

“There’s a lot of incriminating evidence; but, gentlemen,
I have discovered something only a half-hour ago that is
extremely urgent and concerns our investigation. But first
I have to ask you, Mr. Darcy, where your girlfriend is to-
day?”

“She’s home, working on painting the nursery walls with
a mural.”

“So she’s not expected to go out?”

“No, not that I’'m aware of? With this heat, it’s not safe for
her to be out in her condition. She’ll call Mr. Jacobs or ask
our housekeeper, Lupe, if she needs anything.” Darcy was
alarmed now. “Is something the matter, Mr. Briggs?”

“Listen to the tape. This was recorded last night.”

“Wickham, wake up.” A female voice spoke through the
static.

“Mmm, go back to sleep.” It was Wickham.

“No, we need to talk now. I don’t think this is a good idea
anymore.”

“Look, you want the fucking money or not?”

“We would have had the damn money, if you didn’t shoot
up so much that night and blow everything by getting into an
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accident and leaving the girl for dead, instead of carrying out
the rest of our plan.”

Darcy’s grip tightened on the armrests of his chair as he
stared at the tape player in horror.

And need 1 fucking remind you that you wouldn’t be in this
mess with your bookie if you didn’t waste the money my hus-
band loaned you in the first place.”

“Don’t mention your husband around me. You're mine.
Youre my woman to fuck whenever I want.”

“Mmm, yes, wasn’t that a sad story you came to us with—
long lost relations, looking to borrow a few pounds.”

And instead I end up borrowing his oh-so-loyal wife.”

Here Mr. Briggs pushed the fast forward button, to the
next segment.

“We can’t back out of this now, you know.”

“l don’t think it’s right. She’s pregnant.”

As soon as Darcy heard those words, his face went white.

“Well, I didn’t know that back in May when I was follow-
ing her. It was going to happen that night, but he was there. I
haven’t had a chance to catch her alone since then.”

“It’s not safe. What will we do if she goes into labor?”

“Look, it’s simple. We kidnap the bitch, send Darcy the
photos and a letter...or maybe you're right. We can wait a
month or two and have two Darcys. He'll pay dearly for the
brat.”

“Elizabeth!” Darcy screamed as he stood up from his desk,
slamming the chair back with such force that it fell back-
wards with a crash. In the next second, he bolted from the
room towards the exit.
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DARCY RAN DOWN TO street level and hailed a cab. He
couldn’t wait for Jacobs to drive all the way from downtown
and get him.

“Leonard and Church, and step on in. There’s an extra
hundred in it for you if you can get me there in less than
fifteen minutes.”

Darcy immediately pulled out his cell phone and tried to
call Lizzy. There was no answer. He next called Jacobs and
demanded to know where she was.

“She’s at the loft as far as I know, sir.”

“Has she gone out at all today alone?”

“l can’t say for sure, but it’s over one-hundred degrees out
with this humidity. She shouldn’t be going out anyway.”

“I know that. Are you at the loft?”

“No, sir.” He did not get to finish telling him that he was
only at a deli a few blocks away before Darcy hung up on
him.

Darcy’s phone rang again and he nearly jumped from
his seat.

“Darcy! It’s Richard. Briggs says the authorities already have
a copy of the tape...” Richard tried to tell his cousin every-
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thing that was going on, but every time he spoke, he was
interrupted.

“I have to get to her. What if she’s gone out? The police
won't know who to look for, and they probably won’t go
looking for her unless she’s already missing.”

“Calm down, Darcy. I'm sure...”

“Don’t tell me to fucking calm down! You've never had
something like this happen to the people you love!” He
slammed his phone shut and pounded his fist against the
Plexiglas between him and the driver.

“Hey buddy, I'll pull this car over if you do that again.”

“You want your money? Just drive,” Darcy growled in re-

ply.
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DARCY FINALLY ARRIVED AT the loft, thrust some bills into
the driver’s hand, and bolted from the car to the elevators.
When he finally reached his floor, he was out of breath, but
halted at the sight of Lizzy, standing in the kitchen with her
back to him, chopping vegetables as she hummed quietly
to herself. His heart was still racing when she set the knife
down and turned slowly to face him offering a welcoming
smile.

“Lizzy,” he ran to her and scooped her into his arms. He
carried her to their living room couch and cradled her
against him. He kissed her repeatedly, reverently. He could
barely hold back his tears of relief. He looked up towards the
ceiling and thanked God repeatedly for keeping her safe.

When he had calmed down, Lizzy spoke. “I am so happy
youre home. I've missed you all day, but why are you home
so early?”

“Elizabeth, something has happened...”

“Is it something serious? It has to be for you to use my full
name,” she tried to joke.

He swallowed. “The investigator found Wickham.”

“They’ve apprehended him?”

“Not yet, but they know where he is. Lizzy, I have to tell
you something, and I know it’s going to upset you. I'm
afraid of alarming you, but...”

“What is it, Fitzwilliam? Tell me. We can handle it to-
gether, whatever it is.”

He was silent for a while. During that time, he ran his
hands over her stomach and bent to kiss her swollen belly
tenderly. Then he stroked her cheek with the back of his
hand letting a finger linger and outline her features.

Finally, he spoke softly. “The investigator had me lis-
ten to a tape this morning which is why I rushed home.
Wickham’s voice was on the tape. He, he... Oh God, I don’t
even want to think of the possibility.” He paused briefly. “I
have to take you away from here, Lizzy. I have to make sure
you are safe.” He took a deep breath as a realization came

to him. “England. We have to go back to England. He can’t



return to the country, since his passport’s been flagged. I
have a full security staff there, and they can keep you safe.”

“Fitzwilliam, I don’t understand. You're scaring me.”
Lizzy’s bottom lip was trembling from his intensity. “What’s
happened?”

“On the tape, he was plotting with Mrs. Younge—you
remember I told you about her?”

Lizzy nodded.

“They were planning to kidnap you and hold you for ran-
som. They were going to do the same to Georgiana, but their
plan fell through because of the accident that Wickham
caused. And now they are targeting you and the baby.”

Lizzy gasped and cried out a strangled, “No.” He felt
her body grow weak in his arms as her hands left their
place linked around his neck and went to her stomach. He
wrapped her tightly in his arms and spoke to her soothingly
as she sobbed in his arms.

“I won’t let anything happen to you, Lizzy, I won'’t. 1
promise you. Let me take you away from here. Nothing
will ever happen to you or the baby.”

His strength finally calmed her, and she nodded against
his neck.

“We can go to Pemberley, if you want. You can spend
the afternoons walking in the gardens or swimming in the
lakes. At night we can look at the stars together.”

“I want to go back, but I want us to be as happy and safe
as we were those few days there.”

“My happiness has only increased since we left Pemberley,
you know that?”

Lizzy nodded and whispered against his lips that she’s
only ever been happy by his side.

“Let me take you to England—away from all this stress
and noise.”

“Yes,” Lizzy agreed.

“I don’t want you to feel as if we are running away, but I
will feel safer knowing you are no where near.../ im.”

“Yes, I want to go. We won’t be running from anything.
I've been thinking a lot lately about going back.”

“Have you?”

“I've been thinking about a lot of things lately.”

“What's been troubling you, Lizzy?”

“My job. I've come to a decision. I'm quitting. It was
something I'd decided on my own to do recently, anyway. I
was going to wait for a while longer before I told her, but I
suppose you'll want to depart as soon as possible. My boss
will have to understand...”

“I will have the investigator and the authorities talk to her
if needed. She will have to understand that leaving immedi-
ately is for your safety. But you really want to quit?” Darcy
didn’t know whether to be relieved or elated, but he kept a
serious face.

“I've been sure for a while, but I wanted to ask you first if
you agree because I shouldn’t be alone in my decision.”

“Lizzy, I hate to say this, but I know your job doesn’t give
you satisfaction. I can see it in your eyes when you come

home at the end of the day. It’s never made you as happy as
teaching or your art.”

“My job meant my independence to do what I wished for
so many years. It’s supported me and allowed me to do art
on the side.”

“I know, and I understand why it’s difficult for you to
want to give it up. If it were a job that made you truly happy,
I would never think of asking you to give it up to come to
England with me. But it doesn’t make you happy.”

“You're right, it doesn’t. I hate sitting at a desk all day fil-
ing papers, making phone calls and copies.

“I love you, Elizabeth. My dearest, loveliest Bella.” He
brought her hands to his lips and kissed the insides of each
one of her wrists.

At that moment Darcy’s cell phone rang. It was Richard
calling.

“Darcy, I'm downstairs. Buzz me up.”

“Who’s with you?”

“I'm alone. We have to finish talking.”

“Richard is on his way up, love.”

“I must look horrible... Look at me. I'm covered in paint,
these sweats are way too tight and I'm sure my skin is all
splotchy now that I've had a good cry.”

“Mmm, you look positively beautiful; and besides, it’s just
Richard.”

When Richard came in, they all worked together to fin-
ish dinner and sat around the table to have a serious con-
versation.

“The authorities have a copy of the tape now, but they
still don’t have enough evidence to move in now and arrest
him on the drug charges. So far they’ve only caught him
mentioning that he used drugs in the past, but they want to
get it on tape about his dealing. Briggs will call me when he
knows more, but he insists it won’t be long. The police took
his threats very seriously, but right now they say it’s just
another charge to add to the long list. They've been work-
ing on this case for months apparently, and the DEA wants
to bring him down—caught in the act—because that way
there is no way to say any evidence is circumstantial. Right
now a defense attorney could argue that his threats towards
Elizabeth were just idle banter. I'm no expert on this, so 'm
not sure how the American courts could prove it was more
than him venting frustration with what he did in England
since the crime was committed out of their jurisdiction. The
police were going to offer protection for you and Elizabeth;
bug, if youre planning to move to back to England, it won’t
be necessary I suppose.”

“How did you get involved in all this, Richard?” Darcy
asked perplexed at his cousin’s knowledge.

“I found a file in my father’s security office. Since his
company was up and running long before your father’s
was, he was the one who did the background search before
Wickham’s father was hired by yours.”

Richard then went on to explain how he and Briggs
worked together to stitch little pieces of a story of a deranged
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family history. None of it seemed to make sense, but the
names provided locations, and now Darcy knew his theory
was correct that a connection did exist between Mrs. Younge
and Wickham. Now they had an accomplice to add to the
case, and a motive to make their case even stronger. There
was no way Wickham could get away now. Darcy and Lizzy
were astounded by the number of hours and amount of re-
search Richard put into searching records to find Wickham.
In the end, Richard insisted it all came down to dumb luck
because, even if they had all the information, it never gave
them reason to believe he would be hiding in East Orange.
He didn’t own property there or have a living relative to shel-
ter him. Mrs. Younge led them right to him.

Darcy and Elizabeth shared their plan to return to
England, and Richard understood Darcy’s motives. Until
they knew for certain that Wickham was in custody, it was
not safe for Lizzy to be alone, and England was very far
removed from danger. They would both rather live freely,
even if it meant uprooting the little home they’d made for
themselves in Darcy’s loft, than living in fear and paranoia,
having to constantly watch over their shoulders.

They were to depart by the following evening at the lat-
est, and Richard promised to help tie up loose ends, box
things up for Lizzy and Darcy, and ship them to London.
They discussed returning to New York in the future, but
with Lizzy’s pregnancy now almost at seven months, they
both knew one move and trans-Atlantic flight was going
to be stressful enough for her. It was likely they would not
be returning until after the baby was born. Darcy was very
fortunate that he had a private jet and could assure Lizzy’s
comfort during the flight, and a staff of trusted people that
could make things easier for her while she settled in.

When Richard rose to leave, Lizzy gave him a loving hug
that did not have any of the awkwardness of their hug after
his apology. She squeezed his hand and told him that he
was a good man. Richard smiled his thanks humbly and
then Darcy pulled him into a slapping, brotherly hug.

That night after Darcy triple-checked the locks and had
an extra doorman posted overnight, they finally fell asleep
together, holding each other and trying to allow the tension
of the afternoon to escape their bodies.

L g

THE NEXT DAY DARCY was a nervous wreck. There was a ton
of things to do before their flight. Darcy had to make phone
calls to his banks in London and to his attorney to arrange
things for their return, as well as making sure Lizzy was
listed on all his accounts overseas. Her physician had to be
consulted, as well. Once they were assured that it would be
all right for Lizzy to fly, the final arrangements were made.

The hardest part of the day was comforting Lizzy as she
made phone calls to her parents and sisters, explaining why
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she was leaving without visiting to say goodbye in person.
She only explained the most crucial details to her father and
Jane, and both tried their best to comfort her. Her father
had a long conversation with Darcy about the situation, and
by the end of it, he felt he was taking the proper measures to
protect his Lizzy, even if it meant he was grieved for not be-
ing able to see her for a while. However, invitations to visit
were offered as soon as it was convenient for Mr. and Mrs.
Bennett and Jane and Charles to travel. Darcy didn’t want
Lizzy to feel isolated at such a crucial time. Moving to a new
country, especially under such circumstances, was going to
be hard enough on her.

Darcy wasn’t relieved of his stress until they touched town
in London in the early morning hours. Lizzy was exhausted
and sound asleep by the time they arrived at the townhouse
so he carried her to the master suite and snuggled her in bed
before he removed his clothes and curled behind her. Lizzy
instinctively leaned into his strong chest.

Darcy kissed her temple softly and whispered to her as
she slept. “Welcome home, Elizabeth.”

He was suddenly overcome with emotion and blinked
back tears. Why did everything in his life have to be so dif-
ficule? Why couldn’t he live his life with the woman he loved
without feeling threatened and unsafe? Why did someone
like Wickham have to be in his life, only to show up and
ruin all the happiness that he felt he deserved? Everything
is wrong. He wanted to ask Elizabeth to move to London
with him after the baby was born and after he had secured
her hand.

Not like this, it shouldn’t have happened like this. Forgive
me for this, my Bella, forgive me. I only ever want you to be
happy. I hope that I can make you happy here, Lizzy.

When Darcy finally allowed himself to sleep, it was rest-
less and fitful. His nightmares, which had disappeared for
almost a month now, had returned and were more vivid than
ever. Lizzy was present once again. She walked towards him
where he was seated next to his mother. His mother never
spoke to him. He tried to run to Lizzy and carry her away,
but he was trapped, his feet frozen in place. He screamed for
her to leave, begged and pleaded, but it was futile. She kept
slowly stepping towards him. Finally, he felt someone grasp
his hand, and he gasped in shock at the cool sensation. It
was his mother. She held his hand and squeezed it. For the
first time in his nightmares, his mother comforted him. He
felt as if he were a small child again, curling against her. She
tried to smooth down his wild, dark curls and shush him.

“Help me,” he pleaded to her, but his mother only smiled
at him. Suddenly, he could hear her voice. It was crisp and
gentle, just as he remembered, but it sounded like a song-
bird, floating on the wind. “Do not fear for her,” she told
him as she caressed his face. “Do not fear for her presence.
All will be well. T promise you.”

“I’m scared for her, Mum.”

“She will not be harmed. You would never allow that. You
are strong, my dear Fitzwilliam. Be brave for yourself and



for her. In the end, she will decide her fate, and it will be the
right choice. Now sleep, my darling boy, sleep.”

But he did not sleep. At that moment, he bolted up in
bed, shaken to the core by what his mother had said in his
dreams. He was shivering from how real it all seemed, when
he felt a warm hand gently stroke his back and delicate fin-
gers lace with his. He turned and saw Lizzy sleepily looking
upon him, a small smile formed on her lips as she moved
her hand towards the nape of his neck and ran her fingers
through the curls there.

“Are you all right?” she asked softly.

“Yes.” He thought about it for a moment. “Yes, 'm better
now.”

“Come here, Fitzwilliam.” She guided him to lie beside
her and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I love you.”

“I'm so sorry, Elizabeth. This never should have happened.
You don’t deserve this. God, I wish this never happened.”

“No one deserves something like this to happen to them,
Fitzwilliam. But there is nothing that could have been done
to prevent this. I am safe. You've made sure of that, and for
your strength, I will always be grateful.”

“But this stress! I've uprooted you from your home, our
little home. I never wanted things to turn out this way.”

