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      “My darling!” Elizabeth called out to Duke Darcy from the sitting room of their estate as she turned a lamp on and off several times. “When did you have electricity run throughout Pemberley? This is quite marvelous and so much more convenient than candles!”

      The night outside was dark and moonless, just as the vampire lovers liked it, but there was no denying the convenience of the electricity when it came to settling in once again. The couple had been apart for a decade this time, Elizabeth in India and Darcy in Morocco, but she unexpectedly felt his call to return home to Derbyshire. The modern convenience of 1920s travel was a lovely perk of living to see a new century and the pair returned to England at the same time. It was only by being apart for so much time that they could appreciate the desperate love they felt for one another when they were back in each other’s arms.

      As Elizabeth continued to turn the lamp on and off, Darcy entered the room with a handsome smile.

      “The electricity is certainly a convenience but you must admit, it is not as romantic as candlelight, my love,” he said as he walked over and kissed Elizabeth on the top of the head. “I read and kept all of your letters but you must have neglected to relay some fantastic adventure you had in India.”

      Elizabeth laughed and took her husband’s hand into her own, giving it a soft kiss, and then a playful bite. “I studied. I explored. I met others of our kind all throughout India, which I supposed I didn’t expect. I tried to spend more time with the locals but it seemed that everywhere I went, I ran into some aristocrat and his wife who wished to become acquainted with the wife of a mysterious duke. I gave up and began telling people I was the wife of Duke Darcy’s son. It seemed as good an answer as any.”

      Darcy put on a record and held out his hand to Elizabeth as Fanny Brice began to sing, “I’d Rather Be Blue Over You.” They danced quietly in the sitting room, listening to the song and holding each close.

      “I can understand why everyone wanted to know you, my darling,” Darcy said as he looked down at the gold and teal silk dress Elizabeth was wearing. “You must have been the most beautiful woman in all of India. I wish I could have joined you, but I had business to attend to in the Americas before I returned to England.”

      Elizabeth looked up into her husband’s eyes. Of all the emotion she had seen in them in all their years together, for the first time…

      She saw fear.

      “Fitzwilliam,” Elizabeth said just as the song ended, “what is wrong? You look as if you have seen a ghost. Well, you know what I mean,” she laughed, acknowledging the irony of a vampire being frightened by a ghost. But Darcy simply shook his head and brushed a strand of hair away from his wife’s face. 

      “We can talk about it tomorrow. For now, can we just dance?”

      Elizabeth was more than happy to stay in her husband’s arms forever, or longer, if at all possible. The record continued to play and they danced slowly, holding each other as if they were the only two people in the world. It was exactly how Elizabeth liked it. They had been apart too long this time and she had begun to feel the separation deep within her bones.

      As if he could read her mind, and sometimes she believed he could, Darcy leaned in and kissed her, softly at first. But Elizabeth wanted more and pulled him in closer, nibbling gently on his full bottom lip. He pulled away and laughed warmly.

      “I have missed you too, beautiful girl,” Darcy said as he swept his eternal bride up into his arms and carried her over to the sofa, then set her down sweetly. Elizabeth took in the vision that was her husband: he looked so handsome in his three-piece suit, tailored perfectly to his lithe, strong body. He had grown a beard in their time apart and Elizabeth thought it suited him. She reached up and ran her hands across his face, then through his thick, lovely hair.

      “Kiss me again, Fitz, before I go mad.”

      Darcy smiled and leaned to give in to his wife’s requests when suddenly, a heavy, resounding knock echoed throughout the whole of Pemberley. Elizabeth sat up and looked at the time.

      “Darling, it is after midnight and we’ve only just returned home. Who could be here at this hour?” An unmistakable look of concern flashed across her husband’s face. “Fitzwilliam?”

      “Stay here,” he said steadfastly, before fetching a shotgun from the wall in the study. If Elizabeth’s heart still beat, she was sure it would be racing.

