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      It was not clear to Elizabeth how the argument had started; but what was abundantly clear was that she could not have anticipated how her new husband would react to the questioning of his authority over the household.

      After their marriage, Elizabeth Bennet, now Mrs. Darcy, had been taken away from the only home she had ever known and became the mistress of Pemberley. She had looked forward to the change in her life with an unbridled eagerness. For not only was her marriage one of equal minds, but one of equal passion and regard.

      Fitzwilliam adored her, and there was never any question in Elizabeth’s mind that her new husband would do almost anything to please her. She had been given new gowns, a library all her own where she could read to her heart’s content, and the freedom to roam anywhere she liked on the estate.

      However, what Elizabeth could not have anticipated was that as Pemberley was so very far from any town of note, her life was exceedingly… dull.

      In the weeks and months before meeting the most disagreeable gentleman of her acquaintance, Hertfordshire had begun to seem very small, indeed. But now that she was settled into her new life at Pemberley, Hertfordshire did not seem quite so small.

      The busy noise of Longbourn had been replaced by echoing corridors and rooms that did not quite retain their heat when the sun disappeared over the horizon. The winter seemed longer in Derbyshire, and Elizabeth did not expect that she would miss Kitty and Lydia’s arguments quite so much—but it would be preferable to listen to them squabbling over who would wear which bonnet to Meryton than flinching at every unexpected noise or being startled by the movement of every shadow.

       It was lovely, of course, to be a mistress of such a grand estate, but with no one to enjoy it with, she had begun to long for noise and bustle in the house. Jane wrote often, and Elizabeth was both overjoyed and dismayed when the letter announcing her sister’s first pregnancy arrived.

      This dismay, of course, was that her own union had yet to bear any fruit, though not for lack of trying. 

      Her cheeks flushed as she thought of their wedding night. Her husband was a gentle lover, and their nights together were pleasurable enough—but she had begun to wonder if something might have been missing. Though what it might be she could not say.

      There was no lack of love between them, but the wonder that her husband might have been holding back, lingered in her mind.

      There was also the matter of his absences from Pemberley. While Elizabeth wandered lonely corridors, Fitzwilliam Darcy was often away in London to tend to the affairs of the estate and his new investments in Mr. Gardiner’s warehouses. Trade and the import of fine goods from the Colonies had become his new obsession and Elizabeth longed to accompany him on his visits to London.

      Perhaps that was the reason they had quarreled.

      No, it was the reason.

      She stared out the window at the garden and smiled briefly to see the first green shoots of the spring flowers that peeped through the dark soil. The cherry trees had already bloomed, and she was somewhat sad that her husband had not been there to enjoy them in their full glory. But he had been away in London. Again.

      “I will not entertain these demands again.”

      Her husband’s voice echoed in her mind. He had not been angry. Not at first. But she could not listen to his refusals any longer.

      “What would you have me do?” she had countered. “Am I to be kept in this house like a pretty bird who is only brought out to entertain guests? If I had known that such a life awaited me in Derbyshire, I might have denied your proposal a second time!”

       Her cheeks warmed as she remembered how angry she had been with him. Those words had burst from her lips without a second thought and she regretted them now. However angry she had been, she had been thoughtless. But she had wanted to anger him, she had wanted to see some emotion from him.

      “Do you really regret so much, Mrs. Darcy?” he had replied. His voice had been soft and dangerous, and Elizabeth remembered the thrill that had run up her spine as his dark eyes had consumed hers.

      She did not regret anything, of course. Only her angry words.

      He had departed for London soon after their argument. He had not even kissed her before leaving.

      She had been in the dining room with Mrs. Reynolds when she heard the sound of the carriage wheels rolling over the gravel of the courtyard. Her stomach had been in knots since that day, wondering if he could forgive her, and how she might coax him into agreeing to her demands. It seemed like such a simple request. All she wanted was to be with him. Why could he not see that?

      Elizabeth looked down at the letters she held. Fitzwilliam had written to her, as he always did, while he was in London. But unlike before, these letters were short and polite, and though they held some sweetness she could sense that there was some reluctance in them.

      Her own letters had been difficult to write, she wanted to apologize and beg for his forgiveness, but she could not bring herself to do it with pen and ink. Perhaps when he returned he would be more willing to speak to her. They had both had time to think on their words—and Elizabeth was eager, yet nervous, for his arrival.

      He had said in his last letter that he would leave London at the end of the month. It was now the end of the month, and she expected his return at any moment.

      Mrs. Reynolds had been made aware of her master’s impending arrival, and his room had been aired out and the bed remade with fresh linens.

