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Mr. Darcy’s Christmas (Pemberley Intimate, #4)

Also By Harriet Lark

Elizabeth Darcy sat in the big four poster bed and hummed to herself as she opened the letter that had just arrived from her sister Jane. It had been a few months now since she had wed Mr. Darcy, and she could not recommend married life enough. Especially in the bedroom ...

Just the thought of Darcy, with his toned, muscular figure, well cut brown hair, brown eyes and handsome face, sent a tingle of excitement down her spine. And when she remembered the touch of his hands on her waist, her breasts, and lower, the excitement intensified.

Last night, for instance ...

Shaking her head slightly, hoping that would focus her attention on the piece of paper in her hand, she started reading her sister’s letter. 

My Dearest Lizzy,

You will never guess what has happened! Congratulate me, for I am the luckiest person in the world. Mr. Bingley and I wed yesterday! He came to Longbourn and asked for Father’s permission, which was granted, and then the next thing my wonderful Mr. Bingley said was, he had been hopeful, and had already applied for a special license!

Not only that, but he wanted us to wed the very next day!!

Oh, Lizzy, you cannot know how overjoyed I was. I did ask Charles why the sudden rush, and he said he could not wait any longer to make me his, and that he was sorry it had taken him so long to pluck up the courage to ask for my hand.

Mama was in a positive twitter, and ran poor Hill ragged, getting me ready in time. She kept lamenting that we did not have the opportunity to buy a trousseau for me, but I did not care, Lizzy. I would gladly wear my oldest gown if it meant I could marry Charles as soon as possible.

In the end, I wore my pink muslin with the lace trimmed sleeves. Mama said I looked very well in it.

I am so sorry I could not give you advance notice, so you could witness my happy day. But Charles has mentioned visiting you and Darcy at Pemberley. I believe he is writing a letter to Darcy right now.

Wouldn’t it be wonderful if we could spend Christmas together, Lizzy?

All my love

Jane Bingley

P.S. You have no idea how much joy it gives me, to write my name thus!

The bedchamber door opened and Elizabeth looked up to see her husband striding into the luxuriously appointed room.

“I have just heard from Bingley.” He held a letter in his hand.

“And I have just heard from Jane.” She smiled at him, pointing at the letter in her lap.

“I am glad.” He crossed over to the bed, bent down, and kissed her lingeringly on the lips.

She felt a blush rise to her cheeks. Although it had been a few months since their wedding night, she did not think she would ever get tired of Darcy touching her, or kissing her.

Darcy straightened and cleared his throat. “Bingley is proposing they visit us for Christmas. What do you think?”

“That would be wonderful!” She clasped Jane’s letter to her breast. “I am so happy for them, Fitzwilliam.”

“As am I.” He smiled at her, and she could see in his eyes that although once he had interfered with Jane and Bingley’s relationship, he had come to the conclusion some time ago that they were a perfect match in temperament, outlook, and personality. He had also conceded a while ago that it had been wrong of him to judge Jane’s feelings for Bingley, and ever since, had done all he could to encourage Bingley to have the courage of his convictions and act on his feelings for Jane. And now, it seemed Bingley had done so!

“I must write to her at once.” Lizzy pushed aside the bedclothes.

Darcy placed his friend’s letter on the bed and came around to her side of the mattress. “So soon?” He loosened his cravat. 

“Of course, I could be persuaded to stay in bed a little longer,” Lizzy said thoughtfully, “with the right inducement.”

“How about this?” Darcy’s mouth slanted over hers. “Or this?” He kissed the hollow of her neck.

She sank back against the pillows. “I might need a little more persuading,” she murmured, an impish smile on her lips.

“Temptress,” he groaned against her mouth.

And then there was no more talking for a while.

***

The household was in full swing, getting ready for Christmas. Mrs. Reynolds, the housekeeper, had all the staff under control, and was heard murmuring to herself what a wonderful festive season it would be.

Elizabeth had offered her help, the housekeeper thanking her but telling her everything was in hand.

Georgiana’s offer of assistance was waved away too, by the housekeeper. Darcy’s sister had been a great help to Lizzy in the first weeks of her marriage, showing her how the household worked, as had too, Mrs. Reynolds. 

But now, all Lizzy could think of was the day Jane would arrive. With Bingley, of course.

She had not seen her sister since before she, Lizzy, had wed Darcy months ago. Indeed, none of her family apart from her aunt and uncle Gardiner had attended the small wedding held at the chapel at Pemberley. But then, the next day, she and Darcy had discovered they were not legally wed! (See Mr. Darcy’s Heart.) A cruel trick had been played on them, courtesy of a friend of Wickham’s, and they had had to marry again, swearing Georgiana and Bingley to secrecy. Darcy had assured her she held his heart forever, and he had shown her how much he loved her when immediately after their second wedding day, she had discovered that Lydia had run off with Wickham! 