“Shh,” Lizzy said, stroking a wisp of hair idly from his
forehead. “Remember?”

“What?”

“Road bumps.”

“I guess we've had quite a few of those, haven’t we?”

“We’ll manage to get through this, and it can only make
us stronger.”

“You are the most remarkable, wonderful, beautiful wom-
an ever to walk this earth, I am sure, Bella.”

“Ditto, my Uomo.” She kissed the tip of his nose. After a
bit of shifting for Lizzy to become comfortable in his arms,
they finally found peaceful slumber together.
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THE NEXT MORNING Li1zzy awoke earlier than Fitzwilliam.
She stretched slowly and placed her hands on her lower back
as she walked over to the window. She pulled the heavy cur-
tain to the side slightly and looked out at the London streets,
covered with a grey morning fog.

Something about this city made her feel like it was where
she was meant to be. Perhaps I am truly home now. Perhaps
it was fate. The baby began to kick, letting its presence be
known again. “Do you agree?” she whispered to her stom-
ach. The baby kicked twice. “Yeah, me too. We've come
home, little dear. Back to where this all began. You'll love
Pemberley. It’s the most beautiful place on earth.” Lizzy
smirked, “It’s where you came from, after all. It would be so
exciting to see it again, and to take you there and watch you

play in the large fields of wildflowers. At least your daddy

tells me there are wildflowers in the spring and summer.
In the winter, we can build snow forts and have snowball
fights, and then T’ll call you in from the cold to have hot
chocolate with little marshmallows. Life will be perfect,”
Lizzy thought fondly as she stroked her stomach. “This was
fate.”

213



Chapter Thirty-seven

arcy awoke when he realized the other side of

his bed was empty. He sat up quickly, rubbed

his eyes and saw that Elizabeth was across

the room. She was a vision of loveliness to his
sleepy eyes as she hummed quietly in the morning light.
Her hands moved over her rounded belly. She finally turned
to face him and a smile grew even larger.

“You're awake early, darling.”

“Your little striker is active again,” she spoke with a laugh
in her voice. She walked over to the bed again, or rather, she
was sure she looked more like a waddling duck these days.

“Oh, so he’s mine when he’s bothering his mommy?

“Yes, and when she’s behaving, she’s mommy’s little angel.”

“How’s Daddy’s little striker this morning?” Fitzwilliam
rested his face on Elizabeth’s stomach and felt a firm kick
to his cheek. He laughed and kissed her stomach. “That’s
my little man.” He sat up and snuggled Lizzy against his
chest and stroked her stomach hoping the baby would relax
for her.

“Are you happy, Elizabeth?”

“Yes, of course. Do you remember what you told me long
ago at Pemberley—probably the night we conceived,” she
said with a devilish smile.

“How could I ever forget those nights...and days, early
mornings...evenings,” he said, kissing her grin.

“You said that Pemberley didn’t feel like much of a home
since your mother passed away, and you said that perhaps
your home was with me... My home is with you, Fitzwilliam,
the location is arbitrary. I will be happy here Fitzwilliam,
truly.”

“I'm so glad to hear that.”

“However, my stomach is crying out for a bit of atten-
tion.”

“Oh, of course, how could I be so thoughtless? You must
be starving.” He stood and took her hands and helped her
from the bed. “You dress. I'll make sure there’s some break-
fast ready for you downstairs.”

“Thank you, love.” She tipped her head up for a kiss, and
he kissed her several more times before they finally pushed

each other away playfully before they ended up back in the
bed.
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WHEN ELIZABETH ENTERED THE breakfast room,
Georgiana ran to her side in welcome. Mrs. Reynolds was
quick to follow her. They both began fawning and fussing
over Lizzy.
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“Lizzy!” Georgie was simply bursting at the seems as she
held Lizzy’s hands at arms length and inspected her, “It’s so
good to see you again. Look at you! You're very...”

“Big?” Lizzy answered for her.

“Well...yes,” she admitted with a bit of a blush, “but wow,
I couldn’t believe I was going to be an aunty, but I can well
believe it now.”

Lizzy couldn’t help laughing at Georgie’s exuberance.

“But look at you, Georgie! You look so well recovered, and
no more crutches.”

“Nope, I'm getting along just fine without them.”

“That’s wonderful.”

Georgie couldn’t help hugging Lizzy again. “I'm so gad
you're here, and safe. I was so worried when Liam explained
everything.”

“Yes, you poor poor dear. We were so concerned,” Mrs.
Reynolds said as she hugged Lizzy. “I couldn’t believe you
traveled as pregnant as you are.”

“My doctor said it was okay, and Fitzwilliam made sure I
was very comfortable.”

“He truly is the best of men isn’t he? He’s the best boss.”

“And the best brother.”

Lizzy wasn’t sure how to title Fitzwilliam. He was more
than just a boyfriend to her. She wished she could call him
something more, but she simply agreed with Georgiana and
Mrs. Reynolds. When Fitzwilliam finally entered the room,
he became embarrassed under the glances of three adoring
women.

“What did I do?” he asked right away.

“Nothing, young man,” Mrs. Reynolds laughed. “Oh,
goodness, you must be famished, Miss Bennett. Come now,
time for food. Anything you want you just ask, okay dear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Call me Martha.”

“Well, you must call me Lizzy, if you like.”

“All right... Oh, and just so you know, since these two
scamps already do and rob me daily, I keep extra biscuits
and chocolates in the cabinet above the fridge.” With that,
Mrs. Reynolds scurried into the kitchen to bring out warm
mufins, fried potatoes, breakfast meats and a heaping plat-
ter of eggs. She always did make sure that no one went hun-
gry at her table.
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FITZWILLIAM WANTED TO MAKE sure Lizzy spent some time
in London enjoying herself. They met with his security staff
in town and discussed their plans. Lizzy was unsettled by
having a security escort, but with recent events, she decided
it was a necessity.

Unfortunately, she wasn't in town long before the paparaz-
zi and tabloid newspapers took note of “the beautiful preg-
nant woman seen escorted to and from the Darcy home.”



One day, though, when Elizabeth and Darcy went out
together shopping for a few things for the nursery, a pho-
tographer got too close to Elizabeth and attempted to take
pictures of her. Fortunately, their security was there to keep
the press at bay. Mr. Tim saw that Lizzy made it safely to
the car, and they returned to the townhouse. The next day
there was a blurry picture of the couple in the gossip papers.
They speculated about her identity and whether the baby
was Darcy’s or not. All the conjecture truly upset Elizabeth,
but she never let it show.

That was the final straw for Darcy. The press could say
whatever they liked about him, but when it came to the
people he loved, he would not tolerate their malicious re-
ports. He was outraged over what little disregard members
of the press had for a pregnant woman. He was happy, how-
ever, that the press was never able to get a clear photograph
of Elizabeth. They decided that night, despite the charm
of London, they would both be much happier in the quiet
privacy of Pemberley.
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FITzwILLIAM PUT DOWN THE paper in disgust. There was
yet another blurry image of someone who didn’t remotely
look like Elizabeth on the society page. They were seated
on the terrace outside the master suite at Pemberley having
brunch on a warm Sunday morning. Fitzwilliam grabbed
Lizzy’s hands in his own.

“This is the last time we will have to move for some time
now. I promise.”

“Truly, it’s okay, Fitzwilliam. I am glad we’re here at
Pemberley.”

“You're so tolerant of all this ridiculous behavior.”

“The only thing I'm glad of is that they haven’t found out
who I am. I know one day I won’t be able to avoid it, but
soon they won't care who I am anymore, 'm sure.”

“I wish you didn’t have to go through any of this. I sup-
pose I should have explained what my life is like over here.
In my haste to make sure you were safe, I didn’t think of it
at all. You truly are an angel for tolerating this.”

“I figured it was bound to happen, I mean look at all the
speculation that surrounded that...well, incident last fall.”

Fitzwilliam scowled deeply.

“Besides, youre one of Britain’s hottest bachelors. Of
course, they’d be curious who the pregnant lady is on your
arm when we go out together. I'm not very good at disguis-
ing my stomach anymore,” she smiled wryly. Fitzwilliam
couldn’t help laughing softly at her. She was all stomach
now since the rest of her figure was so petite.

“How did you find out about that?”

“Georgie emailed me the link to the article online. I must
say | was disappointed you didn’t pose with your shirt off
like the other young men did.”

Darcy scoffed now, “You, my Bella, are the only one who
will have that privilege of seeing me shirtless.”

“Mmm. I am the luckiest woman in England, then.”
Lizzy smiled fondly. “I am truly happy we’ve come back to
Pemberley. It just feels right to be here.”

“You feel that way?”

“Yes,” she patted her stomach, “the baby came from here,
after all. Now that I think about it, I can’t imagine try-
ing to raise the baby in New York. Even if we tried, the
loft was going to become too cramped one day, and we
wouldn’t have much privacy without bedroom walls,” she
laughed. “Besides, we were both raised in the country, and
I wouldn’t have traded all the afternoons running in the
fields or learning how to ride a horse as a child for any-
thing.”

“Hmm, yes the lack of bedroom walls would become an
issue.”

“I'm glad we have our priorities straight.”

“Lizzy, | have some plans for a lot of renovations—includ-
ing opening the pool as soon as possible.”

“Why would you want the pool?” Lizzy teased. She knew
exactly why.

“I thought you had rather enjoyed our aquatic pursuits.
Besides, you said yourself it helps relieve the stress on your
back, and it helps relax my leg. The pool house is on the
ground floor, and it’s indoors, so we can take advantage of
it even in the dead of winter.”

“Yes, I can definitely see the benefit of a pool. But even
more urgent than that, our little bundle will need his or her
own little space.”

“Pve been thinking of that, actually. Come with me.” He
grabbed her hands and helped pull her from the low chair
in which she was seated. He led her through their bedroom
and the connecting sitting room. He approached a door
that Lizzy at first assumed was a closet since it was kept
locked. Darcy reached into his pocket and fiddled with his
keys till he found the proper one. The lock turned with a
loud click and the door creaked open noisily.

“I’ll have to have that oiled—the whole room needs a lot
of work, actually.”

“What room is this?” Lizzy held her hand above her eyes
as she adjusted to the warm sunlight streaming through the
windows. The tops of the windows were stained glass and
color poured through them and on to the opposite walls.

“It was my mother’s study. She used to sit in here and read
or write letters as she watched the sunrise. I used to stare at
the colors on the walls when I was a small boy and pretend
they made shapes of things.”

“It’s beautiful. The light is so welcoming.”

“That’s what I always remembered about the room.” He
pulled Lizzy by her hands further into the room and led her
to another window on an adjacent wall that had a window
seat. “It was always comfortable and warm in here, and I
want our baby to wake up in the morning and be surround-

ed by that glowing feeling.”
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“Oh Fitzwilliam, it will be perfect. I can just imagine it.
We can paint a mural on this wall.” She pointed to one that
had a door, which led out to the hall.

“What shall we paint?”

“The man in the moon and stars,” Lizzy said without a
second thought, “so the baby can have the universe at night
and brilliant sunlight during the day.”

“T like it.”

“Oh, and look—an old rocking chair.” Lizzy pulled back
a sheet covering the chair and sneezed from all the dust that
was scattered in the air. Darcy immediately went to her side
and handed her his handkerchief.

“It does need a lot of work, and a good dusting, but I
think we can get it done rather quickly.”

“Well, we still have some time.”

“It can be our own special project. But follow me, I have
something else to show you.” He took her hand again and
excitedly led her down the corridor and turned the corner
until they came to the very last door in the long hall. “Close
your eyes, Lizzy.”

“What is it? Tell me.”

“Not until you close your eyes,” he teased. Lizzy did as
he asked, and she looked so lovely standing before him
with her eyes closed eagerly waiting for him to show her
his surprise that he couldn’t help placing a hand upon her
cheek and leaning down for a slow and delicate kiss. He
opened the door and took her hand again and led her into
the room.

She could sense the brightness and warmth of the room
on her skin as she entered. Her bare feet padded across the
soft wood plank floors.

“Okay, open your eyes, Lizzy.”

Lizzy started, her jaw dropped open and she immediately
jumped into Fitzwilliam’s arms and kissed every inch of his
face with joy.

The room was perfectly lit with high ceilings and bright
white walls. Windows ran completely along one wall and
wrapped around the corner, continuing onto the next wall.
A ceiling fan was suspended on a long pole. There, situated
near all the windows, were Lizzy’s easel and all her paint-
ing things, and on the opposite wall, was her favorite worn
thinking couch from her old apartment.

“You.” kiss. “Are.” Smooch. “The most.” Nip on his ear lobe.

“Perfect man.” Nibble on his bottom lip. “Ever.”

“It needs a bit more decoration, but I figured you could
manage that department.”

“You had my things brought over from America.”

“Of course. These things are precious to you.”

“I love you,” she laughed joyfully against his cheek as he
lifted her and spun her around briefly. He quickly moved
them over to her favorite couch. They sat together and their
playful kisses quickly became more passionate. They made
love, and although it was a bit awkward at first, they quickly
found a position that was comfortable for Lizzy and satis-
factory for both.
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When they were finished, Darcy looked down lovingly
upon her as he stroked a few strands of hair from her face.
They were wrapped only in a few throw blankets that were
lying on the couch. Lizzy snuggled her cheek against his lap.

“Lizzy, 1 have an idea. What if, after the baby is born,
you take a few courses and become certified to teach art in
schools? Or you could go on and finish a second degree, and
that would even allow you to teach at universities. Either
way, if you don’t want to teach, you can just stay here and
paint to your heart’s content. You know galleries are still
interested in you.”

Lizzy started to cry against his lap, and Darcy wondered
what he said wrong. Finally, she sniffled and wiped away her
tears. “I'm sorry, it’s been an emotional afternoon for me.
Those were definitely happy tears.”

Darcy cracked a slight smile of relief.

“You’d do that for me? I could go back to school, even
with the baby?”

“Of course, Lizzy. I'd do anything for you. I love you.
You're the most important person in my life, and your hap-
piness means the world to me.”

Lizzy looked up at him, her eyes glistening brightly with
the remnants of tears. Her breath caught as she waited for
what he might say next. Darcy’s expression turned a bit
grim. “You honestly thought I would stop you from pursu-
ing a career after the baby?”

“No...no, it's not that. I just... I don’t know what I
thought. I thought that I would be the one to have to give
up a professional life to stay at home with the baby, since
your job was obviously better paying, and you wouldn’t be
home nearly as often.”

“Lizzy it’s not like that. You know I plan to be around ev-
ery minute I can. I thought maybe you could try and enroll
in the spring—part-time maybe—that way you can spend
the early months with the baby and slowly work your way
back into a schedule. I'm sure it would be hard for you to
go back to work. You often tell me that Jane has feelings of
guilt for even thinking about going back to work now that
she has little Charles.”

“I would like to go back to school. I've been thinking
about it for ages. But you're right, I would feel so guilty if I
missed anything important. I guess we’ll have to see how it
goes once the baby arrives.”

“I know you're not going to like the idea of a nanny, but
we may have to consider it.”

“You're right, I don’t like the idea one bit. It would feel
wrong to leave our baby to the care of a stranger. Fitzwilliam,
I don’t want this to be a future argument between us, but I
don’t agree with full-time nannies like the Hurst’s have.”

“I don’t agree with that, either, but sometime in the fu-
ture, there will be times when we’re going to need a sitter.
Perhaps we won't have a full time nanny, only someone we
can rely on when there are days we both can’t be there or
days we need our own personal time. I bet Mrs. Reynolds
or Georgie would love to baby-sit him.”



“Or her.” Lizzy poked his chest.

“Him.” Darcy lifted her, and she rested her head on his
shoulder. He wrapped a protective arm around her middle
and placed a hand on her kicking stomach.

“Well, in that case, tell your stubborn son to go to sleep
because Mommy’s tired because Daddy wore her out.”