      What was going on?
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      There was a second knock on the door that was even louder than the first, and it was frightening enough to make Elizabeth jump, though anyone at their door had more to fear from Pemberley’s residents. What scared Elizabeth more was that Darcy seemed to be concerned and she could not remember a single moment in a hundred years when she had seen her husband frightened.

      “Fitz,” she whispered from the doorway of the sitting room. “Will you please tell me what is going on?”

      Darcy set the gun to the right of the door so when he opened it, he could reach it quickly if necessary. “It might be nothing, love. Just stay there until we are sure.”

      Elizabeth slipped further into the sitting room but peeked around the corner so she could see if anything nefarious was going on. Darcy waited a moment longer, then swung the door open, his posture straight and strong as if he were preparing for a fight. At first, Elizabeth did not see anyone, but then a man stepped from the shadows, and she was a little stunned.

      The gentleman was dressed entirely in white, his suit tailored, yet casual, like the aristocrats she saw touring India. He had wind-swept blonde hair and perfectly groomed beard to match, which gave him the appearance of being handsome. But when Elizabeth got a look at his dark, almost black, eyes… she felt a shiver go down her spine. Then she saw the look of blind hatred on Darcy’s face, which only increased her concern.

      Who was this man and why was he at Pemberley in the middle of the night?

      “Are you going to leave me standing on the porch all night, Darcy, or are you going to invite me inside? Then again, unlike you, I do not need the invitation, do I?”

      He knows, Elizabeth thought nervously. Vampires could not enter someone’s home without an invitation. The man’s sarcastic question meant he knew about her husband. Did he know about her too?

      “You must have quite the imagination if you believe you would ever be invited in this house again, Wickham. I would invite a rabid dog into my home before I let you cross this threshold, you contemptuous, repellant piece of…”

      “Fitzwilliam!” Elizabeth chastised from the drawing room. She did not know who this Mr. Wickham was but she would not have her husband starting a bar room brawl in the doorway of their home. The man on the doorstep leaned past Darcy and smiled wickedly at Elizabeth.

      “Darcy! Who is this lovely creature? Certainly, you did not convince a young lady to be your bride. I can not imagine putting up with your foul temper for multiple lifetimes.”

      Even from the distance, Elizabeth could feel her husband’s blood boiling. 

      “Do not even look at her, Wickham, or so help me! I will…”

      Wickham chuckled.

      “Or what? What will you do to me Darcy? Tell me.”

      Elizabeth did not know what was fueling the antagonism between her husband and this Wickham, but she refused to let them come to blows, not in her foyer. She was going to stop this…

      No matter what.
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      “Gentlemen,” Elizabeth said as calmly as she was able. “Please. There is no cause for such dramatics. Surely, you can settle this without threats.”

      She could not be sure, but she thought she heard a rumbling, almost a growl emerge from deep within Wickham’s belly. It caused her to take a step back, though she was not sure why.

      “Listen to your bride, Darcy. She seems to have more sense than you,” Wickham said with a sneer that revealed a set of sparkling K-9 teeth, stained ever-so-slightly pink. If Darcy noticed, he did not show fear… only rage.

      “Why are you here, Wickham? You know full well you are not welcome. I am surprised you were even allowed to enter Britain again after your last visit.”

      Elizabeth was filing away questions for later but it was clear that whatever this fight was, there was no benefit to her getting in the middle. Not yet.

      Wickham attempted to simply stroll past Darcy into the house, but as soon as his foot crossed the threshold, Darcy bared his teeth and reached for Wickham’s throat. “Tell me why you are here before I break your neck.”

      “I can not,” Wickham coughed, “tell you anything… while you are… strangling me…”

      “Darcy, for heaven’s sake, we’ve hardly been home for an hour. Let’s not celebrate our arrival with a murder on our front steps,” Elizabeth said, stepping forward in spite of her fear. “Let the man speak so he will
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