They traced the errant couple to London, and Darcy had insisted they wed immediately. Which they had done so, Wickham with sulky grace, and Lydia with a satisfied smile on her face, not realizing the trouble she had caused her family by running off with the blackguard.

But all that was in the past now, Elizabeth mused, looking out of the window in the morning room. Lydia and Wickham were safely in Newcastle, where Wickham had joined a new regiment, and she did not expect to hear from the couple for quite a while. Darcy had made that clear to them when he had paid Wickham’s debts and settled a sum of money on them. 

The fresh smell of holly wafted into the room, and she heard a couple of the servants arguing in low tones as to the best place to position the boughs.

Finally, they seemed to settle on a spot just outside the morning room. She supposed they did not realize she was within, for the staff at Pemberley were very well behaved and she usually did not hear them go about their chores at all.

Once the two servants had departed, she crossed over to the doorway and looked up, inspecting their handiwork. Yes, the boughs of holly looked very decorative there. 

“How are the decorations coming along?” Darcy placed his arms around her, his chest to her back.

“I did not know you were here,” she exclaimed, nestling against him. She closed her eyes, placing her hands on top of his, reveling in his warm strength and love for her.

“I finished going over the accounts with my steward.” He kissed her hair. “Before I met you, I had no trouble immersing myself in the bookkeeping for the estate. Now, I always want to get it done as quickly as possible, so I may spend more time with you.”

“Oh, Fitzwilliam.” She turned around in the circle of his arms and looked up at him. “I feel exactly the same way.”

“We were meant to be together,” he murmured, cupping her face and kissing her deeply.

She did not know how long they kissed but just as she was about to make the slightly scandalous suggestion that they go upstairs to their bedroom (in the middle of the day!), the butler coughed, interrupting their embrace.

“A carriage has just pulled up, sir,” the elderly butler said, after Darcy reluctantly wrenched his lips from hers.

“Is it Jane?” Lizzy wondered aloud. “They have arrived early!”

“Let us see.” Darcy took her hand and they made their way to the front of the house.

Her husband’s warm, strong hand clasped hers as they walked side by side down the long hallway. Although she had only been mistress here for a few months, already it felt like home, and Longbourn and her sisters seemed very far away.

But how wonderful it would be to spend Christmas with dear Jane, and Mr. Bingley, two of her most favorite people in the whole world.

When they reached the front steps, Lizzy looked out eagerly. “It is them,” she murmured to Darcy. Then she flew down the steps, enveloping her sister in a great hug.

“How wonderful to see you again,” she told Jane, studying her sister’s face intently. She smiled mischievously. “I can see that marriage agrees with you.”

“Oh, Lizzy.” Jane seemed to bite back a giggle, her cheeks blushing a becoming pink. She dropped her voice to a whisper. “It is everything you said it would be.”

The sisters hugged again. Lizzy closed her eyes, relishing the warmth of her sister’s embrace. She and Jane had shared a bedroom for all of their life, and now they had not seen each other for months. It was good to be together again.

“I must congratulate you, Mr. Bingley, on your newly-wed status.” Lizzy held out her hand as Jane’s amiable husband approached them. 

“Charles, please,” Mr. Bingley said, his gaze full of love lighting upon his new wife. 

“Charles.” Lizzy smiled at him, thinking once again how well-suited the two people in front of her were. And at last, Mr. Bingley - Charles - had recognized it as well!

“Charles!” Darcy approached the trio. The two friends shook hands, then they all trooped into the house. 

“We were not expecting you until later today,” Elizabeth remarked once they sat in the drawing room, enjoying cups of tea.

Jane exchanged a glance with Charles. “I must confess we left earlier than we planned, and made good time on the road. I could not wait to see you again, Lizzy.”

The two sisters shared a smile. 

“Indeed, it is good to be here at Pemberley once more,” Charles remarked, laying his hand over Jane’s for an instant. “My sister and Mr. Hurst invited us to spend the festive season with them, but I must confess when Jane mentioned a partiality for Pemberley, I was easily persuaded it would be the best option.”

Lizzy inwardly shuddered at the notion of having to spend Christmas with the Hursts. Thank goodness Jane did not have to endure such a visit!

But what of ...

“And Miss Bingley?” Lizzy asked hesitantly. “Where is she—”

“She is staying with the Hursts,” Jane answered quickly. 

“Yes.” Charles took a sip of tea. “I think she was a little put out when she heard that we were coming to Pemberley, but—”

“She knows she is not welcome here,” Darcy put in. “I am sorry Charles, for I know she is your sister, but after what she attempted during my engagement to Elizabeth—”

“I know, Darcy.” Charles nodded. “And I respect your decision.” He sighed. “But unfortunately, Caroline does not.”

“Come, let us talk of happier things,” Darcy ordered, after a swift glance at his wife’s face.

Lizzy was sure her cheeks were crimson - they certainly felt hot enough! When Caroline Bingley had interrupted her and Darcy during an intimate moment when they were newly engaged, she had threatened to tell the rest of Darcy’s guests. It had only
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