“Come on, 'm going to take you to our bed,” Darcy
chuckled softly in Lizzy’s ear, causing her to shiver—not
with sexual tension but with love. She drifted off for a nap
with his strong hands massaging her stomach, willing the
baby to calm for her. Her last thoughts were how nice it
would be for them to sleep in each other’s arms till they
were old and grey. [ wonder what it would be like to be called
Mprs. Darcy, Lizzy mused as she yawned, just before she
drifted out of consciousness.
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THE FOLLOWING WEEK, DARCY received news that both re-
lieved him greatly and distressed him to no end.

Relief was provided by a phone call from Richard.
Wickham and Mrs. Younge were arrested and held without
bail. They both apparently cried like babies when the police
stormed into their rundown apartment. Wickham was held
on Federal charges of drug trafficking, and there was also
enough evidence to convict him of attempted harassment,
abduction, blackmail and stalking towards Elizabeth, from
the tapes and surveillance style photographs the police dis-
covered of Lizzy and Darcy strolling in the park together.
Wickham stupidly even went so far as to practice a ransom
note and keep several copies of his drafts. Of course the trial
process would be drawn out, but in the meantime, it would
allow the extradition papers to go through, and Fitzwilliam
knew that Wickham would be locked up for the rest of his
life. He did feel some small amount of guilt that he was
never able to help his childhood friend turn his life around,
and he was sorry for Wickham’s mother who had to live to
see her husband pass on and her son fall to such disgrace.
Richard told Darcy that Wickham had dug his own grave,
and he didn’t deserve anyone’s sympathy. Darcy agreed, and
his guilt very quickly passed.

The distress of that week, however, came from his sister,
Georgiana. She was visiting at Pemberley for the week, al-
though pending time with him and Lizzy wasn’t her only
reason. She knocked on her brother’s study door just as he
was finishing a conference call with the London office.

“Come in.”

Georgie pecked her head in timidly.

“Georgie, what is it dearest?”

Darcy watched his sister walk carefully into the room
and stand at his desk before him. She stood tall and proud
with her hands behind her back. Little did he know she was

wringing her fingers in nervousness.

“Liam, I wanted to speak to you.”

“Sure, what is it?”

“Pve decided I need to go back to college. I have written
to the music conservatories I applied to, so they can with-
draw my applications. I've decided to go to a university to
get a broader education than just music. I've applied, and
I've just heard I've been accepted. I would like to attend
there. The semester starts in two weeks.”

“Just heard? It’s awful short notice for a uni to accept a
new student.”

“Well I just heard from their errm...orientation commit
tee.” She looked down at her feet.

“So how long have you known then?”

“Since the spring.”

“I see. And why did you wait until now to tell me?”

“I...was afraid how you would react when you found out.
Besides, you haven’t had much time for me lately. I didn’t
want to bother you with all that was going on in your life.”

“Georgie, I'm sorry you felt you couldn’t approach me
about this, but as your older brother and guardian I am
the executive of your trust till you turn twenty-five, and
this is an important decision.” Fitzwilliam looked hurt and
upset.

“I know.”

“Regardless, you should have told me. How did you get
money for the deposits? I didn’t see any charges to universi-
ties on your credit card statements.”

“Mrs. Reynolds helped me.”

“Georgiana Elinora Darcy! You better repay her every
cent.”

“Liam, you didn’t let me finish. Mrs. Reynolds helped me
set up some piano lessons for some of the children in the
neighborhood. I earned the money.”

“Oh, I see” He felt like a bit of an arse. Well, that’s very
good then.” He raked his fingers through his hair. “Georgie,
why did you feel you couldn’t tell me your plans?”

“Liam, lets be honest. Sometimes you're downright fright-
ening when you scowl like that.”

“What? No, you're not serious.”

“Honest to God, it’s probably the most intimidating sight
ever. I don’t know how Lizzy puts up with you sometimes.”

“So you were afraid of how I would react.”

“Yes, you're not too good at these things, you know. Like
just now. You let your temper speak first.”

“I apologize for that Georgie. So,” he drew out the word,

“are you going to tell me what school is it?” Fitzwilliam was
bracing himself for the worst—that she was planning to go
abroad.

“University of Manchester,” Georgiana mumbled shyly.

He released a breath of relief. “That’s not so far away. You
could visit on weekends.”

“Exactly.”

“All right, well, let’s just get straight to it.” He reached into
his top desk drawer and pulled out his checkbook. “Who
gets the check?”
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Georgie hurried around her brother’s desk and hugged
him fiercely. “You're the best, Liam.” She pulled out a piece
of paper from her pocket and handed him the necessary
information.

“Yes, yes...run along with you now, girl. I suppose you
have some shopping to do.”

Georgie laughed as she kissed her brother’s cheek and
hurried out of the room. She left behind a brother who was
now confused and a bit sad.

That night he tossed and turned in bed until Lizzy sat up
and spoke to him. “Fitzwilliam, I don’t know who’s worse,
you or the baby.”

“I'm sorry, darling.”

“What's bothering you? Neither of us is going to sleep
until you tell me what’s going on, so you might as well come
out with it.”

“Georgie. She came to me today, and said she wants to
start university in two weeks.”

“That’s awfully short notice.”

“She’s known about it since the spring, but she was too
afraid to tell me.”

“Oh, that’s not good. Did she give a good reason?”

“She said I was too busy doing my own things to pay at-
tention to her.”

“She felt left out while we were in New York, didn’t she?”

“She didn’t say it in so many words, but 'm sure she did.”

“I wish she didn’t feel that way. We offered for her to visit,
but she declined because of her appointments. I suppose it
could be worse news... I'd say her going to college should
be the least of your worries.”

“Are you kidding me? I'm worried sick now for her.”

“Why?”

“What if she has troubles with the other students. Our
last name has this stigma to it. People treat you differently
when they know you're wealthy. It’s very hard sometimes to
discern who your real friends are. And besides that, I don’t
even want to think about the parties she’ll be attending.”

“Oh come off it—Tlike you never partied in college?”

“I had beers with friends, yes, but I'm not one to really
drink, and Charles was the one who used to drag me around
to social events all the time.”

“You poor thing,” Lizzy teased, “forced to interact with
people your own age, trying to have a good time.”

“You know very well I am not comfortable in those situ-
ations.”

“Yes, I know, but don’t make yourself out to be a martyr,
dear.” Lizzy patted his cheek and leaned over to kiss away
his scowl.

“Aside from that, I don’t even want to think about the
types of boys that will be trying to...”

“Trying to what?”

“Act like college age boys...with my baby sister.”

“So, youre familiar with the behavior of college-aged
boys?”

“Well. To some extent, yes.”
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“Mmhmm.” She didn’t believe him.

“You know I was shy.”

“But not that shy. Your skill in bed wasn’t just given to
you,” Lizzy ribbed.

“Oh, I thought it was a God-given gift, or at least that’s
what you tell me in the heat of the moment,” he teased in
return, then paused to collect his thoughts. “Lizzy, I have a
confession. I was a virgin until I was twenty-two.”

“Really? So was 1, it’s not that big of a deal, really.”

“Most of my teenage years were spent in and out of hos-
pitals and rehabilitation facilities. I didn’t exactly have time
to pursue women. And I was so embarrassed about my body
I couldn’t let myself become comfortable with a woman. I
lost my virginity to my study partner who said I wasn’t that
good, and after that, I never saw her again.”

“I’'m sorry. She was cruel.”

“It’s not something worth being sorry over. After that
there were some set-ups and socialites who wanted to get
in my bed because of who I was. I guess I tried to make
up for lost time. 'm not proud of it, and after a while, I
felt jaded so I gave that up. It just didn’t feel right. Then I
met someone I thought I liked, but things ended between
us, as you know. I didn’t have sex for almost a year before
I met you.”

“Two years for me, but we very quickly made up for lost
time, didn’t we?” she teased lovingly.

“No, it just felt right with you; it always did.” He low-
ered his voice. “You know, you're the only woman who’s
ever called out my name while we made love. I felt like
we just worked together somehow. It’s difficult to explain
it exactly.”

“No, I know what you mean. Almost as if it were fate in
some strange way.”

“Yes, exactly.” They paused and looked deeply into each
other’s eyes.

Elizabeth, marry me. I love you so deeply. Marry me. That's
it, that’s all you have to say to her... So just say it, fool. Marry
me, Lizzy. One. Two. Three...

“Fitzwilliam, not to change the subject, but what exactly
is the underlying issue here? Are you afraid that some man
will take advantage of your sister while she’s away, or are
you afraid of letting go of the little girl you used to twirl
around in your photograph?”

Dampn it, the moment’s gone. “1...hmm.. .both, I suppose,”
he finally admitted.

“She’s a smart girl. I think her studies will be her first
priority. 'm sure she’ll listen to you if you tell her that you
won’t tolerate poor grades. I also think that she’s grown up a
lot more than you want to admit, and she’s a lot wiser about
people. I think we should trust her judgment. 'm sure she
won't let anyone take advantage of her. Besides, she might
be lucky like me, and one day, she will meet a man like I did
who cares for her. But she’ll never find out unless you let her
go experience her life.”

Darcy sighed heavily. “Must you always be right?”



“I think you need to get used to it,” Lizzy laughed. “And
it’s good we get some practice in this situation. We're go-
ing to have to do it all over again in eighteen years,” Lizzy
sighed wistfully.

Darcy held her too him and kissed her brow deep in
thought. Eighteen years. Good God, I better not wait that
long before I get the nerve to propose again. They were silent
for a long period of time. Darcy noticed Lizzy’s change in
breathing, and he felt her stomach. The baby was no longer
kicking and allowed her to fall into peaceful slumber. He
snuggled in beside her and whispered his unending love be-
fore falling asleep himself.
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DARCY FINALLY DID WARM to the idea of allowing Georgiana
to attend university and live on campus. That didn’t mean
he did not worry for her altogether. If an entire day went
by without a phone call, he felt the need to drive up there
and make sure everything was okay until Lizzy would come
and calm him down. Georgiana settled in well and quickly
made friends in her dorm and classes.

Lizzy was entering her final trimester of pregnancy, and
there was a bit more than a month to go. The nursery was
completed within a week, and it looked absolutely charm-
ing. Lizzy spent a bit more time finishing her star and moon
mural. Even Fitzwilliam helped add a few brush strokes, but
mostly, he was content to watch her work her magical talent
on the wall. She also added a few more homey decorations
to her new studio, and even the pool was quickly repaired,
and they frequently took advantage of the comfort found in
a good “swim.”

At the very end of August, Darcy remembered that the
Fitzwilliam family was once again going to have their end
of summer gala, and he was required to attend—with a
date. His aunt and uncle had heard the rumors of Darcy’s
impending fatherhood and called around, asking for verifi-
cation. When Darcy told them the truth, his Aunt Agatha
was scandalized, and his Uncle Randolph laughed and told
him that when they were next together, they would have to
share a good bottle of port and some fine Cuban cigars.

Now their soiree was approaching, and Fitzwilliam was
exceedingly worried about how Lizzy would be received by
his relations. This would be Lizzy’s first foray into “high so-
ciety,” and her first meeting with his relatives. Showing up
and being some unknown American almost eight months
pregnant and unmarried, wasn't exactly the way to their
hearts. He was not worried about her behavior one bit, natu-
rally. It was his aunt’s reaction and her whist and tea group of
veteran battle axes that he worried about. If Georgiana were
able to attend, he knew that she would help smooth things
over when the ladies formed their catty circles, but she was
able to use school as an excuse. He knew he wasn’t going to

be able to stay by Lizzy’s side the entire night, so he had to
hope for the best—that her charm would win them all over.
He had great confidence in her, but worried nonetheless.

When he first mentioned the gathering to Lizzy, she as-
sumed it would be some sort of end of summer barbecue and
was very excited. Once he told her exactly what the event
was and had Georgiana help schedule her salon visits and
meetings with an expert dressmaker, she knew this wasn’t
going to be a walk in the park. She was just as nervous as
Fitzwilliam about meeting his extended family for the first
time under such circumstances, but she was determined to
hold her head up high and not allow them to make her feel
as if she should be ashamed of her condition.

She had several meetings with a dressmaker in Manchester
whom Georgiana highly recommended. She talked her out
of black when Lizzy insisted that perhaps it would be best
for her current figure.

“No, no, no, darling. Nein!” she said with her heavy
German accent. She was a quirky, vibrant woman and had
an interesting way of letting the word darling drip off her
tongue like syrup. Lizzy liked her right away. “Yuck, not
black, you're not attending a funeral. This ist a party, dar-
ling. Ja?” She quickly draped some colorful fabric choic-
es over her stomach. “You have a lovely tan und glowing
cheeks. Who cares if you are having a baby? Women need
more color in their lives at moments like this, not less. You
are glowing, why not let your wardrobe show that?”

Lizzy looked at the choices: a pink, a vibrant violet, a pea-
cock blue, and a pale golden silk fabric draped around her like
a toga. She was drawn to the golden silk. It was very beautiful,
and she never had anything in her wardrobe so vibrant—the
standard New Yorker dress code was dark, after all.

“Ja, this one ist perfect!” She tossed the others away when
she saw Lizzy was paying the most attention to the golden
silk. “I have a lovely design, off one shoulder, it just needs a
bit of extra fabric around ze stomach, und ze ruffle will look
flattering und elegant, ja? Like a Roman goddess, hmm?”

She fingered the silk carefully. It was beautiful. “You
don’t think it’s too much?”

“For you, darling, nothing is too much. Mr. Darcy said to
make sure you had whatever you wanted.”

“I do like it...” She bit her bottom lip and hesitated a mo-
ment as she turned from side to side in the mirror. “No, I
love it.”

“Perfect, let’s get you measured.”

Two weeks later, Lizzy had an absolutely stunning eve-
ning gown. She even found a beautiful broach among
Fitzwilliam’s mother’s things that sparkled and glowed like
the silk, and the designer incorporated it into the shoulder
strap of the dress. She had never owned anything so beauti-
ful before. It was lightweight, elegant, and perfect for a late
summer evening.

When Fitzwilliam walked in Lizzy’s dressing room and
saw her struggling to reach her zipper, he offered his as-
sistance. He stepped behind her and placed his hands on
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her bare back causing her to shiver. He slowly pulled the
zipper up in place and kissed her shoulder before turning
her around to face him.

“You're absolutely breathtaking, Elizabeth,” he managed
to whisper, once he took a good look at her. Her dress was
stunning. It clung to her in all the right places, yet it re-
mained elegant and modest. True, her stomach protruded,
but the ruffle helped to cover it. He didn’t mind a bit, of
course, because he was fascinated by a curl that had fallen
from her styled hair and lay just at the nape of her neck. He
reached his hand out and fingered it gently, then moved his
fingers around towards the front of her neck and outlined
the dip at the base and her collarbones. He was about to
speak, but was distracted again by the sight of her breasts
wrapped in the glowing golden silk.

Lizzy thought Fitzwilliam looked ravishing and debonair
in the stylishly cut jacket, bow tie, and waistcoat of his tuxe-
do. His wild wavy cutls were freshly trimmed, slightly gelled
back, and styled. His usual five o’clock shadow was freshly
shaved, leaving his skin baby smooth, and the scent of his
aftershave drove her to distraction. She tried to calm herself
and looked down at her feet, but her stomach was in the way,
of course. When she looked up again, in her mirror she saw
that Fitzwilliam had a large box hidden behind his back.

Considering surprises made Lizzy the most curious per-
son on the planet, she couldn’t help asking him what he was
hiding from her.

“A gift for you, my love. It’s the rest of the set for the
broach.” He brought the box from behind his back and
opened the lid. Inside was a massive set of sparkling dia-
monds—a necklace, two teardrop earrings and a bracelet.

“It’s strange that you selected that color for your dress,
because it matches the setting.” He pointed to the large yel-
low diamond at the center of the necklace and a matching
one on the bracelet.

“I can’t possibly wear these...they’re far too nice, I'm sure.
What if T lose them?” Lizzy stuttered and bit her lip ner-
vously.

“You won’t.” He leaned down and ended her nervous hab-
it with a kiss. “Nothing in the world is too nice for you. But
I am quite enjoying the lines of your neck, so perhaps the
earrings and bracelet would be enough. Any other woman
in the world could wear the most expensive, dazzling jew-
elry and you would still be more beautiful. No,” he decided
firmly, “you don’t need any more ornamentation. Your neck
is perfect as it is,” he whispered in her ear before he kissed
her just below it.