      

      It was nearing midday when she heard it, the crunch of hooves on gravel and the sound of the driver’s voice as he called out to the footmen who came to meet the carriage. Elizabeth rushed to the window and looked down in the hope of catching her husband’s eye, but no figure emerged from the carriage.

      Her heart lurched in her chest and she pushed herself away from the window and rushed down the stairs to the foyer. She burst through the front doors and ran to the carriage.

      “Mr. Grant,” she called out. The driver looked up from his conversation with one of the footmen and he smiled as he saw her. 

       “Mrs. Darcy, a pleasant afternoon to you!”

      Elizabeth smiled. “I thank you, is my husband not with you?”

      “No, indeed, Ma’am. He purchased a new horse in London and insisted upon riding her back himself. He should be along shortly.”

      “I see,” Elizabeth murmured. “Thank you, you are most welcome back to Pemberley.”

      The driver touched the brim of his hat and returned to his conversation as Elizabeth looked up the drive. She half-expected to see him riding down the gentle slope of the road that curved past the lake, but the road was bare, and there was no sign of him.

      The carriage rolled away toward the stables and Elizabeth returned to the house feeling somewhat defeated. Mrs. Reynolds waited in the foyer and Elizabeth smiled as she passed the older woman.

      “Mr. Darcy will be coming separately,” she said. “He has purchased a new horse.”

      Mrs. Reynolds shook her head. “That man and his horses,” she said with an indulgent smile. “When he was a boy we could scarcely keep him away from the stables.”

      “Indeed,” Elizabeth murmured. She had only been to Pemberley’s stables once before, and though she loved horses, she did not know how to ride and it seemed like an imposition for her to be there.

      But, perhaps, it was time that she learned… All at once, a thought struck her. She had spent too long laboring over ways to spend more time with her husband, and the most obvious answer had lain in front of her the whole time.

      “Mrs. Reynolds, would you send up some washing water?” she asked.

      The housekeeper nodded and left the foyer to find one of the maids to fulfill her mistress’ request.

      Elizabeth climbed the stairs and walked to her room at as slow a pace as she could manage, but her heart beat faster in her chest. She had to find a way to give her husband cause to think of her when they were apart. What better way to do that than to give him memories of her in a place that was important to him.

      When she was safely in her chamber Elizabeth went to her wardrobe and pulled out a box that held a gown that she had not yet had the confidence to wear. It had been specially made for her, and the dark material hugged her curves like a second skin. When it had arrived, Elizabeth had tried it on to make certain that the fit was correct, but the neckline was scandalously low, and she could not bring herself to wear it for fear of causing a scandal.

      However, her plan had made her feel bolder, and this gown would be the perfect accompaniment to her efforts.

      A soft knock on the door made Elizabeth jump, but she recovered quickly and laid the gown upon the bed and opened the door to let in the maid who had brought the washing water she had requested. The girl smiled, but said nothing as she left the jug of steaming water and clean linens upon the wash stand. When she left the room, Elizabeth closed the door behind her and turned the latch.

      She smiled as she poured the water into the porcelain wash basin and stirred a few drops of rose-scented oil into the basin. She looked at the dress once more, and then untied the ribbons at her shoulders and slipped out of the muslin gown she wore. She wanted everything to be perfect, and that included herself.

      

      ***

      

      Elizabeth was putting the final touches on her hair when she saw a flash of movement through the window. She jumped up from her vanity and leaned on the window ledge and watched a figure on horseback riding across the grassy fields behind the estate.

      “Of course he would not take the road,” she murmured.

      Her husband’s jacket was unbuttoned and his dark hair flowed in the wind, wild and unkempt. He was astride a beautiful chestnut mare with a long stride. The afternoon sun shone on her burnished hide and she felt her heart beat faster in her chest as she watched them.

      Darcy pulled his mount to a halt and the mare stamped her feet as her rider stared up at the house. Elizabeth’s cheeks warmed as she thought her husband’s eye swept over the widows of her chamber, but then he turned the mare toward the stables and Elizabeth breathed a small sigh. She stepped back from the window and looked at her reflection in the mirror once more. The gown’s neckline was impossibly low, the edge of the dark blue silk brushed her nipples and if she were to lean too far forward there was a very real danger of exposing more than she would have liked… But in this case, it was perfect.

      The neckline was too low for a proper corset, but the dressmaker had sent one that came just under her breasts, pushing them up slightly while cinching in her waist. A chemise would have also been impossible, and Elizabeth thrilled to the feel of the rich satin against her bare

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
        
        
      

      

    

  


OEBPS/images/tvdl.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