He watched her slender fingers in the mirror as she put on
the earrings, and he helped her fasten the bracelet around
her delicate wrist. He then placed her satin wrap around
her shoulders. His fingers lingered on her bare skin for a
moment.

“Our carriage awaits, madam,” he said gallantly, as he of-
fered his arm, causing Lizzy to giggle as he escorted her out
of their room and to his waiting Bentley.
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Mirs. Reynolds sighed in delight at how beautiful and
content the two of them looked together, as she waved
goodbye from the driveway gate. She was so happy that
Darcy had found a woman as lovely as Miss Bennett. Their
personalities complimented each other so well.

Now if only those kids would stop beating around the
bush and marry each other, for goodness sake! A wedding at
Pemberley—wouldn’t that be delightful? She clapped her

hands in excitement at the mere thought.



Chapter Ihirty-eight

he drive to Matlock was about thirty-five minutes

south from Pemberley. Lizzy did her best to wish

away the butterflies in her stomach. Occasionally, it

meant reaching out for Fitzwilliam’s hand and re-
ceiving a firm and loving squeeze. Mr. Tim drove in silence,
and the conversation between Lizzy and Darcy was almost
as sparse.

Lizzy was deep in thought, worrying if Fitzwilliam’s rela-
tives would accept her. If Richard’s past behavior was any
indication, she was in for a “treat.” She did so love to be a
voyeur of ridiculous human behavior, but not when it was
aimed towards herself, the person she loved and her unborn
child. She rubbed her stomach absent-mindedly as she tried
her hardest not to think of the horrible things they might
say to her about the baby. 7 won’t let them hurt you. She con-
centrated all of her thoughts on that one phrase.

“I won’t let them hurt you,” Fitzwilliam whispered in her
ear as he placed his hands with hers over her stomach, add-
ing his strength and warmth. Lizzy shivered at how near his
thoughts were to her own.

“They won't. I won’t allow them to,” she whispered firmly
in return.

“If there’s one thing that’s important to my aunt and un-
cle it’s family. I don’t think my aunt would allow anything
to be said about you under her roof.”

“I shouldn’t care what others think anyway. I have you
and your love, and soon we will be a family. That’s all that
matters to me.”

Fitzwilliam was deep in thought at her words. Could it
be? Could she want this as badly as I do? He didn’t dare press
her tonight, though. If his family did anything to hurt her,
he was sure she would think it wasn’t worth all the trouble
and wish to never be a part of the Fitzwilliam/ Darcy clan.

Mr. Tim turned down a drive lined with torches. Darcy
saw right away his aunt had outdone herself once again.
She made Matlock look like the imposing medieval for-
tress that it was, including having large banners with the
Fitzwilliam family crest hanging from the battlements sur-
rounding the main entrance. Lizzy thought it all looked a
bit comical and a bit too fantastic, but the home was im-
pressive to be sure. It was possibly older than Pemberley—
or at least the facade dated as far back as the arches over
their private entrance.

The interior, however, had none of the charm of Pemberley.
Lizzy felt she was entering a haunted, old cathedral with
vaulted Gothic arch ceilings, ancient tapestries and large
mahogany furnishings flanking the entrance hall.

“The rest of the home is not like this,” he leaned down
and whispered to her. “My aunt and uncle preserve this part
of the house for historical purposes, obviously.”

“It’s a bit dreary, but amazing just the same.” Lizzy gazed
up at the ceiling at the intricate stonework of the arches. An
escort led them to the rooms where the gala was to be held.
Darcy did not require one because he knew his way around
the house, but his aunt liked to put on a dog and pony show
for the society press photographers that would be present.

“Shit,” Darcy mumbled under his breath.

“Shh,” Lizzy teased. “I think the walls have ears, and they
will catch you being ungentlemanly.”

“The press. They’ll be here tonight. I completely forgot. I
usually don’t care, but now you're here...”

“I knew I couldn’t avoid this forever. Perhaps if we give
them the photographs they want, they’ll leave me alone
once someone more interesting comes a long.”

Fitzwilliam and Lizzy finally entered the main hall where
most of his aunt’s guests were already gathered. Her arm
was linked gracefully through his, and he felt her fingers
tighten on his forearm.

“You're lovely, and they will all think you are lovely,” he
bent down again and whispered encouragingly as they be-
gan to walk through the crowd. Fitzwilliam nodded in ac-
knowledgement to several people whose eyes roamed past
him to stare curiously at the pregnant lady clinging to his
arm. Lizzy tried very hard not to laugh because she actually
saw a gentleman raise a monocle to his eye as she passed.
She was certain she had stepped into some bizarre, classic,
Hollywood version of the English upper class.

Finally, Darcy saw the group of people he was seeking—
his hosts and the extended family. He wanted to make sure
Elizabeth was properly introduced to them before having
her meet people of less importance to him.

Lizzy looked around her and saw two bony, elegant wom-
en, who looked to be about her age, and some older ladies,
who looked just as beautifully coiffed and elegant. She sud-
denly wished she had her wrap to hide in, but she had left
it with the attendant at the door. She felt ungainly and very
short in comparison. The ladies stared at her silently. She
saw one of them look down her nose and actually wrinkle it
at her. Finally one of the gentlemen spoke.

“Nephew, you are very welcome. Who is this lovely little
creature you've brought with you?”

“Uncle Randolph, Aunt Agatha, thank you for your invi-
tation. May I introduce Miss Elizabeth Bennett. My...” He
paused briefly. What is she to me? Not just my girlfriend. , My
partner sounds like a business associate. Damnit, why can’t [
Just call her my wife. “...my darling girlfriend and soon to be
the mother of my child.” He smiled very proudly at her. His
aunt stifled an audible gasp.

The two younger ladies’ expressions softened slightly
as they saw Elizabeth’s fingers tremble slightly. His uncle
cracked a toothy smile, the other gentleman seemed not to
notice and the lady with the wrinkled nose wrinkled it even
further, as if she smelled something foul.

“Elizabeth, please meet my uncle, Randolph Fitzwilliam,
Earl of Matlock, and my aunt, Lady Agatha Fitzwilliam,”
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His aunt shook her hand delicately, as if she were afraid
Elizabeth would break it off, but his uncle took it gallantly
and brought it to his lips for a kiss.

“I'm so pleased to meet you both,” Lizzy replied gracefully
with a smile that was not too enthusiastic. She felt awkward.
She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to bow or simply shake
their hands. Fitzwilliam’s aunt was a petite woman. Her
skin hid her age well, but her hair was completely silver and
not a strand was out of place. She was dressed very formally,
very similar to pictures Elizabeth has seen in the papers of
the Duchess of Cornwall, Camilla Parker Bowles—ridicu-
lously large headdress and all.

“Thisis my cousin, their eldest son, Hildebrand Fitzwilliam,
and his wife, Arienne.”

Hildebrand shook her hand warmly and Arienne stepped
forward and took her hand and gave her a gentle squeeze.

“It’s lovely to make your acquaintance.”

“And this is my aunt, Lady Catherine de Bourgh.” His
tone was clipped.

“Charmed,” she nodded as she spoke curtly but did not
offer her hand. Lady Catherine was a stout woman with a
shrewish brow. Her headdress was even larger than that of
her hostess.

“And my cousin, Anne de Bourgh.” Lizzy recognized the
blond lady now from the photograph. She was a bit wary of
her presence, but the lady stepped forward and took both of
her hands in her own.

“I am so happy to finally make your acquaintance.”

“And everyone already knows me,” Richard’s jovial voice
called out from behind them.

“Richard, your manners!” his mother hissed.

“Welcome home, Son! You’ve made it back in time.” His
father, at least, was glad to see him. His son’s behavior was
similar to his own.

Richard kissed his mother’s cheek and gave his father and
brother a slapping hug before going over to Darcy, who also
drew him into a brotherly hug. He then moved to kiss Lizzy
on her cheek and whispered teasingly, “Don’t let the old
sharks get to you.”

He then said aloud, “Lizzy you look lovely! I'm so glad
you could make it tonight. Darcy, why have you been hid-
ing her from everyone?”

“Yes, Nephew, where have you been hiding this enchant-
ing creature?” His Uncle Randolph gave Lizzy an apprais-
ing smile. Lady Agatha briefly glared at her husband but
quickly returned to a neutral expression.

“We've only just moved to England a little over a month
ago, Uncle,” Darcy replied. “There’s been much we have
had to prepare, especially with a baby on the way.”

“And do you know the sex of the child?” his aunt asked.

“We've decided to be surprised,” Lizzy responded with a
smile towards Darcy, “although Fitzwilliam insists we will
have a boy.” They both seemed to forget themselves in pub-
lic as he took her hand and brought it to his lips for a kiss
before settling it back in the crook of his arm.
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Darcy’s uncle softened a bit at Elizabeth’s affectionate
usage of their nephew’s given name and this little display
of affection. His uncle couldn’t help thinking that all his
wife’s worry over Elizabeth’s status and whether or not she
was after his money was for nothing because it was clear as
glass that the two were greatly in love.

“Miss Bennett, do you find England to your liking? It
must be difficult for an American to adapt,” Lady Agatha
asked, as she stood poised with Lady Catherine just behind
her.

“Not at all, ma’am. I find everything to be perfectly lovely,
although I confess I do not know the entire state of current
affairs of your great nation or all the particulars of England’s
history. I should not hold any comparison to my own, but
I think I find myself falling in love with England more and
more each day.” She felt Darcy tenderly squeeze her hand.

“Interesting, and is this your first visit?”

“No ma’am, I visited in February. A London art gallery
was displaying my work.”

“I see.” She looked down at her stomach. “I see.”

“Oh, an artist, are you?” Catherine de Bourgh finally
spoke. “There are few in England I would say that find
greater enjoyment in the arts than myself. And if I had ever
studied, I should consider myself to be a true proficient. I
consider myself to have great taste in art.”

Elizabeth could only nod and smile in response. She
looked up at Fitzwilliam, and they seemed to be able to
communicate without words. Can she be for real? Lizzy’s
eyes asked. Yes, forgive me for this, and I'll repay you later,
was Darcy’s response.

Fitzwilliam’s uncle quickly monopolized his attention
and begged the ladies to excuse them so that the gentlemen
could enjoy a cigar and brandy.

“Will you be all right? I don’t want to leave you here. Ask
me to stay, and I will,” he whispered to her.

“No, darling.” She straightened his bow tie and lapels.
“ll be fine. I promise.”

Fitzwilliam left, leaving her with his Aunt Agatha, and
a group of elder ladies surrounded her who looked ready to
pounce.

“Where is your family from?” “Are you related to the
Bennet’s from the Hamptons?” “What does your family do?”
“Where did you receive your education?” “Which form of
art do you consider to be more of a true art, decadent or
rococo?” (Lizzy disliked both.)

The questions fired one after another, and she barely had
time to answer one before another barrage began. The wom-
en started chattering about the merits of boarding schools
and asked why Elizabeth’s parents never sent her to one,
when her salvation came.

“Excusez-moi, Mme Fitzwilliam, je signifient la mere,” the
soft voice in French interrupted their group. Arienne raised
her eyebrows and had a smirk on her face. “Mother, do you
mind if Anne and I take Mlle Bennett for a turn about the
room?”



Lady Agatha’s lips pressed together as if she was stifling
rage. “Not at all, my darling daughter-in-law.”

Arienne and Anne linked their arms through Lizzy’s and
quickly led her away. At first Lizzy wasn’t sure if she was
rescued by friend or foe, but she quickly discovered Arienne
was most definitely a friend.

“She hates it when I call her ‘Mother,” Arienne chuckled
lowly. “These old matrons—no one is ever good enough for
their sons or nephews.”

Lizzy was at a loss for words.

“Don’t worry,” Anne spoke now. “It won’t be so bad once
they get to know you, I'm sure.”

“Easy for you to say. You were born into this, Anne.”

“I don’t think they will ever accept me. Did you see their
faces when I told them my father was a dairy farmer?” Lizzy
finally said timidly.

“Who cares about them?” Arienne was firm. “Those old
bags have no right to pry into your personal life like that.”

“And Fitzwilliam should have never left you alone,” Anne
said. “Wait till I see him. 'm going to box his ears. I must
apologize for my mother. I know she can be horrid.”

“Here, Elizabeth, why don’t you have a seat? Your feet
must be killing you, as pregnant as you are.” Arienne kindly
lead her to a comfortable sofa where Elizabeth slowly low-
ered herself and tried to sit as lady-like as possible with such
a large stomach in her way. The crowd of guests bustled
around them like a display of proud peacocks.

“Let me get you something to drink. Would you like
something cool? Some punch perhaps?” Anne offered, and
Lizzy accepted.

“Goodness I don’t know how you do it. You look fantastic
for someone who is...how far along are you exactly?”

“Almost eight months in less than a week.”

“Vous cher pauvre! 1 would have killed Hildebrand if he
had dragged me around those old bats when I was that far
along.”

“This was important for Fitzwilliam. It’s the first time I
have met his family.”

“You know, you're not the only one to cause a shock in
this family. Anne’s boyfriend, Harshad, is Hindu, and her
mother refuses to acknowledge him. It’s terrible.”

“That is terrible. How can she be so cruel?”

“I don’t think I will ever understand. Anne doesn’t want
to hurt her mother, but she loves him, and they both agreed
to put marriage on hold, at least, for a while until her moth-
er comes around. On the other hand, I was only lucky I
wasn’t showing when I said ‘I do’ to Hildebrand.”

Lizzy smirked. “Life happens, I suppose.”

“Oui, la vie. Though life doesn’t have much to do with how
virile these men are. That is all hormones, no? Hildebrand
is only stufty under his father’s eye. He is quite /@moureux.”

“How did his family come to accept you?”

“Money is a very powerful thing in these circles. The father
I never knew was a millionaire real estate mogul. He left my
mother when I came along. Apparently, he did feel some guilt,

because I inherited everything in his will. I found this out
about a week after Hildebrand and I found out I was pregnant
with our daughter. A little too much champagne, and ‘life
happening’,” she quoted Lizzy, and they both laughed now.

“We married a week later without his parents knowing.
Let me tell you, they were not happy. He was the oldest son
and set to inherit their estate and take over the business,
and we did not have a pre-nup. When they found out I was
rich, all was right with them. It’s pathetic how much value
currency has with these people. The only thing they have
left to despise me for is that I'm French.”

“I suppose they’ll despise me because I'm some wild
Yankee,” she laughed.

“Trust me, if you're not some pearl-wearing, ankle-cross-
ing, demure socialite—which to them is an occupation—
they’re bound to despise you.”

“How do you get by, then?”

“Hildey. It's because of him. Throw away all the mon-
ey, all the possessions, the cars, the manners and polite-
ness. Then there is nothing, those things are nothing. If
Hildebrand wasn’t the man he is, I don’t know how I would
cope. Although he spoils our little girl to death, he can’t
help himself when it comes to her. It’s definitely a weak spot
for him. You better be firm with Darcy about raising your
child, or your child will walk all over you.”

“The baby already does. He’s got so many plans for when
his little man arrives. He insists it’s a boy. He’s got this crazy
notion that all Darcy men father sons as their first born.”

“Hildebrand did, too, and I proved him wrong. These

men—so ridiculous, yet so loveable,” she sighed.

As EL1ZABETH AND ARIENNE were becoming fast friends in
one room, Darcy, his uncle and two cousins stood on the
terrace, drinking brandy and puffing cigars. The topic was
naturally Elizabeth, who was a subject of high interest that
night to many people.

“She looks like a saucy dish,” Hildebrand whispered to his
cousin conspiratorially. “So how did you meet?”

“We met at a dinner party, through her sister and a close
friend of mine. And she despised me the first day we met.
On the second day, I was able to improve our acquaintance,
and on the third, she agreed to a date.”

Richard kept mum the entire time Darcy discussed their
history, and Darcy was sure to leave out a lot of details of
their past.

“So why haven’t you married her yet? You know, consider-
ing everything that’s happened and a baby on the way.”

“Touchy subject, I'd rather not discuss it.”

“Oh, she’s one of those independent types?”

“Somewhat.”

“Or you're chicken?”
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Darcy’s glare became dark at his cousins words.

“Right,” Hildebrand puffed his cigar, “touchy subject.”
He took a sip of brandy and poked Darcy on the shoulder.

“She is beautiful, though.”

“Thank you, I happen to think so.”

“And she seems nice enough. I made sure to tell Arienne
to keep an eye on her in case the old cats need someone to
sharpen their claws on.”

“Oh dear god! How could I leave her in there!” Darcy
made to leave, but Hildebrand stopped him.

“Don’t worry. My Mum can’t stand my wife for too long,
so if she joins in the conversation, she’ll do anything to get
away, and you know those ladies follow whatever she does.

Darcy’s uncle finally cleared his throat to speak. “So,
nephew, is she the young lady you were so despondent over
last Christmas?”

Richard suddenly seemed to find his shoes fascinating.
“Yes, Uncle Randolph, she was,” Darcy replied.
“Absolutely lovely young woman, I must say. Shame about

her ancestry.”

“Uncle.”

“Hot-blooded American women,” Hildebrand joked.

“I fancied one myself in my younger years,” his father re-
sponded. “They are wild creatures, not to be tamed.”

“Half the fun,” Hildebrand ribbed, and Darcy looked
as if he were about to boil over. “I'm sure you've got some
stories, Rich? Hmm, old man—wild nights out with some
American tail?” he nudged his brother’s ribs.

“Are you speaking of animals? We're talking of humans
here, and ladies at that.” Richard abruptly turned and
walked away from them without a further word of leave.

“What’s gotten into him?” Lord Randolph asked. “We
were just joking around.”

“I haven’t a clue, Father. Probably needs to refill his glass,”
Hildebrand laughed. Only Darcy was silent at his cousin’s
departure. He knew that had hit a nerve with Richard, and
he knew better than to follow him as he quickly left the ter-
race and began to wander the gardens.

“Uncle, I would prefer it if you saved this sort of talk for
your gentlemen’s clubs if you must speak so. Excuse me.”
Darcy decided at that moment to find his dearest Bella and
rescue her, if needed.

He entered the ballroom where the jazz band would be
assembling after dinner and could not find her. He went
through two more rooms and finally found her seated com-
fortably on a sofa, laughing as she conversed with Arienne
and Anne de Bourgh. Her smiling eyes lifted and caught
his instantly across the room. He quickly went to her and
begged the ladies to allow him to take her away.

He kissed her affectionately. “Did I tell you that you
looked stunning tonight?”

“Yes, I believe you did. Did I tell you that you look ravish-
ing tonighe?”

He merely smiled in response. “I'm sorry I left you
alone.”
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“That’s all right, I was able to make new friends with your
cousins.”

“Wonderful.” He held his arm out for her and escorted
her into the ballroom that had tables lined for dinner on the
perimeter. “The band will be setting up soon. May I request
a dance with you?”

“I thought you despised dancing.”

“I do, but I want to see your head toss back in laughter,”
he lowered his voice and was solemn, but his eyes crinkled
in amusement, “and see the silk twirl around your legs.”

“Of course, I'll dance with you.” Lizzy smiled and stood
on her tip-toes, and he leaned down to kiss her. Neither of
them noticed a camera flash go off near them.

“May I now escort you to dinner, Milady?”

“Certainly, but you have to excuse me for a moment.”

“Again?”

“It’s the baby, dear.”

“Oh, yes, of course.”

As soon as she returned, Darcy was quick to stay by her
side so that he could fend off any of the vultures. They found
their place cards at one of the higher tables. Mr. Fitzwilliam
G. Darcy & Guest, was how their cards were labeled. They
were seated at a table with several older couples, none of
whom Elizabeth had ever seen before. Darcy knew several
of them as business associates and old family acquaintances.
He was worried for Elizabeth, as the ladies glared at her un-
adorned left hand, and she carefully maneuvered her preg-
nant stomach, while Darcy held her chair out for her to take
her seat. However, while the food was being served and the
conversation started, she kept up with the topics with ease,
grace and intelligence, delighting all the gentlemen present
and even received a few nods of approval from the ladies.

After the toast of the evening was given by Fitzwilliam’s
uncle, in which he welcomed friends and family, old and
new, to their evening of entertainment and dancing, Lizzy
and Darcy danced several dances together. The atmosphere
finally lightened up a bit as wine and champagne flowed,
and the sound of big band jazz filled the hall.

Elizabeth wouldn’t allow a drop of wine to pass her lips,
even though her doctor said it was safe for a small glass
every now and then. She didn’t want to make a bad impres-
sion amongst strangers, so Fitzwilliam had a few drinks for
the both of them, and it loosened up his dancing ability
quite remarkably, to the point that he did get his wish of
seeing Lizzy throw her head back in laughter as he twirled
her around the floor.

“See, you can dance.”

“My mother taught me how to when I was a young boy,
but I'm very rusty.”

“But improving greatly,” Lizzy giggled as he tried to lower
her to a dip.

Darcy looked over her shoulder and saw a photographer
approaching them.

“Excuse me, sir and ma'am. I'm with the London Times.

May we have your photograph for the Arts & Society page?”



Darcy glared at the intruder, and Lizzy wasn’t sure how
to respond.

“Perhaps we should,” he finally suggested. “I'd rather be
approached politely and have this photograph nonsense
over with than having paparazzi follow you around when
we're next in London.”

“You're right. Better to get it out of the way.” She turned to
the photographer and flashed a dazzling smile. “Of course
you may take a photograph.”

Darcy placed his arm around her, and the two leaned in
together as the photographer snapped away. He even caught
one of the couple looking at each other lovingly between
poses.

“Your host has information for our press office, sir, and if
you like the photographs, you may contact us for prints.”

“Excellent, thank you,” Darcy responded. Despite the fact
that their picture was more than likely going to appear in
the papers, Lizzy was excited about having a photograph to
place next to the bed or in her studio of the two of them out
together looking so grand.

“Now where was I?” Darcy turned to her as he placed a
hand on her hip.

“I hate to say this, but my feet are beginning to hurt.” She
looked guilty for having to end their fun, but Darcy, ever
the gentleman, quickly went about making sure she was
comfortable.

“Let me escort you to a comfortable seat, and I'll get you
some refreshments.”

He took her arm and led her off the floor. The two were
so happy and content with the events of the evening that
they failed to hear several of the comments surrounding
them, which varied from praise of the adorable couple to
scandal over the fact that Lizzy was showing her face in
society as pregnant as she was. Then, of course, there was a
comment from the old gentleman with the monocle, who
said she was good breeding stock.

Lizzy danced again later in the evening—once with
Richard, and once with Fitzwilliam’s uncle, much to the
shock of his wife and her lady friends. Sharing a dance with
her in such a public setting showed approval of his nephew’s
live-in, pregnant girlfriend. The final dance she saved for
her Uomo, who surprised her by requesting their song. They
moved together slowly on the dance floor, as if they were
the only couple in the crowded room.

As soon as Lizzy entered the limo to return home, she
plopped across the seat inelegantly and kicked off her
shoes. Darcy saw how red and swollen her feet were and
promised an extended massage as soon as they arrived
at Pemberley. Lizzy sighed contentedly as she snuggled
against him for the drive home. He stroked her bare arm
idly, lost in thought.

Elizabeth was a success that evening. She was beautiful,
charming, polite and witty. Certainly now his relations
could see why she was a perfect match for him. Not that
he ever needed their approval, but knowing she was held in

their esteem, or was well on her way to being so, made his
heart swell with pride and love.

He carefully reached into the breast pocket of his tuxedo
jacket and fingered the satin pouch that held the engage-
ment ring he desperately wished to see on her hand. He
slowly pulled it out and hid the little pouch in his palm.

“Lizzy,” he whispered against her hair. There was no re-
sponse. “Lizzy?” he said a bit louder. Finally, he received a
soft moan from her. “Darling, are you asleep?”

“Mmm. Sleep, yes,” she groaned as she snuggled her head
further into his shoulder. “So tired,” she yawned.

He put the ring away. His poor Bella was exhausted. It
had been a long day for her, and she was on her feet most of
the night. When they finally pulled up to Pemberley, Lizzy
was completely out like a light. Darcy carried her inside
and help her remove her dress, underclothes and hairpins,
before settling her under the covers for a peaceful night’s
sleep.

Before joining her, Darcy stood in his dressing room be-
fore the mirror, removing his bow tie. His expression was
solemn as he struggled with the knot. Once he was finally
able to remove it, he went about placing his things care-
fully for the laundry maids to pick up. He pulled the ring
from its little pouch and placed it on the tip of his pinky
finger as he watched it sparkle in the low light of the room.
1 will give this to you soon, I swear. I'm no coward, but I just
need a sign that this is what you absolutely want. He sighed
and placed the ring back in its pouch and then locked it in
his safe overnight. Tomorrow would be yet another day to
carry it around, waiting for the right opportunity to pop
the question.

L g

THE NEXT DAY'S HEADLINES on 7he Sun, The Daily Mail
and the Arts and Society page of the London Times gave a
name and brief history to Darcy’s mysterious girlfriend, and
labeled them as “England’s Most Adorable New Couple.”
Somehow other papers had gotten hold of the pictures of
them dancing and kissing. Fortunately, the following week
they were forgotten as “England’s Number One Couple,”
Posh and Becks, made headlines again.

L g

THE OPPORTUNITY TO PROPOSE, unfortunately, did not ar-
rive. Lizzy was in bed resting most of the next day. She felt
unusually tired and thought she might be coming down
with something. She hated to be sick because it made her
feel idle; but, in this instance, she enjoyed the rest. As the
week progressed, so did her cold. She was congested with a
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sore throat and her limbs ached. Darcy was worried for her
and insisted on seeing a doctor. The proposal was now the
last thing on his mind.

When she started to feel a bit better, Darcy was called
away on business to London. At first he was back and forth
every other day, but he quickly realized that the contracts
for the merger were not going to be accomplished in a week.
He had no choice but to stay the weekend in London and
didn’t return till the following Tuesday. To make matters
worse, he even had to travel to Paris the following week-
end. Much to Lizzy’s disappointment, her doctor warned
her against travel this time, and she could not join him.
He hated being away from her while her due date was ap-
proaching.

They talked daily just as they always had when they had
to spend time away from each other, but there was sadness
in Lizzy’s voice now. She couldn’t seem to make herself
cheerful for him over the phone. She missed him. She felt
so alone when he was away. Sometimes she was afraid to
venture out because she didn’t know the roads well enough.
Mr. Tim and Mrs. Reynolds were a great comfort, and
Georgiana visited and invited Anne and Arienne over to
have a little surprise baby shower for her. She was happy and
grateful for their company, but she couldn’t help thinking
that Fitzwilliam should have been there to open the gifts
with her. She needed and wanted him now more than ever.

One afternoon, she was putting away baby clothes in the
nursery and cleaning off a few items to make sure they didn’t
get dusty before the baby’s arrival when something dawned
on her. It was all so crystal clear now. She didn’t know why
she hadn’t thought of it before. Perhaps it was because her
hormones were in overdrive, or perhaps she was just think-
ing more clearly than she had in months. From the moment
she first kissed him and had that weak-in-the-knees feeling
from his touch, she knew he was the one. The first time
they made love, and he expressed himself to her physically,
she knew he was a passionate, caring man. When he held
her afterwards, she felt safe. He told her once that she made
him want to be a better person, and now she understood
that he truly meant the same to her. He made her become
the person she always wanted to be. All she truly sought
in life was a peaceful living and beauty. It was plain and
simple now. When she was with him, she had everything
she ever needed and wanted. Her life had fallen into place,
and the biggest part of it was her love for Fitzwilliam.

“I should propose to him,” she said aloud to herself in glee
as she rubbed her kicking stomach. “Yes, I must. 'm going
to propose to your daddy.”

Her mind was racing. What exactly was protocol for
a woman when proposing? Men didn’t wear engagement
rings, and she wasn’t sure how she could purchase one for
him on such short notice. She didn’t even know his ring size.
Ob, what does that matter, she thought, the most important
part is the proposal, the words. So she set about planning the
perfect evening for them. Fitzwilliam would be returning
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the next day, and she would propose then, before she lost
her nerve.

She planned a wonderful dinner and hoped they would
settle in for the evening, reading by the fire and then give
each other massages. She wasn't sure exactly when she
would propose, but she would figure out a way to do so dur-
ing the course of the evening. She worked hard with Mrs.
Reynolds all afternoon in the kitchen to make his favorite
dish and desserts. The table was set, the fire was lit, music
was selected. She went to change into a simple dress that
wrapped around like a robe and tied on the side in a bow.

“Wish me luck,” she said to her stomach as she patted it.

She went to the dining room to wait for his return. She
waited an hour, then two. Mrs. Reynolds finally came in
the room and insisted that Lizzy eat something. Another
hour passed, and he still hadn’t returned. Lizzy was begin-
ning to become frantic with worry because she hadn’t re-
ceived a phone call from him, either. That morning he said
he would return by six at the latest. It was now past nine.
Her food was cold, and the candles dripped wax on the
tablecloth. The ice in the champagne bucket had melted. At
eleven o'clock, Lizzy sat in a chair, staring into the fire in
the living room. A tear fell down her cheek. Her back hurt
her, she was tired and she needed to lie down. The chime
for the half-hour mark struck, and Mrs. Reynolds came in
to check on her again.

“Deary, perhaps you should go get some rest. I've put a
plate together for him.” When Mrs. Reynolds saw that she
was crying, she said, “Elizabeth are you all right?”

Lizzy sniffled and wiped her tears away. “Yes,” she tried
not to sob, “yes, 'm fine. I just...I...” She had no one else to
talk to right now, and she really needed to talk to someone.
“I miss him. I miss him terribly, and I wish he were here...
She finally just let her heart pour out to Mrs. Reynolds. She
told her of her plans for the evening. She loved him dearly,
and all she really wanted was for them to be a family now.

“There, there, don’t you worry. I'm sure everything will
be fine. You'll see. Come on.” She took Lizzy’s hands and
helped her stand. “It’s late, and you should get some rest. I'll
leave some lights on for him. Don’t you worry about a thing.
I’'m sure he’ll be home soon.”

Lizzy nodded silently and tried to apologize for her out-
burst, but Mrs. Reynolds would have none of it. She shooed
her off to bed and started to clean up the dining room.

The main door creaked open at a quarter to one in the
morning. Fitzwilliam took off his overcoat and hung i,
he went to his office, placed his briefcase on his desk, and
quickly unpacked a few things before heading into the
kitchen to grab a snack before going to bed.

“Mrs. Reynolds!” Darcy was startled at the sight of her so
late at night. “Why on earth are you up so late?”

“I could ask the same of you.” She crossed her arms over
her chest. “Why are you so late?”

“Meetings ran over.”

“Is everything taken care of yet?”

>



“Not yet, but we’re almost there.”

“Sir, I know you are my employer, but I want to remind
you that I used to sew together your teddy bear when his
arm fell off. I was wondering if I might speak to you as a
close friend right now.”

“Certainly.” Darcy smiled as he formed a memory of his
old bear.

“What on earth were you thinking not calling us all eve-
ning to let us know where you were?!”

His smile quickly disappeared. “I suppose I forgot. I was
sidetracked.”

“Forgot! That’s not an excuse. Do you have any idea how
worried sick Elizabeth was for you. She planned a wonder-
ful dinner and she sat around all evening waiting for you,
and you never showed. You didn’t even have the courtesy
to call and let her know you weren’t hurt.” Mrs. Reynolds
stood now and started pacing. “How can you behave like
that? Youre gone for days at a time, and she’s left here alone
in her condition. What if something happens, and you're
not there because you're too busy taking care of business?”

Darcy was shocked. He started to speak, but wasn’t able
to get a word in, as Mrs. Reynolds continued.

“You know she loves you greatly. I have no idea why she
loves you when you behave like this. Do you want to turn
into your father!?”

This struck a deep nerve with Darcy. “Pray, what does my
father have to do with this?”

“You're doing exactly what he did all the time—he worked.
How did you feel as a little boy when he didn’t have time for
you? It hurt you, I know it did.”

“You think I do this for fun. I do this for her and for our
baby!”

“That was his excuse. I know you don’t want to turn into
him, Fitzwilliam, but you are. He was a good man, but I
clearly remember how hurt you were when he never had
time for you, and it hurt your mother as well. Your baby
doesn’t need a trust fund, he’s going to need his father, and
Lizzy doesn’t need fancy things, she needs your love.”

Darcy sat on a stool, defeated. His shoulders sagged, and
he held his head in his hands as he leaned his elbows against
the counter. When he looked up, Mrs. Reynolds finally got
a good look at him. He looked exhausted, downcast and
defeated.

“What can I do?” he asked quietly. “I can’t just throw
away everything my father worked to give to me. I want one
of my children to one day take over, as well.”

“Mr. Darcy, it’s a great dream to have, but I think being
there for your family right now is more important than
closing another deal. This is a very important time in your
life. You're about to be a father, for heaven’s sake, and two
very special people need you to be there for them. I think
it’s high time you took a leave to think and sort things
out.”

Darcy was silent as he took in Mrs. Reynolds’s words.
She then patted him on the shoulder. “I'm sorry to have to

be so angry before. I just wanted to get a few things off my
chest. Promise me you’ll just think about it.”

“Twill”

“The roast beef and Yorkshire pudding that Lizzy made
for you is in the fridge, and you know where the biscuits are.
Good night, sir.”

Darcy vaguely remembered mumbling a response to her.
He went straight away to see Lizzy, but she was fast asleep.
Darcy lay down beside her, and she immediately snuggled
against him. He lay awake for another two hours thinking
over how he could balance his approaching family life and
his high-pressure career. Something was going to have to
give, and he didn’t want to give up either of them entirely.
When he fell asleep, he felt he had made the right decision.

Tomorrow he was going to act on it.

WHEN Li1zzy AWOKE LATE the next morning she could see
Fitzwilliam’s side of the bed had been slept in, but he was
nowhere to be found. There was a note bearing her name set
carefully on his pillow.

My Lovely Bella,

Please don’t worry for me. I had to return to London again
this morning for some unexpected business. You were so
peaceful sleeping that I couldn’t bear to wake you. I have to
make this brief because I must depart for the train now. I
promise I shall return this afternoon.

All of my Love,
Fitzwilliam

He was gone again. He’d been home, and she’d missed
him. A small, nagging thought in the corner of her brain
made her want to burst into tears. She wished it away, and
cried silently instead as she went about starting her day.

L g

JUST BEFORE LUNCH, FrrzwiLLiam called in Mr. Brandon,
his financial officer, for a talk. He was his father’s right-hand
man and helped Darcy keep things together when he took
over, after his father passed away.

“Pve decided to step down as Chief Executive Officer and
wanted to inform you right away, Mr. Brandon.”

“I'm quite surprised. Are you sure this is the right decision,
Mr. Darcy?”

“My decision has been made. I won’t go back on it.”
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“Of course, but to step down all together—don’t you
think a temporary leave might be better?”

“I am calling a meeting with the board right after we
have our discussion. I want you to take over the position,
Brandon. I will stay involved on the board, but I can’t be
CEO-—not when I have a family that is going to need me
now. I can’t do the lecture tours anymore, and now that the
New York office is smoothly running, I think it’s a good
time to step down.”

Mr. Brandon blanched. “You want me to take over, sir?”

“Yes, you helped my father start this company practically
from the ground up, and I trust you to make the correct
decisions.”

“Sir, may I offer you some advice?”

“Certainly.”

“I'm honored that you've considered me for the position,
but you are the heart of Darcy Publishing. You're not just
the boss, youre the public face of the company, sir. Darcy
publishing wouldn’t be the same without you. Our profit’s
have doubled since you've been in charge. Why don’t you
take a leave of absence? You've worked here ten years with-
out a single vacation. You do the lecture tours, head the
scholarship committee and you set up the New York office
single-handedly. On top of all your regular duties as execu-
tive, you have to manage the trust for Pemberley. I think
you need to take a break. I honestly don’t know how you
even have time to breathe.”

“I have an excellent staff. I credit it all to them.”

Mr. Brandon nodded at the compliment. “I understand
that things are stressful for you right now with a baby on the
way, but you’ll see—things will settle down after a while.”

“It’s not the stress. I want to be there for my baby and
my... Well, I hope Elizabeth will agree to be my wife. I
don’t want to miss the first smiles, or words, or the first goal
like my father did. It’s not about stress. I've just realized
what’s more important to me now.”

“I suppose I won’t be able to change your mind on this,
but will you please consider what I've suggested before you
make an absolute final decision? Perhaps talk it over with...
your fiancée?”

Darcy didn’t doubt his decision, but Mr. Brandon was
correct that he should at least discuss this with Lizzy. She
discussed her career decisions with him. He owed her that
much, as well.

“I think I need to catch the next train back to Derbyshire.
Please keep my offer in mind. I will contact you as soon as
I have made my final decision.”

“I will, Mr. Darcy.”

X g

WHEN DARCY RETURNED, MR. Tim was waiting to take
him back to Pemberley. It was late in the afternoon when he
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arrived, and he went to search for Lizzy immediately. After
checking the sitting rooms and her studio, he found her in
their room. She was on her side in the bed resting. The late
afternoon sun washed across her form. Fitzwilliam shut the
curtains so that the bright light would not disturb her slum-
ber. He knew she slept fitfully lately because of the baby, so
what little sleep she could get should not be interrupted. He
removed his suit and put on some pajama bottoms. As soon
as he snuggled into bed next to her, she awoke.

“You're back.” She threw her arms around him and kissed
him soundly on the lips.

“I'm sorry, Lizzy. I didn’t mean to wake you.”

“No, no, I'm happy youre here now.” She kissed him
again. “Fitzwilliam, I've missed you so much.”

“I've missed you, too. I'm so sorry about last night. I'm
so sorry about the past few weeks. I should have been here
for you.”

“Fitzwilliam, you’re here now.” She leaned into him fur-
ther until their foreheads were pressed together and their
hands joined between them. “Fitzwilliam.. .will you...”

“Marry me, Lizzy. Marry me.”

“What... No, wait... I mean, I was supposed to... No, I
mean...” Fizwilliam silenced her as he grabbed the sides of
her face gently.

“Lizzy, marry me. I love you. I'll never stop loving you. I
want to stay by your side forever. I want to raise our family
with you. You're the only woman I've ever loved, the only
one I've trusted, the only one who’s made me feel as if I
don’t have to be ashamed of myself.”

“Fitzwilliam...”

“I know of your feelings in the past about the idea of mar-
riage, but I have no doubts about us, I've never had doubts.
No reservations. I'm not asking because it’s what others
believe is the proper thing for us to do. I am asking you
because I love you. I know absolutely that you are the one,
my other half, my true love. I want to wake up with you like
this each morning, and hold you each night.”

“My feelings...my feelings are so different. I'm ashamed
of what I said than. It has been a while now that they have
been quite the opposite of what they were last spring.”

Darcy blinked in shock at her words; they were what he
so desperately wished to hear. So he continued with the
greatest hope in his heart. “Marry me, my darling Bella,
and make me the happiest man on earth.”

Lizzy was on the verge of choking back tears. Happy
tears, of course. “Yes! Yes! Absolutely. Yes.”

“Did you... You just said ‘yes?” Darcy looked at her in
wonder.

“Yes,” Lizzy laughed whole-heartedly now between tears
of joy.

“You mean it? You want to marry me.”

“Oh, this is a wretched beginning indeed. If you don’t
believe me, no one else will. I wi// marry you, Fitzwilliam.
I love you. I want to raise our family together, and you are
the only man I have ever loved.”



Fitzwilliam was laughing. “You mean I can call you my
fiancée now?”

“You can call me Mrs. Darcy soon... I like the sound of
that.”

“You honestly just agreed to marry me.”

“Yes, you stubborn fool.” She kissed his nose. “I'm only
sorry you beat me to the proposal.”

“You were going to propose to me?”

“Yes, I planned to at dinner last night.”

“I am a fool.”

“We both are. I don’t know what I was thinking all those
months ago.”

“No, don’t regret what your feelings were then. You were
wise to want to wait and make sure this is what we abso-
lutely both wanted.”

“Perhaps.”

“Oh, I almost forgot. Wait here.”

“Where are you going?”

“You'll find out in a second.” With those words Darcy
was off in a flash. He was back minutes later with a bottle
of champagne and two flutes in his hand. “The doctor says
it’s safe for you to have a glass.” He set them on the night
stand, and then went into his dressing room and returned
with something hidden behind his back. “I have to ask you
properly now.” He eased himself down on one knee.

Lizzy scooted to the edge of the mattress, sat up and tried
not to laugh at the innocent, playful look on his face.

“Elizabeth Adelina Bennett, will you marry me?” He
opened his hand and there sat an engagement ring.

Lizzy’s eyes widened considerably. The ring was stunning—
no, more than stunning,—it was perfect. The center stone
was a large oval sapphire which was surrounded by a ring of
diamonds. The deep shining blue of the sapphire contrasted
beautifully against the sparkle of the diamonds, almost like a
starburst. The band was platinum, and carved around it were
the rosettes from Darcy’s crest intertwined with a lily that
was found in Lizzy’s father’s family crest. The craftsmanship
was so fine and ornate that Lizzy almost felt as if the ring
were a museum piece. On the inside, Darcy had her initials
and his engraved and the phrase, My eternal love.

She was hesitant to touch it at first, but Fitzwilliam took
her left hand and carefully placed it on her ring finger. He
stroked her fingers gently and ran his fingertip along the
stones. She gulped as she held the ring up to inspect. Her
mouth felt dry, and she could barely speak.

“I will, I will marry you, Fitzwilliam Gerhard Darcy.”

Darcy quickly rose and enclosed Lizzy in his arms. They
were both smiling so hard they laughed. When he felt
Lizzy’s stomach stirring between them he moved to kiss
their baby.

“I think he supports the idea as well.” Lizzy spoke softly as
she ran her fingers through Fitzwilliam’s hair and watched
her ring sparkle in the dim light.

“Yes, I think he does.”

Their happiness was now complete.

Epilogue

will remember that night and the following day for

the rest of my life. Fitzwilliam was simply wonder-

ful. Lord knows I couldn’t be very attractive with such

a large stomach, but he made me feel beautiful and
adored that night. We made love after sipping champagne
together. Those are my favorite times, the times when we
surrender our bodies to each other, and the times after
when he holds me and tells me I make his heart complete.
He’s been so good to me that I sometimes wonder how my
life turned out in such a happy way. I never thought I could
love someone so completely. I never thought a year ago I
would even have someone like him in my life, let alone be
ready to start a family, but it all feels so right with him. I
know this is what I want now.

It seems he finally proposed just in time, too. Our baby
will definitely have “Darcy” on the birth certificate. The
thought makes me smile, and I will be Elizabeth Adelina
Darcy. I told him I was excited to one day sign my paintings
E.A.D. He chuckled softly in my ear, and the deep sound
made my spine tingle.

“Lizzy,” he whispered to me again, “I want to tell you
something.” He has no idea what he does to me when I feel
his breath against my neck like that.

I turned over slowly to face him so that he was away from
my neck and had my complete attention. “Is it something
important?”

His dark eyes rested on mine. Lord it was impossible
to focus when he’s so near. “I've decided to step down as
CEO”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. This was a shock. His job is
his passion. “Why would you do that?”

“I've decided that you and the baby are more important
right now.”

“But...but you love your job.”

“Not as much as I love you.”

“But are you sure? This is your company. Are you sure you
can walk away from it?”

“I have someone in mind that is highly capable of han-
dling the job. I will stay on the board and be at hand when
[ am needed.”

“You're sure this is what you want.”

“I want to spend time with you.”

“Why not take a leave, then?”

“T could, but then, when I have to start back to work, it
will be hard. Surely these past few weeks have shown you
how much my job interferes with my personal time.”

“Yes, but... Okay, I missed you. I missed you terribly, and
I thought perhaps I was being selfish for wanting you to be
so near the whole time...but it would also be selfish of me
to ask you to give up your job.”
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“Which is precisely why you're not asking and why I've
already made the decision.”

“You can’t do this.”

“Why?” He looked at me completely bewildered.

“All the things you've told me about your family history,
about the countless hours your father dedicated to the pub-
lishing company, surely that all means too much to you to
just walk away.”

“I'm not walking away from anything, 'm only priori-
tizing. When you told me you were pregnant, you start-
ing rambling about all the sacrifices you'd have to make. I
thought you were just overwhelmed, and you would calm
down in time. But now I realize you have made far too
many sacrifices for me and for the baby.”

“None of this is a sacrifice for me, Fitzwilliam.” T placed
my hands on the sides of his face for emphasis. “You hear me,
none of this. I want you, I want to be with you, and I want to
raise our family together, but I also don’t want you to have re-
grets later on about the decisions we have to make right now.”

He was silent for several minutes. I wanted to give him
all the time he needed to formulate his thoughts, but finally,
I had to speak. “Fitzwilliam, when exactly did you come to
this decision, anyway?”

“Last night.”

“So it’s not exactly something you've been mulling over
for a while.”

“No, not exactly.”

“I know why you want to do this, and youre a good, hon-
orable man for wanting to, but there is no manual for rais-
ing a baby. We're not going to have all the answers on how
to balance our jobs, the baby, and our personal time. 'm
sure we can figure things out as they happen, though. With
modern technology, you can stay here and still be in touch.
Besides, you remember my philosophy, don’t you?”

“Yes, the road bumps.”

“You know, ever since I've met you, my life has been noth-
ing but.” He rolled me half atop him. I can’t lie on him as I
used to because my stomach gets in the way, but I still love
feeling his solid chest against mine.

“It has been one crazy rollercoaster ride hasn’t it.”

“Yes, extremely. My emotions have been all over the
place.”

“Of that I am well aware,” he spoke with a smile in his
voice. “Lizzy, you know, I thought you would be all for this
plan of mine. Most woman complain their men are never
around.”

“I suppose I would be, if it didn’t mean having to give up
something you really enjoyed. I would be selfish to want
you all to myself all the time.”

“But I want you all to myself all the time.”

“You've told me that you were a selfish creature.”

“Yes, I was never good at sharing my toys as a boy.” He
paused to kiss me. “I've been thinking more about some-
thing you told me last February. You suggested that I write.
If I take the time off, I can actually attempt that.”
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“Really?”

“Yes... Lizzy, if I do this, I'm not walking away complete-
ly. I will still remain on the board. So basically, I'm just
relieving some of the burden.”

“I have a thought... You have assistants, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“How many?”

“One.”

“And how often does he or she do things for you, other
than pick up your dry cleaning?”

He actually had to think for a while.

“Just as I thought—you’re such a control freak when it
comes to your career. No wonder you're exhausted and feel
you have no time!”

“Why don’t you instead remain CEO and actually give
your assistant more of the load. Hire another if you have
to. You're Fitzwilliam Darcy, and you belong as the head of
Darcy Publishing.”

“Since when did you become such a proud woman?”

“Since you taught me that there are some things we do in
life worth being proud of. And besides, you're the one who’s
always said that a general is only as good as his army. In a
few weeks, the baby is going to be here no matter what, so |
suggest you get things started now.”

“You, Elizabeth Bennett, soon to be Darcy I am happy to
add, are the most ingenious woman on earth.”

He pushed me against the bed and kissed me quite
soundly, and then again. For the second time that night, he
showed me how much he loved me.

“Never let me try and argue with you again.”

“And ruin half the fun?”

“Hmm, once again, good point.”

L g

ELIZABETH WAS SLEEPING SOUNDLY now, but I couldn’t
sleep. There was so much on my mind these days. I couldn’t
believe the woman beside me agreed to be my wife. Well, I
suppose I could believe it because I knew we were made for
each other. The moment I laid eyes on her—it was a year
ago on my birthday—I felt a strong attraction for a com-
plete stranger no less; what a coincidence that the woman I
practically plowed down on the street turned out to be the
love of my life. Of course, when we met again, I had to open
my mouth and mess everything up. None of that matters
anymore though; she is mine. Some men fear possession,
but she posses me as much as I posses her. We've taught
each other what it is to truly love, and to be loved. Never
in my wildest dreams did I imagine being with someone
so incredible, beautiful, understanding, and intoxicating as
she. I thought I was destined to a lonely life before I met her,
because of my body and because I allowed my body to trap
my mind. She was able to set me free, and she let me live



life again as it’s meant to be lived. I now greet each new day
with a smile instead of a shrug of indifference. She taught
me to freely give my heart, and I could not have trusted it
with a more worthy person. I know we will have each other
forever, and she has given me the greatest gift of all: a child
we created from our love. Not only will we have each other,
but we will have a family together.

I wondered if all men worry about impending fatherhood
as much as I do. The only new father I know is Charles, and
he just smiles all the time and goes with the flow. I wish I
could be like that, but as much as I try, it’s difficult for me
to be so relaxed. Sure I got a little practice in with my god-
son, but that surely doesn’t make me an expert on babies.
Mostly, I was afraid of not knowing what to do if the baby
is sick. I wouldn’t want my child ever to suffer.

I’'m also worried about being able to spend time with the
baby. I don’t have a father as a role model to follow in that
department. I had talked myself into giving up my position,
but Lizzy surprisingly talked me back into it. She seemed to
think that I would be just fine balancing my job and father-
hood. She was like Charles in that respect, I suppose—so
easygoing and carefree. I suppose it was just as well that I
fell in love with someone like her—she complements my
insecurities well. She assures me we’ll figure things out to-
gether. The baby is due in less than three weeks, almost a
year to the date we first met. I suppose I do have just a few
weeks to get things in order with my job.

Lizzy seems to think I'm going to be an excellent father.
She has faith in me, but perhaps we will find out when ours
arrives.

£ g

HeNRY was KICKING. | teased Fitzwilliam and said the
baby would be a girl, but I think I agree with him that
we will have a boy. I knew neither of us would be disap-
pointed either way. A year ago, I never thought the idea of
motherhood was for me, but I am excited to see our baby. I
am excited because this baby is a culmination of our love,
our own little precious creation. He or she will also be the
most spoilt baby on earth, but Fitzwilliam and I have had
discussions in the past, and 'm sure there will be plenty in
the future on how to avoid giving the baby everything he
or she wants. Fitzwilliam tells me if—and that’s a big if he
makes sure to add—the baby is a girl that has my eyes, he’s
doomed to spoiling her rotten because he simply won’t be
able to help himself. So with that in mind, we both wish
for a boy.

I video chat daily with Jane. She mailed me gifts for
the baby, so I signed online so she could watch me open
them. She gives me lots of advice on motherhood, especially
breastfeeding and what to do for colds. Right now both
little Charles and big Charles are sick, so she has two babies

in the house to take care off, but it doesn’t seem to phase
her one bit. She’s a natural at nurturing. I'm worried T’ll
do something wrong. Jane tells me that nothing can really
prepare you for motherhood, but that I'll be fine. I surely
hope so. At least I have Fitzwilliam to turn to when I doubt
myself. It’s only a few more weeks now till that moment
arrives.

L g

I was SITTING IN my study late in the afternoon, thinking
about my fiancé. How I love being able to call her that. Was
it really only last night that I proposed? I decided that I had
to see her, so I went to look for her. There was no time like
the present to begin discussing plans for the wedding.

Lately, she had been enjoying the early fall weather out
of doors on the terrace, so we moved some of her drawing
things out there. I knew she would be there instead of her
studio so I went straight to the terrace. That’s when I found
her gripping the railing with one hand. Her knuckles were
white from the force of her grip and her face was red with
pain. Her other hand was clutching her stomach and she
seemed to be gasping for breath. I saw a stain on her skirt.
For almost a split second I was frozen in terror. Wasn't it
a bit early? I knew I should not panic for her sake, but I
confess I almost did. We had practiced this, after all. Our
hospital bags were packed and ready to go, and we agreed
that the hospital in Lambton had an excellent delivery and
neonatal unit. At this point, preparing a trip to Derby was
out of the question, when I felt her hold on my hand in-
crease as we made our way to the car. At first she insisted
on walking, but when we reached the courtyard she froze;
again her hand went from mine to her stomach. My own
stomach lurched when I saw her face contort with pain, as
she stifled a cry against my chest. I carried her the rest of
the distance to the car.

Mrs. Reynolds trailed us carrying the bags, which she
quickly shoved in the back seat for us. She said something
about already phoning the doctor, but my thoughts were
distracted, as I set Lizzy down and allowed her time to re-
cover from the pain, before shifting her into the passenger
seat and securing the seat belt.

The fifteen-minute drive to Lambton Hospital felt like it
took five hours. Lizzy hardly spoke a word, so I did the talk-
ing instead. I tried to think of anything that would distract
her, but I felt as though I was not helping matters. When
we arrived, she assured me that she could walk, but as soon
as she stood, she grabbed on to me, and held her stomach.
Fortunately, a nurse saw us as we pulled up and brought
over a wheelchair for Lizzy. We met the doctor inside, and
Lizzy was quickly admitted. I remember clipboards being
put in front of me and just signing on the line.

“What's the patient’s name, sir?”
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“Elizabeth Adelina Da—excuse me, Bennett. That’s with
two “Ts"”

“And your relationship to the mother?”

“She’s my fiancé, and I am the father” I practically
screamed. I was so angry that [ was out in the hall answer-
ing these questions, when Lizzy was god knows where and
in pain.

After what seems like an eternity, they let me go. Lizzy
was only just down the hall in a private delivery room. She
gave me a smile when I entered. I then assisted Lizzy out of
her clothes and into a hospital gown. Our doctor greeted
me and went to examine Lizzy.

“Well, it’s definitely not false labor. The baby is coming
tonight or early tomorrow. It takes time for nature to run
it’s course and you seem to be progressing normally right
now.”

“Is it too soon?” I heard Lizzy’s quiet, shaky voice ask. I
quickly went to her side and held her hand.

“No, it’s not too soon, but the baby may be a little small.
These final weeks are mainly to gain weight, anyway.”

“What could have caused her to go into labor early?” I
asked.

“Well, it’s not too premature, so sometimes you can never
say. Babies don’t follow schedules like we do. Even some-
thing as simple as an orgasm can trigger a contraction this
late in pregnancy. Looks like this one is just eager to get out
and greet the world.” The doctor was then distracted by the
nurse coming in to hook up the fetal heart monitor.

Lizzy and I both looked at each other guiltily.

“So, this is all your fault, then,” she giggled. How she
could be so lighthearted at such a moment I do not know,
but once she starts laughing, I couldn’t help laughing as
well.

All sorts of devices were brought into the room. The
doctor examined Lizzy again. He was concerned because
her contractions were so close together and her labor was
progressing rapidly for a first delivery. I felt I might pass
out from anxiety every time she tried to conceal her cries.
She was offered pain medicine, but she refused. Even I tried
pleading with her, but she took my hand and told me it’s
no so unbearable. I didn’t believe her when I felt my hand
being squeezed to death. The doctors allowed her to walk,
hoping the labor would progress even further, and it worked.
Whenever she had contractions, she would stop and lean
against me until it passed. I supported her weight and mas-
saged her back. I felt helpless though. I was desperate to be
able to do something—anything that would bring her some
comfort. In a few hours, Lizzy was ready to begin pushing,.

X g

I REMEMBER THE PAIN, | remember Fitzwilliam’s comfort-
ing voice, and his supportive hands massaging my back and
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shoulders. I remember beginning to push, and the doctor,
nurses, and Fitzwilliam coaching me. Some moments after
that are a blur of pain, bright lights, and beeping machines.
I felt an unbearable pressure.

“Here comes the head,” the doctor said encouragingly.
Fitzwilliam let go of my hand briefly to get a good look,
and there was a mirror for me, but I could not focus.

“A full head of hair!” he told me. His voice was bright and
soothing. “You're doing fantastic, Lizzy.”

I wanted to smack him for being so optimistic at that
moment, but I could only nod. Good God, why did I refuse
pain medicine? How in the world did my mother do this
five times?

“We need another push,” the doctor spoke again. That was
when my awareness went as blurred as my vision. I didn’t
remember things clearly, sounds and voices were muffled
and time seemed to sit still. I do remember an incredible
pressure and then feeling a warm, delicate body pressed to
my breasts. My hands went around the baby, and I started
to cry.

“A boy, it’s a boy.” Fitzwilliam was kissing me and kissed
the baby. I looked at him through a tear-filled vision, and he
mouthed the words, “I love you” to me repeatedly. “Would
you like to cut the cord, Mr. Darcy?” the doctor asked as he
handed Fitzwilliam a pair of surgical scissors as he did so.
Just as quickly, the nurse took the baby away. I felt empty,
but Fitzwilliam was there to hold my hands. He removed
one, touched my cheek and wiped away a tear with his
thumb. I saw tears falling from his eyes. I moved my hand
up and wiped away one of his as well. He leaned down and
pressed his forehead to mine and kissed me soundly.

£ g

A soN. I HAVE a son. The moment he came out I remember
my head almost spun. I could not believe what had just
happened, coming out of my fiancée no less. I could not get
over how small our baby was. I remember Charles Jr. being
larger, but then again, Lizzy is more petite than Jane and
he was a few weeks early. Lizzy begged me to see what they
were doing to the baby, so I left her side briefly and watched
over the nurses’ shoulders. He was lying there wriggling on
the table as they stuck suctions up his nose to remove fluid.
His skin was quickly turning bright pink, and his hair was
as dark as mine and Lizzy’s. Finally, I heard a healthy cry es-
cape his lips, and I looked over at Lizzy, who was lying back
against the bed looking at me. She was positively glowing
when she heard the baby cry. Nurses and doctors quickly
attended to her, as well.

Moments later a little bundle wrapped warmly in blan-
kets was handed to me. His little face, no bigger then the
palm of my hand, peeked out. I hadn’t seen his eyes yet, but
when I looked at his nose, my heart swelled with pride and



joy. There was no mistaking he had my nose. My son. Our
lictle Henry. I looked at him and watched his eyes open
slowly for just a brief moment. They were dark, as well.

I looked over at Lizzy whose eyes were half-shut with ex-
haustion as she watched us. Her lips were turned up in a
delicate, contented smile. The nurses were finishing exam-
ining her. I took Henry over to her and very carefully hand-
ed him to her waiting loving arms. We were then quickly
moved into a recovery suite.

“He’s so perfect.” She was nearly overcome with emotion
again. “I can’t believe he’s here. It all seems so surreal.” She
noticed his nose right away and was very happy sharing
the discovery. I watched her stroke his hair, and she leaned
down to kiss him repeatedly. Lizzy’s hospital gown was fall-
ing open, and the baby’s lips were puckering, she decided
she wanted to try and nurse him.

A nurse came over and helped her sit up slightly, and
pulled the side of her gown revealing a swollen breast. She
helped Lizzy position the baby correctly resting pillows un-
der her tired arms.

“It’s all about the latch on,” she said as she showed Lizzy
how to coax his mouth open. “There we go. What a beauti-
ful baby!” she exclaimed. Indeed he was a beautiful baby.

I could only watch on in fascination as our son started
to nurse.
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I NEVER FELT SUCH absolute complete love as I do now. I
never thought it possible to love someone instantly. The mo-
ment I saw his small head through my pain-blurred vision,
resting against my breast, I was head over heels. When he
started to nurse, I was surprised at the sensation at first. His
sleepy little face was pressed against my breast, and he made
a small mewling sound before he finally started to suckle.
The sound and feeling of my baby made my heart swell so
much I couldn’t help almost laughing and crying at the same
time with joy. Fitzwilliam reached over and placed his hand
on the baby’s head and stroked his feather soft hair. His
hand dwarfed our baby, but I couldn’t help feeling at that
moment that this baby will want for nothing. We will both
love and protect him. I leaned toward Fitzwilliam, and he
kissed me slowly. He placed a finger on Henry’s balled little
fist, and it flexed open at his touch. He quickly wrapped his
little hand around his dad’s large index finger. After I nursed,
Fitzwilliam burped him, and the baby spit up on him.

“His first spit up, and he chooses me.” Fitzwilliam looked
at me with a lopsided smile as he wiped the little spot off
his shirt.

“He loves his daddy,” I couldn’t help teasing. I was so tired
then, though, I could barely keep my eyes open.

“Rest now, my darling Bella. I’ll hold him until he sleeps.”
I fell asleep thinking that we are a family at last.
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WE HAD TONS OF flowers and visitors come to the hospi-
tal. My entire extended family came and fussed over little
Henry. My aunt, who had now finally warmed up to Lizzy,
thought him an adorable babe, and Uncle Randolph slapped
my back and handed me a cigar to celebrate the birth of my
“heir.” Richard wasn’t too keen on babies. He reacted like I
used to around them, but warmed up to Henry. Georgiana
was beside herself when she met her nephew for the first
time and took loads of pictures.

“Oh Liam, just look at him! Isn’t he just perfect.” She was
beaming as she cooed at Henry and tickled his chin. “He
has your nose and your lips... Look, he frowns just like his
dad when he gets grumpy.”

Lizzy laughed at that, and I couldn’t help laughing, too,
because it was true. When Henry gets hungry, Lizzy told
me he pouts just like I do. The only feature of mine that I
think he hasn’t inherited are the shape of my eyes, but only
time will tell who he truly turns out to look like.

Lizzy’s parents wished they could be there. We had a con-
ference chat with them instead, and I emailed several pho-
tographs from the recovery room. I remember Mr. Bennett
saying to his wife, “Two grandsons! God has been very
good to us.” I swear I could hear a tear in the tough old
man’s voice. She replied, “Yes, my dear, so it seems.” Lizzy
and I sincerely wished that our son could meet his only
grandparents, but we agreed that we would try and arrange
a visit very soon.

When we were finally able to leave the hospital a few days
later, I never drove so cautiously in my life. It wasn’t long
before we were back at Pemberley. Charles was correct about
a few things concerning being a new father. One was that
nothing can ever truly prepare you for this experience, and
the other was that my orderly life was about to be turned
upside down. The little bundle that has caused said chaos
in my present life has made every moment of disorder com-
pletely worthwhile. Mr. Bennett was also correct; simply
being able to hold the perfect little being that I had a part
in creating made me incredibly proud.

My job absolutely went on hold. Taking a leave of ab-
sence became necessary. I figured out very quickly that
Henry was not on any sort of schedule and needed both
of us as much as we needed each other. Besides, there was
nowhere else I wanted to be than lying in bed early in the
morning with my Bella and our Henry between us as we
both admired him and committed every bit of his wonder-
ful little features to memory.

I can very proudly say that I have many memories of my
son already—his first bath, during which we took the re-
quired embarrassing naked baby photographs, dressing him
in his little Manchester United onesie from “Uncle” Richard
and loads upon loads of nappy changes. Henry sleeps in a
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bassinet next to our bed. At first I had an extreme curiosity
for watching him nurse, but then I saw Lizzy was exhausted
from being up every couple of hours feeding. She agreed
right away to use a pump because she wanted me to share the
bonding she felt during feeding time. We were both happy
with the decisions, and now she could try to get a full night
of sleep; which she hadn’t had for so long even before Henry
arrived. Mrs. Reynolds has been a huge help by making sure
we remember to eat as well. These are now our favorite times
together—these very intimate moments of bonding with
our son, and I also became even more intimate with Lizzy’s
body—if that were even possible—during her recovery.

When Henry sleeps, we love to shower together, and I
massage every inch of her aching body. I love every bit of
her, though she tells me she feels fat. I love her little tummy.
She is soft and comforting, and it’s a reminder to me of all
she went through to bring us our son. I love and respect her
body so dearly, and I make sure she knows that. I especially
love how big her breasts are now. She tells me I'm a typical
man, but she obviously doesn’t dislike the attention I give
her body. We also both sleep as much as we can while the
baby does.

The tabloids did finally catch word of the birth and made
announcements. We didn’t make the front pages, fortu-
nately. One paper had an article title that read, “An Heir
for Pemberley.” Because Lambton is such a small, quaint
town, the locals and the police are not kind towards any-
one who appeared to be a stalkerazzi, especially because my
family is such a large benefactor and employer in the area.
The weather was getting colder anyway, so we kept Henry
bundled up and no photographs of him have surfaced yet.
Lizzy and I haven’t had any trouble in town when we've
gone out with the baby, except that the local old shop ladies
that Lizzy loves to talk to do fuss over him a great deal. I
don’t know how my poor son can sit so quietly with them
and look around with wonder.

A few weeks later, we took a walk on Pemberley grounds
together. The last of the summer wild flowers still lingered
in the fields. Henry was sleeping against my chest in his
snuggly carrier. Lizzy wandered off the lane briefly to gather
a few blooms. When she returned I decided to ask her if she
would like to take a trip to the old chapel.

“Perhaps we could have the wedding there? What do you
think?”

“It seems nice. How did you imagine your wedding?”

“Well, I never really imagined mine. Men don’t really
think about the specifics of that sort of thing. At least I
never imagined it till I met someone I wanted to marry, and
then I could only imagine you saying, ‘I do’, but no particu-
lars really. How did you imagine your wedding?”

“I always dreamed of it being spontaneous and taking
place somewhere warm—only my groom and me...and our
baby now. I always thought big weddings were silly. The
only person I want hearing me confess my undying love is
the person I am saying the words for.”
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“An elopement, then?”

“Yes, I suppose. I know my mother would be furious, and
my father would be sad that he couldn’t give me away, but
I've always dreamed of it being that way ever since I was a
girl. Jane always wanted the big white wedding; I wanted
only my husband.”

“Let’s do it, then.”

“You're serious?”

“Absolutely.”

“You want to just take off and get married?”

“Sure. Honestly, Lizzy, where’s your romantic side?” I
teased her.

“But the baby... He’s not even on a regular schedule yet...
and I can’t...well, you know, not yet, at least.”

“Okay,” I agree, “perhaps you're right. Waiting is a better
idea, but one day soon, I will whisk us away somewhere,
and we’ll get married.”

“Really? I can’t wait for that day.”

We decide to walk all the way to the chapel anyway, Lizzy
holding my arm. She placed a few of the wild flowers in
her hair, and she looked absolutely gorgeous—Ilike a wood
nymph.
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WHEN WE GOT TO the gate of the chapel grounds, I turned
to face Fitzwilliam.

“Didn’t you say once that your mother was buried here?”

“Yes, she is. Both of my parents are.”

I couldn’t help but feel pain in my heart at the sudden
look of sorrow that passed his features. I knew, despite all
the therapy and the great strides he has made to be more
open with his feelings, he will always feel the deepest sorrow
when he thinks about his past. I didn’t mention his mom to
bring him pain, but I felt she deserved a visit, however.

“Fitzwilliam, have you ever come here to talk to your
mom?”

“I haven’t set foot on the cemetery grounds since my fa-
ther’s burial, and before that, it hadn’t been since the day
my father brought me here to see my mother’s grave for the
first time.”

“I think we should pay a visit, and tell Henry about his
Grandma and Grandpa Darcy.” I stepped back towards the
wildflower fields. “I'll be right back,” I called over my shoul-
der towards him.

When I returned, I had enough flowers to separate into
two bouquets for Fitzwilliam’s parents. The iron gate to the
cemetery grounds creaked open with a loud squeak. The
grounds were very well kept and peaceful. Several of the
headstones were so old the weather had worn their marks.
Even though he hadn’t been here in years, Fitzwilliam
led me directly to their graves. They are on a little knoll,
settled beneath a willow tree. It seemed an idyllic place to



spend eternity. Fitzwilliam took Henry from his carrier
and snuggled him into the crook of one of his strong arms.
Fitzwilliam was a natural at holding his son now; he was so
cautious at first. I stood beside him and took his free hand.
He squeezed mine firmly in response.

“Mum, Dad,” he started to talk softly, “it’s been a long
time... I should have visited sooner, perhaps. There’s a lot I
have to tell you.”

He told his dad about the company, and how he was tak-
ing a temporary leave, and then he explained to his parents
why he had made the decision.

“I met someone wonderful, and we’re going to be mar-
ried soon. Her name is Elizabeth.” He took my hand and
kissed it. “You would adore her, Mum; she’s a passionate
artist, and we love each other deeply. I wish you two could
have met. We've already had a baby together—you have a
grandson. I know you would probably be shocked, Dad;
and Mum, I know you would be happy no matter what. We
did things a bit out of order, I suppose, but if only you could
see him...” He paused to collect his thoughts. “I wouldn’t
have it any other way. We're both very happy, and we love
our son. We named him Henry, after Lizzy’s father and af-
ter Grandfather Darcy. If we had a girl we were going to
name her Elinora Anne, after you and Grandmater, Mum.”

Darcy continued to speak casually to them, until I of-
fered to say a prayer for them and left the flowers. I was
going to take Henry from his arms, but he looked as if he
didn’t want to leave yet.

“Mum always loved the wildflowers around Pemberley.”

“Would you like me to give you a few minutes alone with
them?”

Fitzwilliam nodded silently. He handed Henry over to
me carefully, and he gave his son a kiss on the top of his
head. I took several paces away and turned to watch him
from a distance. I couldn’t hear him, but my heart felt as if
it were being ripped in two when he lowered himself to his
knees before his mother’s grave and brought a shaky fist to
his mouth. I wanted to go to him immediately, wrap him
in my arms and soothe away his pain, but I knew he needed
this moment to release all the emotions he’d kept inside for
so long. Henry started to become a little fussy in my arms,
so I focused on bouncing him and humming his favorite
lullaby. I think Henry senses these things, as well. He is
very much like his father. I watched Fitzwilliam return to
his feet slowly. He placed a hand on his mother’s headstone
and then leaned to kiss it. He did the same to his father’s
before turning back to me.
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WHEN | TURNED FROM my parent’s graves and saw Lizzy in
the distance standing on the hill bouncing Henry, the ache
in my heart started to soothe. I finally reached them and

offered to carry Henry again. We set him carefully in his
carrier against my chest, and he started to calm. He made
soft cooing sounds, and soon he was asleep again. I stroked
his hair and wrapped my arm around Lizzy, and she placed
one of hers around me in silent support. I decided then and
there that no matter what my past was and the pain that it
brought, I had the brightest and most hopeful future here
in my arms.
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IT was A FREEZING cold day in early December when
Fitzwilliam told me I needed to hurry and pack for a three-
week vacation. When the vacation was over, we were going
to spend Christmas with my family in the States. I begged
him to tell me where we were going, but he refused. He
knew I hated surprises, and I knew he was planning for us
to get married on the trip because we already sent the papers
in for a certificate. I had met with the same dressmaker who
made my maternity ball gown after I had Henry to make
me a simple wedding dress, so, at least, I had that prepared
long ago. Fitzwilliam helped me pack the rest of our things
so that I knew what to bring for the trip. We packed light
clothing, and bathing suits, Fitzwilliam insisted I pack my
black bikini, so I knew it was somewhere warm at least.

We drove to London where his jet was waiting to depart
Heathrow, and he still wouldn’t tell me his flight plans. At
that point I was worried how Henry would fare during the
flight with the pressure on his little ears. We settled in com-
fortably, just the three of us and our personal flight atten-
dant.

“We’re all set to depart for Nassau, sir.” A-ha! The pilot let
it slip. Darcy smacked his hand over his face in frustration.

“Nassau? We’re going to the Bahamas?”

“Yes, I wanted to take you to Tahiti, but the flight would
be too long for this little guy to handle, and it’s a closer flight
to get to New York, so we can visit your family. And our
marriage is legally recognized by England in the Bahamas.”

“You are so wonderful.” I grabbed his face and kissed him.

“This is going to be incredible. I can’t wait. I can really use
a tan, too.”

“Yes, well you're part Italian, so please be considerate of
my pasty limey skin. I burn.”

“Don’t worry I'll keep you covered in plenty of lotion,” I
purr against his chest.

When we arrived in Nassau, Henry seemed to be the
least affected by the flight. He slept almost the entire time
between feedings, and he was wide-eyed with wonder at
the activity around us. He coos and smiles—a little dimple
peaks out when he does, just before a line of drool falls
from his mouth and lands on his dad’s finely tailored shirt.
Fitzwilliam is unfazed and shrugs off the spot. We stayed
the night at the Atlantis hotel where I saw some amazing
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sculpture by Chihuly. They also had incredible tropical
aquariums. It’s a shame Henry is too young to enjoy them,
but 'm sure we can take him here again some day when he
is older. After a lavish breakfast, we continued our journey.

We took a short shuttle flight to Bimini, and from there,
we were driven to a very private and exclusive resort. I
thought our journey was finally over, but we boarded a ferry
and were escorted to our own fully-staffed, private Island.
We even had a chef who informed me that he goes to the
main island market daily and would be happy to prepare
anything I desired. I was grateful for the staff, considering
all the things I had to bring with me because of Henry.
Fortunately, the beach house had a beautiful crib carved
with palm trees and covered with gauze in a nicely cooled
and separate room.

When I saw the king-sized bed in our room, I couldn’t
help thinking of all the things Fitzwilliam had planned
for us. The view from our windows made me gasp—it was
stunning. We had a private lagoon that was shaded in sev-
eral places so Henry could sleep in the bassinet we brought
in the shade. The waves were gentle, and the water shallow,
even several yards off the shore. The staff informed me that
the edge of the cove was netted to keep any predatory fish
out, so I didn’t have to fear taking Henry into the water. I
knew Fitzwilliam really thought this location through. He
is very particular and leaves no detail overlooked when it
comes to his family, and I love him for it.
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TOMORROW 1S GOING TO be the day we finally promise our
future together. I want it to be just as Lizzy said she always
dreamed of—intimate and spontaneous.
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I AWOKE THE NEXT morning to the sounds of waves gently
lapping against the shore and a gentle warm breeze coming
through the open windows. Beside me I heard Henry’s qui-
et gurgling. He rarely cries, except for when he gets hungry,
and usually he pouts for a while before he gets to that point.
We made a bed of pillows for Henry to cuddle between us
last night because we didn’t want him alone in a strange
room for the first night. We both must have fallen asleep
before putting him in his bassinet for the night.

I rolled over to look at him, and I couldn’t help smiling at
how adorable he looked. He had on only a diaper since the
morning air was so warm. He was fascinated by his toes as
he brought a foot into his mouth. Since he didn’t find milk
there, that was when he gave the famous Darcy pout before
letting out a little cry.
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“Come here, my little Henry,” I laughed as I lifted him
up and lowered my tank top. “You're hungry, aren’t you my
baby? Where’s your daddy this morning?”

He let out a little grunt as he suckled as if to say, don’r
disturb me, Mum.

“Okay, you can tell me later.” I leaned over and kissed his
curly cue on the top of his head. I loved these moments. He
was already my new favorite subject to draw. I could gaze at
him forever. He was just such a perfect little being. I know
all mothers must say that, but it’s true. I am still amazed at
how miraculous life is, and how I came to this moment in
my life. I was afraid of being a mom at first, but I've come
to find that this is the most beautiful thing I have ever done
in my life.

I stood to burp him and walked over to the screened
doors, leading to the beach, off of our room to admire the
view. When I placed my feet on the ground, I noticed there
was a line of flower petals on the floor. I smiled mischie-
vously because I knew Fitzwilliam was up to something.

“What's your father got up his sleeve now?” Henry only
squealed in response. “He made you swear not to tell, I
see.”

There was a note card on the dresser next to a small pack-
age.
I bought this new outfit for Henry. I hope you like it and
that he will wear it today.

It was a simple little set of khaki linen shorts and a white
linen tunic top—very relaxed and tropical, but white is the
worst color for a baby—hopefully we can keep it clean for a
few hours. I dress him in it anyway because it is so cute and
I comb his hair so that it looks very clean and proper but his
little curls started to escape again anyway. There was more
written on the back. Please follow the flowers.

This was a fun little game he was playing. The next line
of flowers lead to the kitchen, and there was a large bouquet
of tropical blooms arranged there.

These flowers will never be as lovely or as fair as my darling
Bella, but I hope that you would adorn your hair with them
today.

I continued to follow the trail into the closet. He had
found my wedding dress and pinned a note to it.

For our wedding day?

I covered my mouth in shock, “Your Daddy wants to mar-
ry me today! Did you hear, Henry? Mummy and Daddy are
getting married today.” He grabbed at my nose in response.
“Come on, you monkey,” I set him down in his crib and
quickly started to get ready. I didn’t want to take long, so I
took a quick shower and towel-dried my hair. I took some of
the flowers from the arrangement and tied them in my hair.
I was so eager to find him, I didn’t even think about makeup,
but I remembered to grab my pearls and change Henry be-
fore running out of the house to find Fitzwilliam.
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WHEN I saw HER arrive on the beach, my breath caught in
my chest. My heart was beating wildly. She stopped when
she saw me and smiled a perfect radiant smile that made
her eyes sparkle. Lizzy liked to smile a lot, but I knew I
was the only one who ever received such a smile filled with
love and sincerity. She was absolute perfection in her simple,
strapless white dress of fine flowing silk that hugged her
curves and floated around her ankles. Instead of carrying a
bouquet of flowers, our son was nestled in her arms, and she
cradled him lovingly against her.
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FITZWILLIAM WAS WEARING THE same outfit as his son—
khaki linen pants and a plain white tunic that opened
slightly at the top. He looked amazingly happy and relaxed,
barefoot on the beach, as he waited for me. His hair was
blowing wildly in the wind. Yes, father and son looked ex-
actly alike right now. My heart was beating wildly, and I felt
my eyes misting over. Today was going to be the day of my
dreams, the day I always imagined my wedding day would
be—with one surprise addition in my arms, but I couldn’t
be happier. This was fate. We were meant to be. We will be
deliriously happy for eternity.
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WHEN SHE STEPPED OUT from the shade of the palm trees,
the morning sunlight was behind her and surrounded
her form in a warm glow of white light. It struck me
then—this was my dream. This was the vision I had of
Lizzy, coming towards me dressed in a white gown sur-
rounded by light. I felt light-headed, but suddenly it all
made sense as she came towards me, her eyes never leaving
mine. She stood beside me and took my hand in her free
one. We paused for a moment, frozen in each other’s gaze.
She brought her hand to my cheek, and I rested my face
against it and kissed her palm slowly. She took my hand
in hers again and we walked in step the short distance
to the preacher and our makeshift altar among the palm
trees and the wild hibiscus. It was all so clear now. She was
never in my nightmares for the reasons I feared. She was
there to rescue me from my fears, from my loneliness, and
my despair. She was there to carry me into a life where I
could be happy again and share my happiness with others.
We were leading each other into that life, and I knew no
matter what our future, we had each other’s love to have

and to hold till death do us part.
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A FEW DAYS LATER on different sides of the Atlantic, letters
were received postmarked from the Bahamas. The contents
of the letters varied depending on their recipients. Lizzy’s
parents weren’t as shocked as she thought they would be
upon reading the news. On the contrary, they were relieved
their daughter and now son-in-law had finally come to their
senses, and they both had a good chuckle over how foolish
young lovers were. Charlotte was bursting with happiness
for her dearest friend. Georgiana was disappointed not to
be a bridesmaid, but she couldn’t help crying like she did at
the end of one of her favorite romantic comedies as she read
her letter. Richard merely laughed calling his cousin an old
dog for being so secretive about the whole affair. Jane was so
shocked she yelled for Charles to join her as they read their
letter out loud together. They were both extremely happy
for Lizzy and Fitzwilliam especially since they were the
ones who made the match. Charles waggled his eyebrows
at his wife and said he could now, finally, claim his prize for
winning their bet.

There was also a photograph included in each letter of
the new happy family. Lizzy’s cheeks were flushed and she
looked positively radiant, baby Henry was securely snuggled
in both his parents arms and stared at the camera with won-
dering bright eyes just like his mom’s, and those who were
closest with Fitzwilliam could all agree that they had never
seen a larger nor more contented smile warm his features.
In fact, both the bride and groom had never in their entire
lives looked happier than they were the day they became
Uomo e Moglie Bella*.

FheEmd

The Beginning...

*Man and Beautiful Wife.
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